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Ir tlie humorous observation of Addison* were 
founded in fact, thai a reader seldom peruses a 
book with pleasure • till he knows whether the 
writer of it be a black or fair man— of a mild or 
choleric disposition^ — with other particalars of 
the like nature^ >— we should be In a state of 
some apprehension, since the Rev. Geoi^ge Crabbe, 
the celebrated author of the poems a new edi- 
tion of which we here present to the public, 
haSp from the modesty and jretiredoess of his 
life, furnished but lew biographical particulars to 
he developed to an admiring world. Unlike so 
many others of his gtnusy he has never inter- 
meddled iu the turmoils of politics, or mingled 
in the intrigues of feshion- He is, in his manners 
and feelingly a ckiU of nature; though a smtani 
in her dupositions and her laws. Contented 
with keepii^ the • noiseless tenor of his way,> 
with the approbation of his conscience and the 
approval of his God, — he is willing to allow some 
to be the idol of the factious, and others to &wn 
at the footstool of power ; — satiiAed himself with 
being admired as a poet, — reveved as a divine, — 
and respected as a man. 

Our Poet was bom at Aldborough, in Suffolk, in 
the year 1754* where his father was an oficer 
of the customs. As his income was scanty and 
his family large, he early destined his son for the 
medical profession. Young Crabbe served conse- 
quently am apprenticeship to a provincial sur- 
l^eoo, man-midwife and apothecary. It appears, 
however, that he sooo quitted a profession for 
which probably he had no taste; and, as Hume 
confesses in his autographic life • that while 
his family fisnded he was poring upon Yoet and 
Vinnius, Cicero and Virgil were the authors he 
wUs secretly devouring, » we can easily imagine 
that Crabbe, instead of wasting his meditations 
upon Hippocrates and Galen, was offering his 
early devotions to the poets of antiquity, and 
the mastev-hards of England. 

fie early elicited sparks of poetical genius, and 
senteome of the first effusions of his Muse to the 
Lady's Magazine,— -a periodical publication, at 
that time, of considerable respectability. Such 
was the encoaragement he receiv^ that at the 
age of 24 yttrs, he repaired to London; where 
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he had the good fortune to find a fjriend iu the 
illustrious Edmund Burke. Encouraged by the 
fovourable opinion, and honoured with the advice 
of that eminent man of taste and genius (in 
whose presence, in fact, part of the poems was 
written, and to whose judgment the whole was 
submitted), he published, in 1781, his poem of 
the > Library ;m which met, as might be expected 
from such auspices, a very favourable reception. 
He soon afterwards published a poem called « the 
VUlage,* which stamped his character as a greajt 
Poet. It was recommended to the notice of Doc- 
tor Johnson, and procured him the warm appro- 
bation of that consummate but fiistidious critic. 
Such approbation was alone a triumph: for the 
author of the mV^nUy of Human FFishes* strongly 
evinced the ^enus irritabile vatum ; he was jealous 
of rivalry and niggard of praise ; and, although 
the simple in style, and minute in description 
(the characteristics of Crabbe) were adverse to 
his taste and foreign to his example, he was 
pleased with the work, and gave his^al of ap- 
probation. 

To have obtained the praise and favour of two 
men who may justly be characterised as the great 
contemporary representatives of the mind of Great 
Britain, most alone be considered a high proof of 
superior intellect; and might well have war- 
ranted a hope that his further appearance, as a 
Poet, would not long be delayed to an anxious 
public. Sndi, however, was the indolence or the 
unarobitionsoess of his disposition, that he seems, 
for a time, to have deserted the Muses, and to 
have betaken himself to the more solemn duties 
of the clerical character. -4ie took holy oiders, 
was admitted at Cambridge, and, at the age of 2 5, 
entered the church, at the iiutigation and by the 
patronage of the celebrated Doctor Watson, then 
Bishop of Uandaff — clanun et venerahUe no- 
a prelate who may justly be ooosidered as 



men. 



one of the most powarfol and successful cham- 
pions of the Protestant chnrch, when her prin- 
ciples were vigorously assailed by no common 
adversaries, — Gibbon and Paine : and one whose 
fovourable notice and active friendship were, from 
tlie discernment of his masculine understandiug, 
alone sufficient to confer honour, and, in some 
degree, to establish reputation. Mr Crabbe soon 
afterwards obtained from his fame as a poet, and 
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from the recommendation of Mr Bnrke, the pa- 
tronage of the late Duke of Rutland; on whom 
he attended as chaplain, upon his appointment 
to the viceroyalty of Ireland, and whose fune- 
ral sermon he preached in the chapel in Belvoir. 
The friendship of that nobleman's family pro- 
cured him, throngh the influence of Lord Chan- 
cellor Thurlow, first, — the living of Frbme St 
Quintin, in Dorsetshire, and afterwards the rec- 
tories of Mnston, in Leicestershire, and West Al- 
lington, in Lincolnshire; which he held during 
many years. But as the poetic muse (unless she 
debase the purity of her nature by serving as the 
instrument of politics) has rarely been known to 
conduct her high-minded votaries to suitable ele- 
vation in the church, Mr Crabbe has been doom- 
ed to see less enlightened men advance to high 
station ; whilst he reposes in the humble situation 
of rector of Trowbridge in Wiltshire, to which 
he was presented by the present Duke of Rutland. 

A circumstance occurred, some years after the 
entrance of Mr Crabl)e upon his clerical duties, 
of which we are unwilling to omit the mention ; 
as it strongly proves that our poet's mind was 
always attentive to the studies to which it 
chanced to be directed. Being on a visit to a 
gentleman, the lady of the house was suddenly 
taken in labour; the midwife not arriving in 
time, Mr Crabbe was obliged to return to the 
duties of his first profession, and delivered the 
lady of a son. The boy, whose birth was at- 
tended with so singular a circumstance, received 
the equally singular name of Lemuel.* He be- 
came an officer in the army, and was slain on 
the field of Waterloo. 

As a divine, Mr. Crabbe appears always to have 
fulfilled the character of a pure and pious pastor. 
Kind and friendly to his neighbours of every 
class and condition, his active benevolence has 
ever induced him to benefit, with his advice in 
worldly affiiirs, those over whose more important, 
because eternal concerns, he is appointed to be 
director; and he encourages and enforces, by 
his example, the mild and just principles which 
he inculcates in his precepts ; « allures to brighter 
worlds, and leads the way.> 

In this tranquil course of life, attending to the 
care of his flodc, and to the instruction of his 
numerous family, Mr Crabbe long concealed him- 
self from the gaze of the worid (with the solitary 
exception of having published a poem, called the 
"Newspaper,* in 1785) until the year 1807 ; when, 
after an absence of about twenty years, he at 
length produced a collection of « Poems. m cLan- 

* The aame is Hebrev, and sifpii6es literally belong- 
ing to Cod; tn obrions alliuioa to hi* being brought 
into the world through the obstetrical agency of a minis- 
ter of God. 



dari a laudato viro»' has ever been deemed a 
stamp of merit ; and, such has been the inva- 
riable proof of Mr Crabbe's excellence as a Poet, 
that, he has ever been distinguished by the dis- 
cerning few, as he will always be admired by the 
reading public. 

The « Poems m were honoured with a perusal 
in manuscript by the present Lord HoUand, and 
his late illustrious uncle; and may naturally be 
supposed to have derived considerable advantage 
from their critical acumen. 

In addition to their intrinsic nierit, they will 
be deemed, by kindred minds, to possess an ad- 
ditional value, when it is considered that they 
tended to cheer the death-bed of the highly- 
gifted Charles Fox. This collection has passed 
through several editions. 

Three years afterwards (18 10) he produced 
the Poem of the > Borough ;• the scene of which 
is his native place: in 181 a he published his 
Tales; and, in the year 1819, his last work 
(we hope, however, it will not be the last 
lay of the minstrel) appeared under the name 
of « Tales of the Hali.m* 

The only performance, in prose, known to be 
from the pen of the subject of this sketch, is a 
communication of > The Natural History of the 
Vale of Belvoir,* written in the year ^1790, in- 
corporated by Mr Nicholls in his History of 
Leicestei-shire. 

It is not our intention to enter into an elabo- 
rate criticism of Mr Crabbe's qualities as a poet. 
We shall content ourselves with observing merely 
— that the characteristics of his style are, origi- 
nality of thought, force, precision, truth, depth, 
and pathos of description ; clothed frequently in 
the happy diction and polished versification which 
we so much admire in Goldsmith. 

It must not, however, be supposed, from this 
remark, that Mr Crabbe is a copyist of any for- 
mer author. He is a bard sui generis; he has 
formed himself upon no model, and is conse- 
quently unlike other writers. He is a poet who 
examines roan as he is; there is, therefore, no 
illusion in his poetry. 

He is, in fact, the Portrait'Painter of humble 
life— in aU its variety and detail. His portraits 
are exact likenesses; and are equally to be 
praised for the correctness of the outline, and 
the propriety of the colouring. His descriptions 
are, not like those of Thomson, of imaginary, 
but of real nature. The delineations of his 
rustics are, consequently, different from those 
which we meet with in the Georgics of Virgil, or 
the Idylls of Gesner : but they are such as may 
be seen every day in the country. He sees with 

* These Tales are all founded on &cts. 
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a keen, correct, and perhaps too microicopic an 
eye, and all his scenes of common life are por- 
trayed with minuteness, but with a fidelity true 
to nature. He is naturally and deservedly a po- 
pular poet; since all hb delineations come home 
closely to the > business and bosoms of men.« 
He is certainly one of the most original, and pa- 
thetic poets that England has, in modem times, 
produced; and is a bright star in that splendid 
constellation of British genius that has illumined 
and adorned the present age. 

We subjoin the following curious confession 
made by Mr Crabbe (in a very different spirit, 
we believe, from those of Rousseau) to a gentle- 
man from whom we received it — that « if at that 



moment, or any other, he should be offered a 
large sum of money to repeat any two lines of any 
poem he had ever written, — he would not be 
able to do it.* The avowal itself is curious, and 
is a striking instance of the simplicity and mo- 
desty of mind for which, we believe, our poet is 
remarkable. We sincerely hope that this extra- 
ordinary untenacionsness of memory does not 
arise from any organic defect ; and we shrewdly 
suspect that of Mr Crabbe it may with truth be 



To him the wits of Greece and Rome are known, 
And er'ry aatbor s merit— fritt his own, 

C. T. 
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IpM per AuooIm £oaU camiBa fvatu 
Qui aonai, lagsnti qai aonlaa palMt OJ jmpaa ; 
Mvoaiaiaqae teaeM Roouibo provoait ore : 
Focsiiaa illlas aeaorit lataliMt la anbrt 
Qaod eaalt, ei Merill tantaai aatitMi aTeaA 
Isnotae popall, at ■aoanate careni. 
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or nOLLARD, IN LIRCOLII8HIIIE ; LORD HOLLAND OF FOX LET ; 
AND FELLOW OF THE SOCIETY OF ANTIQUARIES. 



Mt Lord, 
TiAT the longest poem in this collection was honoured 
by the notice of your Lordship's right honourable and 
erer-Yalued relation, Mr. Fox ; that it should be the last 
which engaged his attention, and that some parts of it 
were marked with his approbation ; are circumstances 
productive of better hopes of ultimate success than I had 
dared to entertain before I was gratified with a know'> 
ledge of them : aind the hope thus raised leads me to ask 
pemusMon that I may dedicate this book to your Lord- 
ship, to .whom tliat truly great and greatly lamented 
personage was so nearly allied in family, so closely 
bound in affection, and in whoso mind presides the 
same critical taste which he exerted to the delight of all 
who heard him. He doubtlew united with his un- 
equalled abilities a fund of good-nature ; and this possi- 
bly led him to speak favourably of, and give satisfection 
to writers, with whose productions he might not bo en- 
tirely satisfied : nor must I allow myself to suppose his 
desire of obliging was withholden, when he honoured 
any effort of mine with his approbation : but, my Lord, 
as there was discrimination in the opinion he gave; as 
be did not veil indifference for insipid mediocrity of 
composition under any general expression of cool ap- 
proval — I allow myself to draw a favourable conclusion 
from the verdict of ^ne who had the superiority of in- 
teUcct few would dispute, which he made manifest by a 
force of eloquence peculiar to himself; whose excellent 
judgment no one of his friends found cause to distrust. 



and whose acknowledged candour no enemy had the 
temerity to deny. 

With such encouragement, I present my book to 
your Lordship: the Account of tfie Life and fFritings 
o/Lopet de Vega has taught me what I am to expect ; 
I there perceive how your Lordship can write, and am 
there taught how you can judge of vrriters: my faults, 
however numerous, I know will none of them escape 
through inattention, nor will any merit be lost for want 
of discernment: my verses are before him who has 
written elegantly, who has judged with accuracy, and 
who has given unequivocal proof of abilities in a work 
of difficulty ; — a translation of poetry, which few per^ 
sons in this kingdom are able to read, and in the esti- 
mation of talents not hitherto justly appreciated. In 
this view, I cannot but feel some apprehension : but I 
know also, that your Lordship is apprised of the great 
difficulty of writing well ; that you will make much al- 
lowance for failures, if not too frequently repeated; 
and, as you can accurately discern, so you will readily 
approve, all the better and more happy efforts of one, 
who places the highest value upon your Lordship's ap- 
probation, and who has the honour to be, 

Mt Loid, 

Your Lordship's most faithful 

and obliged humble servant, 

Gio. Gkabbk. 
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AioUT twenty-five years since was published a poem 
called > The Library;! which, in no long time, was fol- 
lowed by two others, • The Village,* and • The News- 
paper :» these, with a few alterations and additions, are 
here reprinted; and are accompanied by a poem of 
greater length, and several shorter attempts, now, for 
the first time, before the public; whose reception of 
them creates in their author something more than com- 
mon solicitude, because he conceives that, with the 
judgment to be formed ofthese latter productions, upon 
whatever may be found intrinsically meritorious or de- 
fective, there will he united an inquiry into the relative 
degree of praise or blame which they may be thought 
to deserve, when compared with the more early attempts 
of the same writer. 

And certainly, were it the principal emplo3^ent of a 
man's life to compose verses, it might seem reasonable 
to expect that he would continue to improve as long as 
he continued to live; though, even then, there is some 
doubt whether such improvement would follow, and 
perhaps proof might be adduced to show it would not: 
but when, to this ■ idletru(Uy' is added some ** calling, n 
with superior claims upon his time and attention, bis 
progress in the art of versification will probably be in 
proportion neither to the years he has lived, nor even to 
the attempts he has made. 

While composing the first-published of these poems, 
the author was honoured with the notice, and assisted 
by the advice of the Right Honourable Edmund Burke: 
part of it was written in his presence, and tlie whole 
submitted to his judgment; receiving, in its progress, 
the benefit of his correction : I hope, therefore, to ob- 
tain pardon of the reader, if I eageriyseixe the occasion, 
and, after so long a ulence, endeavour to express a 
grateful sense of the benefits I have received from this 
gendeman, who was solicitous for my more essential 
interests, as well as benevolently anxious for my credit 
as a writer. 

I will not enter upon the subject of bis extraordinary 
abilities ; it would be vanity, it would be weakness in 
me to believe that I could make them better known or 
more admired than they now are: but of his private 
worth, of his wishes to do good, of his affability and 
condescension; his readiness to lend assistance when 
he knew it was wanted, and his delight to give praise 
where he thought it was deserved; of these I may write 
with some propriety. All know that his powers were 
vast, hb acquirement various; and I take leave to add, 
that he applied them with unremitted attention to those 
objects which he believed tended to the honour and 
welfare of his country. But it may not be so generally 
understood that he was ever assiduous in the more pri- 
vate duties of a benevolent nature, that he delighted to 
give encouragement to any promise of ability, and as- 
sistance to any appearance of desert : to what purposes 
he employed his pen, and with what eloquence he spake 
in the senate, will be told by many, who yet may be 
ignorant of the solid instruction, as well as the foscina- 
ting pleasantry, found in his common conversation, 
amongst his friends, and his affectionate manners, 
amiable disposition, and zeal for their liappiness, which 
he manifested in the hours of retirement with his family. 



To this gentleman I was indebted for my knowledge 
of Sir Joshua Reynolds, who was as well known to his 
friends for his perpetual fund of good-humour and his 
unceasing wishes to oblige, as he was to the public for 
the extraordinary produclionsof his pencil and his pen. 
By him I was fiivourcd with an introduction to Doctor 
Johnson, who honoured me with his notice, and as- 
sisted me, as Mr Boswcll has told, with remarks and 
emendations for a poem I was about to publish.' The 
Doctor had been often wearied by applications, and did 
not readily comply with requests for his opinion; not 
from any unwillingness to oblige, but from a painful 
contention in his mind, between a desire of giving plea- 
sure and a determination to speak truth. No man 
can, I think, publish a work without some expectation 
of satisfying those who are to judge of its merit: but I 
can, with the utmost regard to veracity, speak my fears, 
as predolninating over every pre-indulged thought of a 
more favourable nature, when I was told that a judge 
so discerning had consented to read and give his opinion 
of iThe Village,* the poem I had prepared for publi- 
cation. The time of suspense was not long protracted ; 
I was soon fivoured with a few words from Sir Joshua, 
who observed, — • If I knew how cautious Doctor John- 
son was in giving commendation, I should be well 
satisfied with the portion dealt to me in his letter.* — 
Of that letter the following is a copy : 

■ Sir,— I hare tent yoa back Mr Crabbe'i poem, whldi I read 
with great delight. It UorlfiDal, TigoroDi. and eleffaat. Tbe al- 
teratloBi which I hare nade, I do not reqaire him to adopt ; for my 
llnet are, perbape, aol ofiea better [Ihaa] hit own : bat he may 
Mke mlae aad bit own together, aad perhaps, between them, pro- 
dnoe ■oaeibias better tbaa either. — He it net to think bit oopy 
waatoaiy defaced : a wet tponga will wa»b all tbe red line* away, 
and leare tbe page* clean.— Hit Dodlcatloa * will be lea»t liked: It 
were better to contract It into a abort ■prigbtly addrsM.—I do not 
doabt of Mr Crabbe't wooeu. 

■ I am, Sir, year moat bamble aenrant, 

■ Sab. Joassoa. 
■ JiireA4i 1713." 

That I was fully satisfied, my readers will do me the 
justice to believe; and I hope they will pardon me, if 
there should appear to them any impropriety in pub- 
lishing the favourable opinion expressed in a private 
letter : they will judge, and truly, that by so doing, I 
wish to bespeak their good opinion, but have no design 
of extorting their applause. I would not hazard an 
appearance so ostentatious to gratify my vanity, but I 
venture to do it in compliance with my feark 

After these was published ■ The Newspaper: « it had 
not the advantage of such previous criticism from any 
friendsj nor perhaps so much of my oMrn attention as I 
ought to have given to it; but the impression was di^ 
posed of, and I will not pay so litde respect to the judg- 
nient of my readers as now to suppress what they then 
approved. 

Since the publication of this poem more than twenty 
years have elapsed, and I am not without apprehension, 
lest so long' a silence should be construed into a blama- 
ble n^lect of my own interest, which those excellent 
friends were desirous of promoting : or, what is yet 
worse, into a want of gratitude for their assistance; 

> See iba Life of 8. Jobnion, by Bocwell, vol. It, p. 18S, oeUro 
edition. 

■ Neither of ibeae were adopted s tbe aatbor bad written, abeat 
that time, aome versea to tbe alemory of l<ord Robert Maanera, 
brother to tbe late Dake of Ratlaad ; aad ibeaa, by a Janction, it ia 
preanmed not feroed or aanatvslt form the ooadodlnf pari of 
■ Tbe Village.* 
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*ince it becomes mo to mpposo, they considered these 
first attempts as promises of better things, and their 
fisToars as stimulants to future exertion* And here, be 
the construction put upon my apparent negligence 
what it MO/, let me not suppress my tesdmony to the 
liberality of those who are looked up to, as patrons and 
encouragers of literary merit, or indeed of merit of any 
kind : their patronage has never been refused, 1 con- 
ceire, when it has been reasonably expected or modestly 
required; and it would be difficult, probably, to in- 
stance, in these times and in this country, any one who 
merited or was supposed to merit assistance, but who 
nererlheless languislied in obscurity or necessity for 
want of it ; unless in those cases where it was prerented 
by the resolution of impatient pride, or wearied by the 
solicitations of determined profligacy. And, while the 
subject is before me, I am unwilling to pass silently over 
the debt of gratitude which I owe to the memory of 
two deceased noblemen. His Grace the late Duke of 
Rutland, and the Right Honourable the Lord Thuriow •' 
sensible of the honour done me by their notice, and the 
benefits receired from them, I trust this acknowledg- 
ment will be imputed to its only motive, a grateful 
sense of their favours. 

Upon this subject I could dwell with much pleasure; 
bat, to give a reason for that appearance of neglect, as 
ft is more difficult, so, happily, it is less required. In 
truth, I have, for many years, intended a republication 
of these poems, as soon as I should be able to join with 
them such other of later date as might not deprive me 
of the little credit the former had obtained. Long indeed 
has this purpose been procrastinated : and if the duties 
of a profession, not before pressing upon me ; if the 
claims of a situation, at that time untried ; if diffidence 
of my own judgment, and the loss of my eariiest friends, 
will not suffieientFy account for my delay, I must rely 
upon the good-nature of my reader, that he will let them 
avail as far as he can, and find an additional apology 
in my fears of his censure. 

These fears being so prevalent with me, I determined 
not to publish any thing more, unless I could first 
obtain the sanction of such an opinion as I might with 
some confidence rely upon. I looked for a friend who, 
having the discerning taste of Mr Burke, and the criti- 
cal sagacity of Doctor Johnson, would bestow upon my 
MS. the attention requisite to form his opinion, and 
would then favour me with the result of his obser- 
vations: and it was my singular good fortune to gain 
such assistance ; the opinion of a critic so qualified, and 
a friend so disposed to favour me. I had been honoured 
by an introduction to the Right Honourable Charles- 
James Fox some years before, at the seal of Mr Burk^ ; 
and being again with him, I received a promise that he 
would peruse any work T might send to him prerious to 
its publication, and would give me his opinion. At that 
time, I did not think myself sufficiently prepared ; and 
when, afterwards, 1 had collected some poems for his 
inspection, I found my right honourable friend engaged 
by the affairs of a great empire, and struggling with the 
inveteracy of a fatal disease ; at such time, upon such 
mind, ever disposed to oblige as that mind was, I could 
not obtrude the petty business of criticising verses : but 
he remembered the promise he had kindly given, and 
repealed an offer, which, though I had not presumed 
to expect, I was happy to receive. A copy of the poems, 
now first published, was immediately sent to him, and 



(as I have the information fh>m Lord Holland, and his 
Lordship's permission to infisrm my readers) the poem 
which I have named • The Parish Registeri» was heard 
by Mr Fox, and it excited interest enough, by some o£ 
its parts, to gain for me the benefit of his judgment upon 
the whole. Whatever he approved, the reader will 
readily believe, I have carefully retained ; tlic parts he 
disliked are totally expunged, and others are substituted, 
which I hope resemble those, more conformable to the 
taste of so admirable a judge. Nor can I deny myself 
the melancholy satisfaction of adding, that this poem 
(and more especially the story of Plittbe Dawson,* with 
some parts of the second book), were the last composi- 
tions of their kind that engaged and amused the 
capacious, the candid, tlie benevolent mind of this 
great man. 

The above information I owe to the favour of the 
Right Honourable Lord Holland; nor this only, but to 
his Lordship I am indebted for some excellent remarks 
upon the other parts of my MS. It was not indeed my 
good fortune then to know that my verses were in the 
hands of a nobleman who had given proof of his ac- 
curate judgment as a critic, and his elegance as a writer, 
by favouring the public with an easy and spirited trans- 
lation of some interesting scenes of a dramatic poet, not 
often read in this kingdom. The Life of Lopei de Vega 
was then unknown to me; I had, in common with many 
Engliah readers, heard of him, but could not judge 
whedier his far-extended reputation was caused by the 
sublime efforts of a mighty genius, or the unequalled 
facility of a rapid composer, aided by peculiar and for- . 
tunale circumstances. That any part of my MS. was 
honoured by the remarks of Lord Holland yields me a 
hi|^ degree of satisfaction, and bis Lordship will per- 
ceive the use I have made of them ; but I must feel some 
regret when I know to what small portion they were 
limited ; and discerning, as I do, the taste and judgment 
bestowed upon the verses of Lopei de Vega, I must per- 
ceive how much my own needed the assistance afforded 
to one, who cannot be sensible of the benefit he has 
received. 

But how much soever I lament the advantages lost, 
let me remember with gratitude the helps 1 have ob- 
tained. With a single exception, every poem in the en- 
suing collection has been submitted to the critical saga- 
city of a gendeman, upon whose skill and candour 
their author could rely. To publisli by advice of friends 
has been severely ridiculed, and that too by a poet, who 
probably, without such advice, never made public any 
verses of his own : in fiict, it may not be easily deter- 
mined who acts with less discretion, the writer who is 
encouraged to publish his works, merely by the advice 
of friends whom he consulted, or he who, against advice, 
publishes firom the sole encouragement of his own 
opinion. These are deceptions to be carefully avoided, 
and I was happy to escape the latter, by the friendly at- 
tentions of the Reverend Richard Turner, minuter of 
Great Yarmouth. To this gentleman lam indebted more 
than I am able to describe, or than he is willing to allow, 
for the time he has bestowed upon the attempts 1 have 
made. He is, indeed, the kind of critic for wliom every 
poet sliould devoutly wish, and the friend whom every 
man would be happy to acquire; he has taste to discern 
all that is meritorious, and sagacity to detect wliatso- 

' See page i8. 
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ever sliould be discarded; lie gives just the opinion an 
author's wisdom should covet, however his vanity might 
prompt him to reject ic; what altogether to expunge 
and what to improve he has repeatedly taught me, and, 
could I have obeyed him ia the latter direction, as I in- 
variably have in the former, the public would have 
found this collection more worthy its attention, and I 
should have sought the opinion of the critic more void 
of apprehension. 

But whatever I may hope or fear, whatever assistance 
I have had or have needed, it becomes me to leave my 
verses to the judgment of the reader, without my endea- 
vour to point out their merit, or an apology for their 
defects : yet as, among the poetical attempts of one who 
has been for many years a priest, it may seem a want of 
respect for the legitimate objects of liis study, that no- 
thing occurs, unless it be incidentally, of the great sub- 
jects of religion; so it may appear a kind of ingratitude 
of a beneficed clei^man, that he has not employed his 
talent (be it estimated as it may) to some patriotic pui^ 
pose ; as in celebrating the unsubdued spirit of his coun- 
trymen in their glorious resistance of those enemies, who 
would have no peace throughout the world, except that 
which is dictated to the drooping spirit of suffering hu- 
inanity by the triumphant insolence of military success. 

Credit will be given to me, I hope, when I affirm that 
subjects so interesting have the due weight with me, 
which the sacred nature of the one, and the national 
importance of the other, must impress upon every mind 
not seduced into carelessness for religion by the lethar- 
gic influence of a perverted philosophy, nor into indif- 
ference for the cause of our country by hyperbolical or 
hypocritical professions of universal philanthropy: but, 
after many efforts to satisfy myself by various trials on 
these subjects, I declined all further attempt, from a 
conviction that I should not be able to give satisfaction 
to my readers. Poetry of a religious nature must indeed 
ever be clog{;ed with almost insuperable difficulty : but 
there are doubtless to be found poets who are well qua- 
lified to celebrate the unanimous and heroic spirit of 
our countrymen, and to describe in appropriate colours 
some of those extraordinary scenes, which have been and 
are shifting in the face of Europe, with such dreadful 
celerity; and to such I relinquish the duty. 

It remains for me to give tlie reader a brief view of 
those articles in the following collection, which for the 
first time solicit his attention. 

In the ■ Parish Register,* he will find an endeavour 
once more to describe village-manners, not by adopting 
the notion of pastoral simplicity or assuming ideas of 
rustic barbarity, but by more natural views of the pea- 
santry, considered as a mixed body of persons, sober or 
profligate, and hence, in a great measure, contented or 
miserable. To this more general description are added 
the various characters which occur in the three parts of 
a Register; Baptism, Marriages, and Burials. 

If the « Birth of Flattery* offer no moral, as an ap- 
pendage to the fable, it is hoped that nothing of an im- 
moral, nothing of improper tendency will be imputed 
to a piece of poetical playfulness; in fact, genuine praise, 
like all other species of truth, is known by its bearing 
full investigation : it is what the giver is happy that he 
can justly bestow, and the receiver conscious that he 
may bdldly accept ; but adulation must ever be afraid 
of inquiry, and must, in proportion to their degrees of 
moral sensibility. 



Be tlMiaM a to him that sivet aad hiai tbat takss.* 

The verses in page 4 1 want a title ; nor does the motto, 
although it gave occasion to them, altogether express the 
sense of the writer, who meant to oliserve that some of 
our best acquisitions, and some of our nobler conquests, 
are rendered ineffectual, by the passing away of op- 
portunity, and the changes made by time ; an argument 
that such acquirements and moral habits are reserved 
for a state of being in which they have the uses here de- 
nied them. 

In the story of « Sir Eustace Grey," an attempt is 
made to describe the wanderings of a mind, first irri- 
tated by the consequences of error and misfortune, and 
afterwards soothed by a species of enthusiastic conver- 
sion, still keeping him insane; a task very difficult, and, 
if the presumption of the attempt may find pardon, it 
will not be refused to the failure of tlie poet. It is said 
of our Shakspeare, respecting madness, 

Ib that elrda soae dare walk bat ka:— 

yet be it granted to one, wlio dares not to pa» the 
boundary fixed for common minds, at least to step near 
to the tremendous verge, and form some idea of the ter- 
rors that are stalking in the interdicted space. 

When first I had written • Aaron, or The Gipsy,* 1 
had no unfavoumblc opinion of it; and had i been col- 
lecting my verses at that time for publication, I should 
certainly have included this tale. Nine years have since 
elapsed, and I continue to judge the same of it, thus li- 
terally obeying one of the directions given by the pru- 
dence of criticism to the eagerness of the poet: but how 
far I may have conformed to rules of more importance 
must be left to the less partial judgment of the readers. 

The concluding poem, entitled • Woman !> was writ- 
ten at the time when the quotation from Mr Ledyard 
was first made public : the expression has since become 
hackneyed; but the sentiment is congenial with our 
feelings, and though somewhat amplified in these 
verses, it is hoped they are not so far extended as to be- 
come tedious. 

After this brief account of his subjects, tlie author 
leaves them to their fate, not prestiming to make any 
remarks upon tlie kinds of versification he has chosen, 
or the merit of the execution : he has indeed brought 
forward the favourable opinion of his friends, and for 
that he earnestly hopes his motives will be rightly un- 
derstood: it was a step of which he felt the advantage, 
while he foresaw the danger : he was aware of the be- 
nefit, if his readers would consider him as one who puts 
on a defensive armour against hasty and determined se- 
verity; but he feels also the haxard, lest they sliould 
suppose he looks upon himself to be guarded by his 
friends, and so secure in tlie defence, tliat he may defy 
the fair judgment of legal criticism. It will probably 
be said, • he has brought with him his testimonials to 
the bar of the public;* and he must admit tlie truth of 
the remark : but he begs leave to observe in reply, tliat, 
of those who bear testimonials of any kind, the greater 
numbers feel apprehension, and not security; they are 
indeed so far from tlie enjoyment of victory, of the ex- 
ultation of triumph, that with all they can do for them- 
selves, with all their friends have done for tliem, they 
arc, like him, in dread of examination, and in fear of 
disappointment. 

Mustotiy Leicestershiref September^ 1807. 
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ants — Rude Manners of the Inhabitants — Ruinous 
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rally considered : Evils of it— The youthful Labourer 
—The old Man: his Soliloquy— The Parish Work- 
house: its Inhabitants — The sick Poor: their Apothe- 
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Taa Village Life, and erery care that reigns 
0*er youthful peasants and declining swains; 
What labour yields, and what, that labour past. 
Age, in its hour of languor, finds at last; 
What form the real picture of the poor, 
Demand a song — the Muse can give no more. 

Fled are those times, when, in harmonious strains. 
The rustic poet praised his naUve plains : 
No shepherds now, in smooth alternate verae, 
Their country's beauty or their nymphs' rehearse; 
Tet still for these we frame the tender strain. 
Still in our lays fond Gorydons complain. 
And shepherds* boys their amorous pains rereal. 
The only pains, alas ! they nerer feel. 

On Mincio's banks, in Cesar's bounteous rei^. 
If Tityrus found the Golden Age again. 
Must sleepy bards the flattering dream prolong. 
Mechanic echoes of the Mantuan song? 
From Truth and Nature shall we widely stray. 
Where Virgil, not where Fancy, leads the way? 

Yes, thus the Muses sing of happy swains. 
Because the Muses nerer knew their pains: 
They boast their peasants' pipes; but peasants now 
Resign their pipes, and plod behind the plough ; 
And few, amid the rural tribe, have time 
To number syllables, and play with rhyme; 
Save honest Duck, what son of verse could share 
The poet's rapture, and the peasant's care? 
Or the great labours of the field degrade. 
With the new peril of a poorer trade? 

From this chief cause these idle praises spring, 
That tliemes so easy few forbear to sing; 
For no deep thought the trifling subjects ask; 
To sing of shepherds is an easy task : 
The happy youth assumes the common strain, 
A nymph his mistress, and himself a swain ; 
With no sad scenes he clouds his tuneful prayer, 
But all, to look like her, is painted fair. 

I grant indeed that fields and flocks have charms 
For him that grazes or for him that farms; 
But when amid such pleasing scenes I trace 
The poor laborious natives of the place, 
And see the mid-day sun, with fervid ray. 
On their bare heads and dewy temples play; 
While some, with foebler heads and Winter hearts, 
Deplore their fortune, yet sustain their parts: 
Then shall I dare tliese real ills to hide 
Iq tinsel trappings of poetic pride? 

No ; cast by Fortune on a frowning coast. 
Which neither groves nor liappy valleys boast ; 



Where other eares than those the Muse rdatas. 
And other shepherds dwell with other males; 
By such examples taught, I paint the cot^ 
As Truth will paint it, and as Bards will not: 
Nor you, ye poor, of lettered scorn complain, 
To you the smoothest song is smooth in vain ; 
O'ercome by labour, and bow'd down by time, 
Feel yon the barren flattery of a rhyme ? 
Can poets soothe you, when you pine for bread. 
By winding myrtles round your ruin'd shed? 
Can their light tales your weighty griefii o'erpower. 
Or glad with airy mirth the toilsome hour? 

• Lo ! where the heath, with witliering brake grown o'er. 
Lends the light turf that warms the neighbouring poor; 
From thence a length of burning sand appears, 
Where the thin harvest waves its withei'd ears; 
Rank weeds, that every art and care defy. 
Reign o'er the land, and rob the blighted rye: 
There thistles stretch their prickly arms afar, 
And to the ragged infant threaten war; 
There poppies nodding, mock the hope of toil ; 
There the blue bugloss paints the sterile soil; 
Hardy and high, above the slender sheaf. 
The slimy mallow waves her silky leaf; 
O'er the young shoot the chariock throws a shade, 
And clasping tares cling round the sickly blade; 
With mingled tints the rocky coasts abound. 
And a sad splendour vainly sliines around. 
So looks the nymph whom wretched arts adorn, 
Bctray'd by man, then left for man to scorn ; 
Whose cheek in vain assumes the mimic rose, 
While her sail eyes the troubled breast disclose; 
Whose outward splendour is but folly's dress, 
Exposing most, when most it gilds distress. 

Here joyless roam a wild amphibious race, 
With sullen wo display'd in every face ; 
Who, far from civil arts and social fly. 
And scowl at strangers with suspicious eye. 

Here too the lawless merchant of the main 
Draws from his plough th' intoxicated swain; 
Want only claim'd the labour of the day. 
But vice now steals his nightly rest away. 

Where are tlie swains, who, daily labour done. 
With rural games play'd down tlie setting sun ; 
Who struck with matchless force the bounding ball, 
Or made the pond'rous quoit obliquely fall ; 
While some huge Ajax, terrible and strong. 
Engaged some artful stripling of the throng. 
And fell beneath him, foil'd, while far around 
Hoarse triumph rose, and rocks relum'd the sound? 
Where now are these?— Beneath you cliff they stand, 
To show the freighted pinnace where to land; 
To load the ready steed with guilty haste, 
To fly in terror o'er the pathless waste. 
Or, when delected, in their straggling course. 
To foil their foes by cunning or by force; 
Or, yielding part (which equal knaves demand). 
To gain a lawless passport through the land. 

Here, wand'ring long, amid these frowning fields, 
I sought the simple life that Nature yields ; 
Rapine and Wrong and Fear usurp'd Ucr place. 
And a bold, artful, surly, savage race ; 
Who, only skill'd to take the finny tribe. 
The yearly dinner, or septennial bribe. 
Wait on the shore, and, as the waves ruu high. 
On the tost vessel bend their eager eye, 
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Which to their coast directs its vent' rous way; 
Theirs, or the ocean's, miserable prey. 

As on their neighbouring beach yon swallows stand, 
And wait for favouring winds to leave the land ; 
While still for flight the ready wing is spread : 
So waited I the favouring hour, and fled ; 
Fled from these shores where guilt and famine reign. 
And cried, Ah ! hapless they who still remain ; 
Who still remain to hear tJie ocean roar, 
Whose greedy waves devour the lessening shore; 
Till some fierce tide, with more imperious sway, 
Sweeps the low hut and all it holds away; 
When the sad tenant weeps from door to door, 
And begs a poor protection from the poor! 

But these are scenes where Nature's niggard hand 
Gave a spare portion to the famish'd land ; 
Hen is the fault, if here mankind complain 
Of fruitless toil and labour spent in vain ; 
But yet in other scenes more fair in view, 
Where Plenty smiles — alas! she smiles for few— 
And those who taste not, yet behold her store. 
Are as the slaves that dig the golden ore. 
The wealth around them makes them doubly poor. 

Or will you deem them amply paid in health. 
Labour's fair child, that languishes with wealth T 
Go then ! and see them rising with the sun. 
Through a long course of daily toil lo run ; 
See them beneath the dog-star's raging heat. 
When the knees tremble and the temples beat; 
Behold them, leaning on their scythes, look o'er 
The labour past, and toils to come explore ; 
See them alternate suns and showers engage. 
And hoard up aches and angubh for their age ; 
Through fens and marshy moors their steps pursue, 
When their warm pores imbibe the evening dew ; 
Then own that labour may as fatal be 
To these thy slaves, as thine excess to thee. 

Amid this tribe too oft a manly pride 
Strives in strong toil the fainting heart to bide ; 
There may you see the youth of slender frame 
Contend with weakness, weariness, and sliame; 
Yet, urged along, and proudly loth to yield. 
He strives to join his fellows of the field. 
Till long-contending nature droops at last, 
Declining health rejects his poor repast, 
His cheerless spouse the coming danger sees, 
And mutual murmurs urge the slow disease. 

Yet grant them health, 't is not for us to tell. 
Though the head droops not, that the heart is well ; 
Or will you praise that homely, healthy fare, 
Plenteous and plain, that happy peasants share ! 
Oh ! trifle not with wants you cannot feel, 
Nor mock the misery of a stinted meal; 
Homely, not wholesome, plain, not plenteous, such 
As you who praise would never deign to touch. 

Ye gentle souls, who dream of rural ease. 
Whom the smooth stream and smoother sonnet please; 
Go ! if the peaceful cot your praises share, 
Go look within, and ask if peace be there; ^ ' 

If peace be hi»>^that drooping weary sire, 
Or theirs, that offspring round their feeble fire ; 
Or hers, that matron pale, whose trembling hand 
Turns on the wretched hearth th' expiring brand ! 

Nor yet can Time itself obtain for these 
Life 's latest comforts, due respect and ease; 



For yonder see that hoary swain, whose age 
Can with no cares except his own engage ; 
Who, propp'd on that rude staff, looks up to see 
The bare arms broken from the withering tree. 
On which, a boy, he climb'd the loftiest bough. 
Then his first joy, but his sad emblem now. 

He once was chief in all the rustic trade; 
His steady hand the straightest furrow made ; ■ 

Full many a priie he won, and still is proud 
To find the triumphs of his youth allow'd ; 
A transient pleasure sparkles in his eyes. 
He hears and smiles, then thinks again and sight ; 
For now he journeys to his grave in pain ; 
The rich disdain him; nay, the poor disdain : 
Alternate masters now their slave command, 
Urge the weak efforts of his feeble hand. 
And, when his age attempts its task in vain, 
With ruthless taunts, of lazy poor complain.* 

Oft may you see him, when he tends the sheep. 
His wintep<:harge, beneath the hillock weep; 
Oft hear him murmur to the winds that blotr 
O'er his white locks, and bury them in snow, 
When, roused by rage and muttering in the mom. 
He mends the broken hedge with icy thom : — 

« Why do I live, when I desire to be 
At once from life and life's long labour free? 
Like leaves in spring, the young are blown ftway, 
Without the sorrows of a slow decay ; 
I, like yon withered leaf, remain behind, 
Nipp'd by the frost, and shivering in the wind ; 
There it abides till younger buds come on. 
As I, now all my fellow-ewains are gone ; 
Then, from the rising generation thrust. 
It falls, like me, unnoticed to the dust 

■ These fruitful fields, these numerous flocks I wee. 
Are others' gain, but killing cares to me; 
To me the children of my youth are lords, 
Cool in their looks, but hasty in their words : 
Wants of their own demand their care; and who 
Feels his own want and succours others loo? 
A lonely, wretched man, in pain I go. 
None need my help, and none relieve my wo ; 
Then let my bones beneath the turf be laid, 
And men forget the wretch they woald not aid. ■ 

Thus groan the old, till, by disease oppress'd. 
They taste a final wo, and then they rest. 

Theire is yon house that holds the parish-poor. 
Whose walls of mud scarce bear the broken door; 
There, where the putrid vapours, flagging, play. 
And the dull wheel hums doleful through the day; — 
There children dwell who know no parents' care; 
Parents, who know no children's love, dwell there ! 
Heart-broken matrons on their joyless bed. 
Forsaken wives, and mothers never wed ; 
Dejected widows with unheeded tears. 
And crippled age witli more than childhood fears; 
The lame, the blind, and, far the happiest they ! 
The moping idiot and the madman gay. 
Here too the siok their final doom receive. 
Here brought, amid tlie scenes of grief, to grieve. 
Where the loud groans from some sad chamber flow, 
Mix'd with the clamours of the crowd below ; 

I A ps«p«r who, belog nasriy past hit iaboDr, tt eaiployod by 
differsnt ■asMn for a lenfftb of ttao, proportiooad to tbeir oocapa- 
tlou. 



THE VILLAGE. 



Here, torrowiog, they each kindred sorrow scan, 

And the cold charities of man to man : 

WhoM laws indeed for min'd age provide, 

And strong compulsion plucks the scrap from pride ; 

But still that scrap is bought with many a sigh, 

And pride embitters what it can't deny. 

Say ye, opprels'd by some fentasticwoes. 
Some jarring nerre that baffles your repose; 
'Who press the downy conch, while slaves advance 
With timid eye, to read the distant glance; 
Who with sad prayers the weary doctor tease. 
To name the nameless ever-new disease; 
Who with mock patience dire complaints endure. 
Which real pain and that alone can cure; 
How would ye bear in real pain to lie, 
Desptasd, neglected, left alone to die 7 
Row wonld ye bear to draw your latest breath. 
Where all that's wretched paves the way for death? 

Such is that room which one rude beam divides, 
And naked rafters form the sloping sides; 
Where the vBe bands that bind the thatch are seen, 
And lath and mud are all that lie between ; 
Save one dull pane, that, coar^ly patch'd, gives way 
To the rude tempest, yet excludes the day : 
Here, on a matted Bock, with dust o'erspread. 
The drooping wreteh reclines his languid head; 
For him no hand the cordial cup applies. 
Or wipes the tear that stagnates in his eyes; 
No friends with soft discoorse his pain beguile, 
Or promise hope till sickness wears a smile. 

But soon a loud and hasty summons calls, 
Shakes the thin roof, and echoes round the walk; 
Anon, a figure enters, quaintly neat. 
All pride and business, bustle and conceit; 
With looks unalter'd by these scenes of wo, 
With speed that, entering, speaks hu haste to go, 
Re bids the gating throng around him fly, 
And carries fate and physic in his eye : 
A potent quack, long versed in human ills. 
Who first insults the victim whom he kills ; 
Whose mnrd'rous hand a drowsy Bench protect) 
And whose most tender mercy is neglect. . 

Paid by the parish for attendance here. 
He wears contempt upon his sapient sneer; 
In haste he seeks the bed where Misery lies, 
Impatience mark'd in his averted eyes; 
And, some habitual queries hurried o'er, 
Without reply, he rushes on the door: 
His drooping patient, long inured to pain, 
And long unheeded, knows remonstrance vain; 
He ceases now the feeble help to crave 
Of man, and silent sinks into the grave. 

But ere his death some pious doubts arise. 
Some simple fears, which ■ bold bad • men despise; 
Fain would he ask the parish-priest to prove 
His title ceruin to the joys above : 
For this he sends the murmuring nurse, who calls 
The holy stranger to these dismal walk: 
And doth not he, the pious man, appear. 
He, « passing rich with forty pounds a year?* 
Ah! no; a shepherd of a different stock. 
And for unlike him, feeds thk liule flock : 
A jovial youth, who thinks his Sunday's task 
As much as God or man can fairly a^ ; 
The reM he gives to loves and labours light. 
To fields the morning, and to feasts the night; 



None better skilled the noisy pack to guide. 
To urge their chase, to cheer them or to chide ; 
A sportsman keen, he shoots through half the day. 
And, skiird at whist, devotes the night to play : 
Then, while such honours bloom around hk head. 
Shall be sit sadly by the sick man's bed. 
To raise the hope be feels not, or with seal 
To combat fears that e*en the pious feel ? 

Now once again the gloomy scene explore. 
Less gloomy now ; the bitter hour k o'er. 
The man of many sorrows sighs no more. — 
Up yonder hill, behold how sadly slow 
The bier moves winding from the vale below ; 
There lie the happy dead, from trouble free, 
And the glad parish pays the frugal fee : 
No more, O Death ! thy victim starts to hear 
Churchwarden stem, or kingly overseer ; 
No more the former claims hk humble bow. 
Thou art his lord, the best of tyrants thou ! 

Now 10 the church behold the mourners come, 
Sedately torpid, and devoutly dumb^ 
The village children now their games suspend, 
To see the bier that bears their ancient friend : 
For he was one in all their idle sport, 
And like a monarch ruled their little court ; 
The pliant bow he form'd, the flying ball. 
The bat, the wicket, were hk labours all; 
Him now they follow to his grave, and stand 
Silent and sad, -and gazing, hand in band ; 
While bending low, their esger eyes explore 
The mingled relics of the parish poor: 
The bell tolk late, the moping owl flies round. 
Fear marks the flight and magnifies the sound ; 
The busy priest, detain'd by weightier care, 
Defers hk diity till the day of prayer ; 
And, waiting long, the crowd retire dktress'd. 
To think a poor man's bones should lie unbless'd.* 
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There are fonnd, amid the Evik of a laborious Life, 
some Views of Tranquillity and Happiness — The Re- 
pose and Pleasure of a Summer Sabbath : interrupted 
by intoxication and Dkpute — Village Detraction — 
Complaints of the 'Squire — The Evening Riots— Jus^ 
tice — Reasons for this unpleasant View of Rustic Life : 
the Effect it should have upon the Lower Classes; and 
the Higher— These last have their peculiar Dktresscs: 
Exemplified in the Life and heroic Death of Lord 
Robert Manners— Concluding Address to Hk Grace 
the Duke of Rntkind. 



No longer truth, though shown m verse, disdain, 

But own the Village Life a life of pain : 

I too must yield, that oft amid these woes 

Are gleams of transient mirth and hours of sweet repose, 

* S<WM apoloty It dm for the laMrtloa of a drcaaittaBee by ■• 
■MB* ooaoMHi : tlni It bu been ■ Mbject for oomplaiDt ia aay 
plaoa Is a MfBoieot raawm for lu .beloff redumed aMoag tbe eviU 
wblrb oMf bapp«B to tb« poor, aad wbicb mast ^ppea to tbom 
eKclasively ; aovertbeless, it is Jnsi to rtaiark, that sacb aagloct is 
Tory far* la aay part of tho Ua«doai, aad ia ttaay paru is totally 
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Such as you find on yonder sportive Green, 

The 'squire's tall gate and churchway-walk between; 

Where loitering stray a Utile tribe of friends, 

On a fair Sunday when the sermon ends : 

Then rtiral beaux their best attire put on. 

To win their nymphs, as other nymphs are won ; 

While those long wed go plain, and by degrees. 

Like other husbands, quit their care to please. 

Some of the sermon talk, a sober crowd, 

And loudly praise, if it were prcach'd aloud ; 

Some on the labours of the week look round, 

Feel their own worth, and think their toil renown'd ; 

While some, whose hopes to no renown extend. 

Are only pleased to find their labours end. 

Thus, as their hours glide on, with pleasure fraught. 
Their careful masters brood the painful thought; 
Much in their mind they murmur and lament, 
That one fair day should be so idly spent; 
And think that llcaven deals hard, to tithe their store 
And tax their time for preachers and the poor. 

Yet still, ye humbler friends, enjoy your hour, 
This is your portion, yet unclaim'd of power ; 
This is Heaven's gift to weary men opprcss'd. 
And seems the type of their expected rest : 
But y6urs, alas ! are joys that soon decay; 
Frail joys, begun and ended with the day; 
Or yet, while day permits those joys to reign, 
The village vices drive them from the plain. 

See the stout churl, in drunken ftiry great, 
Strike the bare bosom of his teeming mate ! 
His naked vices, rude and unrefined, 
Exert their open empire o'er the mind ; 
But can we less the senseless rage despise, 
Because the savage acts without disguise 7 

Yet here disguise, the city's vice, is seen, 
And Slander steals along and taints the Green : 
At her approach domestic peace is gone, 
Domestic broils at her approach come on ; 
She to the wife the husband's crime conveys. 
She tells the husband when his consort strays ; 
Her busy tongue, through all the little state, 
Diffuses doubt, suspicion, and debate; 
Peace, tlm'rous goddess ! quits her old domain, 
In sentiment and song content to reign. 

Nor are the nymphs that breathe the rural air 
So fair as Cynthia's, nor so chaste as fair : 
These to the town afford each fresher ^cc, 
And the clown's trull receives the peer's embrace ; 
From whom, should chance again convey her down. 
The peer's disease in turn attacks the clown. 

Here too the 'squire, or 'squire-like farmer, talk. 
How round their regions nightly pilferers walk ; 
How from their ponds the fish are borne, and all 
The rip'ning treasures from tlieir lofty wall; 
How meaner rivals in their sports delight, 
Just rich enough to claim a doubtful right; 
Who take a licence round their fields to stray, 
A mongrel race ! tlie poachers of the day. 

And hark ! the riots of the Green begin. 
That sprang at first from yonder noisy inn; 
What time the weekly pay was vanish'd all, 
And the slow hostess scored the thrcat'ning wall ; 
What time they ask'd, their friendly ivast to close, 
A final cup, and that will make them foes ; 
When blows ensue that break the arm of toil, 
And rustic battle ends the boobies' broil. 



Save when to yonder Hall they bend their way, 
Where the grave justice ends the grievous fray; 
He who recites, to keep the poor in awe. 
The law's vast volume — for he knows the law: — 
To him with anger or with shame repair 
The injured peasant and delmled fair. 

Lo! at his throne the silent nymph appears, 
Frail by her shape, but modest in her tears ; 
And while slie stands abash'd, with conscious eye. 
Some favourite female of her judge glides by, 
Who views with scornful glance the strumpet's fate, 
And thanks the stars that made her keeper great; 
Near her the swain, about to bear for life 
One certain evil, doubts 'twixt war and wife; 
But, while the fsiU'ring damsel takes her oath. 
Consents to wed, and so secures them both. 
Yet why, you ask, these humble crimes relate, 
Why make the poor as guilty as the great? 
To show the great, those mightier sons of pride. 
How near in vice the lowest are allied ; 
Such are their natures and their passions such. 
But tliese disguise too little, those too much : 
So shall the man of power and pleasure see 
In his own slave as vile a wretch as he ; 
In his luxurious lord the servant find' 
His own low pleasures and degenerate mind: 
And each in all the kindred vices trace, 
Of a poor, blind, bewilder'd, erring race; 
Who, a short time in varied fortune past. 
Die, and are equal in the dust at last. 

And you, ye poor, who still lament your fate. 
Forbear to envy those you call the great ; 
And know, amid those blessings they possess, 
They are, like you, the victims of distress; 
While sloth with many a pang torments her slave, 
Fear waits on guilt, and danger shakes the brave. 

Oh ! if in life one noble chief appears, 
Great in his name, while blooming in his years; 
Bom to enjoy whale'er delights mankind. 
And yet to all you feel or fear resigned ; 
Who gave up joys and hopes to you unknown, 
For pains and dangers greater tlian your own : 
If such there be, then let your murmurs cease. 
Think, think of him, and take your lot in peace. 

And such there was: — Oh ! grief, that checks our pride. 
Weeping we say there was,~for Manners died: 
Beloved of Heaven, these humble lines forgive. 
That sing of Thee, > and thus aspire to live. 

As the tall oak, whose vigorous branches form 
An ample shade, and brave the wildest storm, 
High o'er the subject wood is seen to grow. 
The guard and glory of the trees below { 
Till on its head tlie fiery bolt descends. 
And o'er the pkun the sliattei'd trunk extends ; 



* Lord Robert Manaert, the yoongett m>d of the MarqDte of Grenby 
■ad the Lady France* Seymoor, dioshterof Ckarlee lleheof Soaef 
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Yet then it lies, ali wondrous m before, 

And still the glory, though the guard oo more : 

So THOO, when erery virtue, ererj grace, 
Rose in thy soul, or ^one within thy fece ; 
When, though the son of Goinby, thou wert known 
Leas by thy fsther^s glory than diy own; 
When Honour loTod and gave thee erery charm, 
Fire to thy eye and Tigour to thy arm; 
Then from our lofty bopes and longing eyes, 
Fate and thy virtues call'd thee to the skies; 
Yet still we wonder at thy tow'ring fame, 
And losing thee, still dwell upon thy name. 

Oh ! erer honoui'd, erer valued ! say. 
What Tene can praise thee, or what work repay? 
Yet verse (in all we can) thy worth repays. 
Nor trusts the tardy feal of future days; — 
Honours for thee thy country shall prepare, 
Thee in their hearts, the good, the brave shall bear; 
To deeds like thine shall noblest chiefi aspire — 
The Muse shall mourn thee, and the world admire. 

In future times, when smit with Glory's charms, 
The untried youth first quits a fither's arms — 
« Oh ! be like him,* the weeping Mre shall say; 
• Like Manners walk, who walk'd in Uonour^s way; 
In danger foremost, yet in deaUi sedate. 
Oh ! be like bim in alt things, but his fate I • 

If for that fate such public tears be shed« 
That Victory seems to die now tbou art dead. 
How shall a friend bis nearer hope resign. 
That friend a brother, and whose soul was tliinc ? 
By what bold lines shall we his grief express. 
Or by what soothing numbers make it leas? 

T is not, I know, the chiming of a song. 
Nor all -the powers that to (he Muse belong, 
Words aptly cull'd, and meanings well expressed. 
Can calm tbe sorrovrs of a wounded breast; 
But Virtue, soother of the fiercest pains. 
Shall heal that bosom, Rutland, where she reigns. 

Yet hard the task to heal the bleeding heart. 
To bid the still recurring thoughts depart. 
Tame the fierce grief and stem the rising sigh, 
And curb rebellious passion, witli reply ; 
Calmly to dwell on all that pleased before, 
And yet to know that all shall please no more:— 
Oh ! glorious labour of the soul, to save 
Her captive powers, and bravely mourn the brave. 

To such these thoughts will lasting comfort give- 
Life is not measured by the time we live : 
'T is not an even course of threescore years, 
A life of narrow views and paltry fears. 
Grey hairs and wrinkles, and the cares they bring. 
That take from deatli the terrors or the sting; 
But *t is the gen'rous spirit, mounting high 
Above the worid, that native of the sky ; 
The noble spirit, that, in dangers brave. 
Calmly looks on, or looks beyond the grave : — 
Such Mannen was, so he resign'd his breath. 
If in a glorious, then a timely death. 

Cease then that grief, and let (hose tears subside; 
If Passion rule us, be that passion pride; 
If Reason, Reason bids us strive to raise 
Our fallen hearts, and be like him we praise ; 
Or if Affection still the soul subdue, 
Bring all his virtues, all his worth in view. 
And let Affection find its comfort too : 



For how can Grief so deeply wound the heart, 
When Admiration claims so large a part ? 
Grief is a foe — expel him then thy soul ; 
Ijci nobler thoughts the nearer views control ! 
Oh ! make the age to come thy better care, 
See other Rutlands, other Granbys there ! 
And, as thy thoughts through streaming ages glide, 
See other heroes die as Manners died : 
And from their fate, thy race shall nobler grow. 
As trees shoot upwards that are pruned below; 
Or as old Thames, borne down with decent pride, 
Sees his young streams run warbling at his side ; 
Though some, by art cut off, no longer run, 
And some are lost beneath the summer s sun — 
Yet the pure stream moves on, and, as it moves, 
Its power increases and its use improves; 
While plenty round its spacious waves bestow, 
Still it flows on, and shall for erer flow. 
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INTnODUCTION. 

The FiUage Register considered^ ns containing princi- 
pally ike Annals of the Poor — State of the Peasantry 
aa meliorated by Frugality and Industry — The Cot- 
tage of an industrious Peasant,- its Omatnentf — 
Prints and Books — The Garden} its Satisfactions — 
The State of the Poor, when, improvident and vicious 
— The Row or Street^ and its Inhabitants — Vie 
Dwelling of one of tliesO'^—A Public House — Garden 
and its Appendages — Gamesters; rustic Sharprrs, 
etc. — Conclusion of the Introductory Part. 

The Child of the Miller's Daughter, and Relation of her 
Misfortune — A frugal Couple : their Kind of Fruga- 
lity—Plea of the Mother of a natural Child : her 
Churching— Large Family of Gerard Ablett : his Ap- 
prehensions : Compariflon between his State and that 
of the wealthy Farmer his Master : his Consolation— 
An old Man's Anxiety for an Heir : the Jealousy of 
another on having many — Characlcrs of the Grocer 
Dawkins and his friend : their different Kinds of Dis- 
appointment — Three Infants named — An Orphan 
Giri and Village Schoolmistress— Gardener's Child : 
Pedantry and Conceit of the Father : his Botanical 
Discourse : Method of fixing the Embryo-fruit of Cu- 
cumbers — Absurd Effects of Rustic Vanity : observed 
in tlie Names of their Children — Relation of the Vestry 
Debate on a Foundling : Sir Richard Monday — Chil- 
dren of various Inhabitants — The poor Farmer — Chil- 
dren of a Profligate : his Character and Fate — Con- 
clusion. 

Tna year revolves, and I again e;(plore 
The simple annals of my parish poor ; 
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What infant-members in my flock appear. 
What pairs I bleas'd in the departed year; 
And who, of old or young, or nymphs or swains, 
Are lost to life, its pleasures and its pains. 
No Muse I ask, before my, view to bring 
The humble actions of the swains I sing. — 
Mow pass'd the youthful, how the old their days ; 
Who sank in sloth, and who aspired to praise; 
Their tempers, manners, morals, customs, arts, 
What parts they had, and how they 'mploycd their parts; 
By what elated, soothed, seduced, depress'd. 
Full well I know — these records give the rest 

Is there a place, save one the poet sees, 
A land of love, of liberty, and ease ; 
Where labour wearies not, nor cares suppress 
Th' eternal flow of rustic happiness ; 
Where no proud mansion frowns in awful state, 
Or keeps the sunshine from the cottage-gate ; 
Where young and old, intent on pleasure, throng, 
And half man's life is holiday and song ! 
Vain search for scenes like these ! no view appears, 
By sighs unruffled or unstain'd by tears; 
Since vice the world subdued and waters drown'd, 
Auburn and Eden can no more be found. 

Hence good and evil mix'd, but man has skill 
And power to part them, when he feels the will ! 
Toil, care, and patience bless th' abstemious few, 
Fear, shame, and want the thoughtless lienl pursue. 

Behold the cot ! where thrives th' industrious swain, 
Source of his pride, his pleasure, and his gain ; 
Screen'd from the winter's wind, the sun's last ray 
Smiles on the window and prolongs the day ; 
Projecting thatch the woodbine's branches stop, 
And turn their blossoms to the casement's top : 
All need requires is in that cot contain'd. 
And much that taste untaught and unrestrain'd 
Surveys delighted; there she loves to trace, 
In one gay picture, all the royal race; 
Around the walls are heroes, lovers, kings; 
The print that shows them and the verse that sings. 

Here the last Lewis on his throne is seen. 
And there he stands imprison'd, and his queen ; 
To these the mother takes her child, and shows 
What grateful duty to his God he owes; 
Who gives to him a happy home, where he 
Lives and enjoys his freedom with the free; 
When kings and queens, dethroned, insulted, tried, 
Are all these blessings of the poor denied. 

There is King Charles, and all his Golden Rules, 
Who proved Misfortune's was the best of schools : 
And there his son, who, tried by years of pain. 
Proved that misfortunes may be sent in vain. 

The magic-mill that grinds the gran'nams young, 
Close at the side of kind Godiva hung; 
She, of her favourite place the pride and joy. 
Of charms at once most lavi^ and most coy, 
By wanton act, the purest fame could raise. 
And give the boldest deed the chastest praise. 

There stands the stoutest Ox^in England fed; 
There fights the boldest Jew, Whitechapcl-bred ; 
And here Saint Monday's worthy votaries live, 
In all the joys Chat ale and skittles give. 

Now lo ! in Egypt's coast that hostile fleet, 
By nations dreaded and by Nelson beat ; 
And here shall soon another triumph come, 
A deed of glory in o day of gloom ; 



Distressing glory ! grievous boon of fate ! 
The proudest conquest, at the dearest rate. 

On shelf of deal beside the cuckoo-clock, 
Of cottage-reading rests the chosen stock ; 
Learning we lack, not books, but have a kind 
For all our wants, a meat for every mind : 
The tale for wonder and the joke for whim. 
The half-sung sermon and the half-groan'd hymn. 

No need of classing ; each within its plaoe, 
The feeling finger in the dark can trace; 
■ First from the comer, forthest from the wall,* 
Such all the rules, and they suffice for all. 

There pious works for Sunday's use are found ; 
Companions for that Bible newly bound ; 
That Bible, bought by sixpence weekly saved. 
Has choicest prints by famous hands engraved; 
Has choicest notes by many a famous head, 
Such as to doubt have rustic readers led ; 
Have made them stop to reason why 7 and how ? 
And where they once agreed, to cavil now. 
Oh ! rather give me commentators plain, 
Who with no deep researches vex the brain ; 
Who from the dark and doubtful love to run. 
And hold their glimmering tapers to the sun ; 
Who simple truth with nine-fold reasons back, 
And guard the point no enemies attack. 
Bunyan's famed Pilgrim rests that shelf upon — 
A genius rare but rude was honest John : 
Not one who, early by the Muse beguiled, 
Drank from her well the waters undefiled; 
Not one who slowly gain'd the hill sublime, 
Then often sipp'd and little at a time; 
But one who dabbled in the sacred springs, 
And drank them muddy, mix'd with baser things. 
Here to interpret dreams we read the rules. 

Science our own ! and never taught in schools ; 
In moles and specks we Fortune's gifts discern. 

And Fate's fix'd will from Nature's wanderings learn. 
Of Hermit Quarle we read, in island rare. 

Far from mankind and seeming far from care ; 

Safe from all want, and sound in every limb ; 

Yes! tliere was he, and there was care w^ith him. 
Unbound and heap'd, these valued works beside. 

Lay humbler works the pedler's pack supplied ; 

Yet these, long since, have all acquired a name : 

The Wandering Jew has found his way to fame ; 

And fame, denied to many a labour'd song, 

Crowns Thumb the Great, and Hickerthrift the Strong. 
There too is he, by wizard-power upheld. 

Jack, by whose arm the giant-brood were quell'd : 

His shoes of swiftness on his feet he placed ; 

His coat of darkness on his loins he braced ; 

His sword of sharpness in his hand he took, 

And off the heads of doughty giants stroke : 

Their glaring eyes beheld no mortal near; 

No sound of feet alarm'd the drowsy ear; 

No English blood their pagan sense could smell. 

But heads dropp'd headlong, wondering why they fell. 
These are the peasant's joy, when, placed at ease. 

Half his delighted offspring mount his knees. 
To every cot the lord's indulgent mind 

Has a small space for garden-ground assign'd ; 

Here — till return of mom dismiss'd the farm — 

The careful peasant plies the sinewy arm, 

Warm'd as he works, and casts his look around 

On every font of that improving ground: 
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It is his owir he tecs; His master's eye 
Peers- not about, some secret fiittlt to spy ; 
Nor Toice serere is there, nor censure known ; — 
Hope, profit, pleasure, — they are all his own. 
Here grow the humble cives, and, hard by them, 
The leek with crown globose and reedy stem ; 
High climb his pulse in many an eren row. 
Deep strike the ponderous roots in soil below ; 
And heiiw of potent smell and pungent taste 
Give a warm relish to the night's repast: 
Apples and cherries grafted by his hand. 
And clustei'd nuts for neighbouring market stand. 

Nor thus concludes his labour; near tlie cot. 
The reed-fence rises round some fav 'rite spot ; 
Where rich carnations, pinks with purple 03^, 
Proud hyacinths, the least some florist's prize. 
Tulips tall-«temm'd and pounced auriculas rise. 

Here on a Sunday-ere, when service ends, 
Meet and rejoice a family of friends ; 
All speak aloud, are happy and are free, . 
And glad they seem, and gaily they agree. 

What, though fastidious ears may shun the speech, 
Where all are talkers and where none can teach ;. 
Where still the welcome and the words are old. 
And the saune stories are for ever told ? 
Yet theirs is joy that, bursting from the heart, 
Prompts the glad tongue tliese nothings to impart; 
That forms these tones of gladness we despise. 
That lifts their steps, that sparkles in their eyes ; 
That talks or laughs or runs or shouts or plays, 
And speaks in all their looks and all their ways. 

Fair scenes of peace ! ye might detain us long. 
But rice and misery now demand the song; 
And turn our view from dwellings simply neat. 
To this infected row, we term our street. . 

Here, in cabal, a disputatious crew 
Each evening meet ; the sot, the cheat, the shrew : 
Riots are nightly heard: — the curse, the cries 
Of beaten wife, perverse in her replies; 
While shrieking children hold each threat'ning hand, 
And sometimes life, and sometimes food depiand : 
Boys, in their first-stol'n rags, (o swear begin. 
And girls, who heed not dress, are skill'd in gin : 
Snarers and smugglers here their gains diridc; 
Ensnaring females here their victims hide ; 
And here is one, the sibyl of the row, 
Who knows all secrets, or affects to know. 
Seeking their fate, to her the simple run. 
To her the guilty, theirs awhile to shun ; 
Mistress of worthless arts, depraved in will, 
Her care unbless'd and unrepaid her skill, 
Slave to the tribe, to whose command she stoops. 
And poorer than the poorest maid she dupes. 

Between the road-way and the walls, offence 
Invades all eyes and strikes on every sense : 
There lie, obscene, at every open door, 
Heaps from the hearth and sweepings from the floor ; 
And day by day the mingled masses grow. 
As sinks are diiembogued and kennels flow. 

There hungry dogs from hungry children steal, 
There pigs and chickens quarrel for a meal; 
There dropsied infants wail without redress, 
And all is want and wo and wretchedness: 
Yet should these boys, with bodies bronzedr and bare, 
lligli-swoln and hard, outlive that lack of care — 



Forced on some farm, the uncxerted strength. 
Though loth to action is compell'd at length, 
When warm'd by health, as serpenU in the spring, 
Aside their slough of indolence they fling. 

Yet, ere they go, a greater eril comes— 
, See ! crowded beds in those contiguous rooms ; 
Beds hut ill parted, by a paltry screen 
Of paper'd lath or curtain dropp'd between ; 
Daughters and sons to yon compartments creep, 
And parents here beside their children sleep: 
Ye who have power, thiese thoughtless people part, 
Nor let the ear be first to taint the heart 

Come ! search within, nor sight nor smell r^ard ; 
The true physician, walks the foulest* ward. 
Sec ! on the.floor what frouzy patches rest ] 
W'hat nauseous fragments on yon fractured chest ! 
What downy dust beneath yon window-seal! 
Aod round these posts that serve this bed for .feet ; 
This bed where all those tattei'd garments lie, 
Worn by each sex, and now perforce thrown by ! 

See ! as we gaze, an infant liftt its bead, 
Left by neglect and burrow'd in that4>ed; 
The moihei^goesip has the love suppress'd 
An infant's cry once waken'd in her breast ; 
And daily prattles, as her round she takes, 
(With strong resentment) of the want she makes. 

W^hence all these woes? — From want of virtuous will. 
Of honest shame, of time-improving skill ; 
From want of care t' employ tlie vacant hour, 
And want of ev'ry kind but want of power. 

Here are no wheels for either wool or flax. 
But packs of cards — made up of sundry packs ; 
Here is no clock, nor will they turn the glass, 
And see how swift th' important moments pass ; 
Here are no books, but ballads on the wall, 
Are some abusive, and indecent all ; 
Pistols are here, unpair'd ; with nets and hooks, 
Of every kind, for rivers, ponds, and brooks ; 
An ample flask, that nightly rovers fill 
With recent poison from the Dutchman's still ; 
A box of tools, with wires of various size, 
Frocks, wigs, and hats, for night or day disguise. 
And bludgeons stout to gain or guardui prize. 

To every house belongs a space of ground. 
Of equal size, once fenced, with paling round ; 
That paling now by slothful waste destroy'd. 
Dead gorse and stumps of elder fill the void ; 
Save in the centre-spot, whose walls of clay 
Hide sots and striplings at their drink or play : 
Within, a board, beneath a tiled retreat. 
Allures the bubble and maintains the cheat; 
Where heavy ale in spots like varnish shows. 
Where chalky tallies yet remain in rows; 
Black pipes and broken jugs the seals defile. 
The walls and windows, rhymes and reck'nings vile ; 
Prints of the meanest kind disgrace the door. 
And cards, in curses torn, lie fragments on tlie floor. 

Here his poor bird th' inhuman cocker brings, 
Arms his hard heel, and clips his golden wings; 
With spicy food th' impatient spirit feeds. 
And shouts and curses as the battle bleeds. 
Struck through the brain, deprived of both his eyes, 
The vanquish'd bird must combat till he dies ; 
Must faintly peck at his rictorious foe, 
And reel and stagger at each feeble blow : 
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Wiicn foll'n, the oarage grasps bis dabbled plumes, 
His blood-staiu'd arms, for otlier deaths assumes; 
And damns the craven-fowl, that lost his stake, 
And only bled and perish'd for his sake. 

Such are our peasants, those to whom we yield 
Praise with relief, the fathers of the field ; 
And these who take from our reluctant hands 
What Bum advises or the Bench commands. 

Our farmers round, well pleased with constant gain, 
Like other farmers, flourish and complain. — 
These are our groups ; our portraits next appear. 
And close our exhibition for the year. 



With evil omen we that year begin : 
A Child of Shame,— "Stern Justice adds, of Sin, 
Is first recorded ; — t would hide the deed, 
But vain the wish ; I sigh and I proceed : 
And could 1 well th' instructive truth convey, 
'T would warn the giddy and aw^akc the gay. 

Of all the nymphs who gave our village grace. 
The Millar's daughter had the foirest face : 
Proud was the Miller ; money was his pride ; 
He rode to market, as our farmers ride, 
Aud 't was hb boast, inspired by spirits there. 
His favourite Lucy should be rich as fair ; 
But she must meek and still obedient prove, 
And not presume, without his leave, to love. 

A youthful Sailor heard him; — * Ha!» quoth he, 
•• This Miller's maiden is a prize for me; 
Her charms I love, his riches 1 desire. 
And all his threats but fan the kindling fire ; 
My ebbing purse no more the foe shall fill, 
But Love's kind act and Lucy at the mill.w 

Thus thought the youth, and soon the chase began, 
Stretch'd all .his sail, nor thought of pause or plan : 
His trusty staff in his bold hand he took. 
Like him and like his frigate, heart of oak ; 
Fresh were his features, his attire was new ; 
Clean was his linen, and bis jacket blue : 
Of finest jean, his trowsers, tight and trim, 
Brush'd the large buckle at the silver rim. 

He soon arrived, he traced the village-green. 
There saw the maid, and was with pleasure seen : 
Then lalk'd of love, till Lucy's yielding heart 
Confess'd 't was painful, though 't was right to part 

• For ah ! my father has a haughty soul ; 
Whom best he loves, he loves but to control ; 
Me to some churl in bargain he '11 consign. 
And make some tyrant of the parish mine : 
Cold is his heart, and he with looks severe 
Has often forced but never shed the tear; 
Save, when my mother died, some drop* express'd 
A kind of sorrow for a wife at rest : — 
To me a master^s stem regard is shown, 
I *m like his steed, prized highly as his own ; 
Stroked but corrected, threaten'd when supplied. 
His slave and boast, his victim and his pride.» 

« Cheer up, my lass; I 'U to thy father go; 
Tlie Miller cannot be the Sailor's foe; 
Both live by Heaven's free gale, that plays aloud 
In the stretch'd canvas and the piping shroud ; 
The rush of winds, the flapping sails above. 
And rattling planks within, arc sounds we love ; 
Calms are our dread ; when tempests plough the deep. 
We take a reef, and to the rocking sleep.n 



■ Ha !» quoth the Miller, moved at speech so rash, 
• Art thou like me ? then where thy notes and ca^ ? 
Away to Wapping, and a wife command. 
With all thy wealth, a guinea, in thine hand ; 
There with thy messmates quaff the muddy cheer. 
And leave my Lucy for thy betters here. ■ 

• Revenge! revenge !* the angry lover cried. 

Then sought the nymph, and • Be thou now my bride.* 
Bride had she beea, but they no priest could move 
To bind in law, the couple bound by love. 

What Kought these lovers then by day, by night? 
But stolen moments of disturb'd delight; 
Soft trembling tumivjis, terrors dearly prized. 
Transports that pain'd, and joys that agonized : 
Till the fond damsel, pleased with lud so trim, 
Awed by her parent, and enticed by him. 
Her lovely form from savage power to save, 
Gave — not her hand — but all she could, she gave. 

Then came the day of shame, the grievous night. 
The varying look, the wandering appetite; 
The joy assumed, while sorrow dimm'd the eyes. 
The forced sad smiles that follow'd sudden sighs ^ 
And every art, long used, but used in vain. 
To hide thy progress, Nature, and thy pain. 

Too eager caution shows some danger 's near : 
The bully's bluster proves the coward's fear; 
His sober step the drunkard vainly tries. 
And nymphs expose the failings they disguise. 

First, whispering gossips were in parties seen ; 
Then louder Scandal walk'd the village-green ; 
Next babbling Folly told the growing ill. 
And busy Malice dropp'd it at the mill. 

• Go I to tliy curse and mine,> the Father said, 
■ Strife and confusion stalk around thy bed ; 
Want and a wailing brat thy portion be, 
Plague to thy fondness, as thy fault to me ; — 
Where skulks the villain?* 

— (On the ocean wide 
My W^illiam seeks a portion for his bride.* — 
> Vain be his search ! but, till the traitor come. 
The higgler's cottage be thy future home ; 
There with his ancient shrew and Care abide, 
And hide thy head, — thy shame thou canst not hide.* 

Day after day was pass'd in pains and grief ; 
Week follow'd week, — and still was no relief: 
Her boy was born — no lads nor lasses came 
To grace the rite or give the child a name ; 
Nor grave conceited nurse, of office proud, 
Bore the young Christian roaring through the crowd : 
In a small chamber was my office done. 
Where blinks through paper'd |>anes the setting sun ; 
Where noisy sparrows, perched ou penthouse near, 
Chirp tuneless joy, and mock the frequent tear ; 
Bats on their webby wings in darkness move, 
And feebly shriek tlietr melancholy lore. 

No sailor came; the months in terror fled! 
Then news arrived— He fought, and he was dbad ! 

At the lone cottage Lucy lives, and still 
Walks for her weekly pittance to the mill ; 
A mean seraglio there her fiither keeps, 
Whose mirth insults her, as she stands and weeps; 
And sees the plenty, while compell'd to stay, 
Her fathers pride, become his hariot's prey. 

Throughout the lanes she glides, at evening's close, 
And softly lulls her infant to repose ; 
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Then titt and gaies, but with TiewleM look. 
As gild* the moon Uie rippling of the brook ; 
And sings her vevpers, but in voice so low. 
She hears their murmurs as the waters flow: 
And she too murmun, and begins to find 
The solemn wanderings of a wounded mind : 
Visions of terror, views of woe succeed, 
The mind's impatience to the body's need; 
By lums to that, by turns to this a prey, 
She knows what reason yields, and dreads what madness 
may. 

Next with their boy, a decent couple came, 
And call'd him Robert, 't was his father's name; 
Three girls preceded, all by time endear'd. 
And future births were neither hoped nor fear'd : 
Bless'd in each other, but to no excess ; 
Health, qfiiet, comfort, fbrm'd their happiness ; 
Love all made up of torture and delight, 
Was but mere madness in this couple's sight: 
Susan could think, though not widiout a sigh. 
If she were gone, who should her place supply; 
And Robert, half in earnest, half in jest. 
Talk of her spouse when he should be at rest : 
Yet strange would either think it to be told. 
Their love was cooling or their.hearts were cold. 
Few were their acres, — but, with these content. 
They were, each pay-day, ready wiih their rent: 
And few their wishes — what their farm denied, 
The neighbouring town, at trifling cost, supplied. 
If at the draper's window Susan cast 
A longing look, as with her goods she pais'd. 
And, with the produce of the wheel and churn. 
Bought her a Sunday-robe on her return ; 
True to her maxim, she would take no rest. 
Till care repaid that portion to the chest : 
Or if, when loitering at the Whitsun-fair, 
Her Robert spent some idle sliillings there ; 
Up at the ham, before the break of day. 
He made his labour for the indulgence pay : 
Thus both — that waste itself might work in vain — 
Wrought double tides, and all was well again. 

Yet, though so prudent, there were times of joy, 
(The day they wed, the christening of the boy,) 
When to the wealthier farmers there was shown 
Welcome unfeign'd, and plenty like their own ; 
For Susan served the great, and had some pride 
Among our topmost people to preside: 
Yet in that plenty, in that welcome free, 
There was the guiding nice frugality. 
That, in the festal as the frugal day, 
Has, in a different mode, a sovereign sway; 
As tides the same attraqlive influence know. 
In the least ebb, and in their proudest flow; 
The wise frugality, that does not give 
A lifie to saving, but that saves to live; 
Sparing, not pinching, mindful though not mean. 
O'er all presiding, yet in nothing seen. ^ 

Recorded next a babe of love I trace ! 
Of many loves, the mothei's fresh disgrace.-- 

« Again, thoa harlot! could not all thy pain. 
All my reproof, thy wanton thoughts restrain ?* 

■ Alas! yoor reverence, wanton thoughts, I gnuat. 
Were once my motive, now the thoughts of want; 
Women, like me, as ducks in a decoy. 
Swim down a stream, and seem to swim in joy; 



Your sex pursue ns, and our own disdain ; 
Return is dreadful, and escape is vain. 
Would men forsake us, and would women strive 
To help the fall'n, their virtue might revive.* 

For rite of churching soon she made her way, 
In dread of scandal, should she miss the day : — 
Two matrons came! with them she humbly knelt, 
Their action copied and their comforts felt. 
From that great pain and peril to be free, 
Though still in peril of that pain to be; 
Alas ! what numbers, like this amorous dame ! 
Are quick to censure, but are dead to shame! 

Twin-infants then appear; a girl, a boy. 
The o'erflowing cup of Gerard Abiett's joy : 
One had I named in every year that pass'd 
Since Gerard wed ! and twins behold at last I 
Well pleased, the bridegroom smiled to hear—* A rine 
Fruitful and spreading round the walls be thine, 
And branch-like be thine offspring!* — Gerard then 
Look'd joyful love, and softly said, ■ Amen.n 
J9ow of that vine he 'd have no more increase. 
Those playful branches now disturi> his peace: 
Them he beholds around his table spread. 
But finds, the more the branch, the less the bread ; 
And while they run his humble walls about, 
They kee^ the sunshine of good humour out. 

Cease, man, to grieve ! thy master's lot survey, 
Whom wife and children, thou and thine obey; 
A fanner proud, beyond a farmer's pride, 
Of all around the envy or the guide; 
Who trots to market on a steed so fine. 
That when I meet him, I 'm ashamed of mine; 
Whose board is high np-heap'd with generous fare, 
Which five stoiit sons and three tall daughters share : 
Cease, man, to grieve, and listen to his care. 

A few years fled, and all thy boys shall be 
Lords of a cot, and labourers like thee: 
Thy girls unportion'd neighbouring youths shall lead 
Brides from my church, and thenceforth thou art freed : 
But then thy master shall of cares complain. 
Care after care, a long connected train ; 
His sons for farms shall ask a large supply. 
For farmer's sons each gende miss shall sigh ; 
Thy mistress, reasoning well of life's decay. 
Shall ask a chaise, and hardly brook delay; 
The smart young cornet who, with so much grace. 
Rode in the ranks and betted at the race, 
While the vex'd parent rails at deed so rash, 
Shall d— n his luck, and stretch his hand for cash. 
Sad troubles, Gerard! now pertain to thee, 
When thy rich master seems from trouble free; 
But 't is one fate at different times assign'd. 
And thou shalt lose the cares that he must find. 

« Ah !» quoth our village Grocer, rich and old, 
« Would I might one such cause for care behold l« 
To whom his Friend, • Mine greater bliss would be, 
Would Heaven take those my spouse assigns to me.* 

Aged'were both, that Dawkins, Ditchem this. 
Who much of marriage thought, and much amiss; 
Both would delay, the one, till — riches gain'd, 
The son he wish'd might be to honour train'd ; 
His Friend— lest fierce intruding heirs should come. 
To waste his hoard and vex his quiet home. 

Dawkins, a dealer once, on burthen'd back 
Bore his whole substance in a pedlei's pack; 



'4 



CRABBE'S ROETICAL WORKS. 



To dames discreet, the dutie« yet unpaid. 
His stores of lace and hyson he convey'd : 
When thus enrich'd, he chose at home to stop, 
And fleece his neighboure in a new-built shop ; 
Then woo'd & spinster blithe, and hoped, when wed; 
For love's fair favours and a fruitful bed. 

Not so his Friend;— on widow foir and staid 
He fix'd his eye, but he was much afraid; 
Yet woo'd ; while she his hair of silver hue 
Demurely noticed, and her eye withdrew : 
Doubtful he paused — « Ah! were I sure,» he cried, 
• No craving children would my gains divide; 
Fair as she is, I would my widow take, 
And live more largely for my partner's sake. • 

With such their views some thoughtful years they 
pass'd. 
And hoping, dreading, they were bound at last. 
And what their fate? Observe them as they go, 
Comparing fear with fear, and woe with wo<l. 
■ Humphrey!! said Dawkins, • envy in my breast 
Sickens to see thee in thy children blcss'd ; 
They are thy joys, while 1 go grieving home 
To a sad spouse, and our eternal gloom : 
We look despondency; no infant near, 
To bless the eye or win the parent's car; 
Our sudden heats and quarrels to allay, 
And soothe the petty sufferings of the day : 
Alike our want, yet both the want reprove; 
Where are, I cry, these pledges of our love? 
When she, like Jacob's wife, makes fierce reply. 
Yet fond — Oh ! give me children, or 1 die : 
And I return— still childless doom'd to live, 
Like the vex'd patriarch —Are ihcy mine to give? 
Ah ! much I envy thee thy boys, who ride 
On poplar branch, and canter at thy side; 
And girls, whose cheeks thy chin s fierce fondness know. 
And with fresh beauty at the contact glow.* 

■ Oh ! simple friend,* said Ditchem, • wouldst thou 
gain 

A father's pleasure by a husband's pain? 
Alas ! what pleasure — when some vig'rous boy 
Should swell thy pride, some rosy girl thy joy. 
Is it to doubt who grafted this sweet flower, 
Or whence arose that spirit and that power? 

■ Four years I 're wed ; not'one has pass'd in vain : 
Behold the fifth j behold, a babe again ! 
My wife's gay friends th' unwelcome imp admire, 
And fill the room with gratulation dire : 
While I in silence sate, revolving all 
That influence ancient men, or that befall ; 
A gay pert guest— Hcav'n knows his business — came; 
A glorious boy, be cried, and what the nameT 
Angry I growi'd,— 'My spirit cease to tease. 
Name it yourselves,— Cain, Judas, if you please; 
His father^s give him, — should you that explore. 
The devil's or yours :' — I said, and sought the door. 
My tender partner not a word or sigh 
Gives to my wrath, nor to my speech reply ; 
But takes her comforts, triumphs in my pain, 
And looks undaunted for a birth again.* 

Heirs thus denied afflict the pining heart. 
And thus afforded, jealous pangs impart; 
I Let, lhe;«fore, none avoid, and none demand 
These arrows numbered for the giant's hand. 



Then with their infants three, the parents came. 
And each assign'd — 't was all they had — a name; 
Names of no mark or price ; of them not one 
. Shall court our view on the sepulchral stone. 
Or stop the clerk, th' engraven scrolls to spell. 
Or keep the sexton from the sennon bell. 

An orphan-girl succeeds: ere she was bom 
Ilcr father died, her mother on that morn : 
The pious mistress of the school sustains 
Her parents' part, nor their affection feigns, 
Rut pitying feels : with due respect and joy, 
I trace the matron at her loved employ ; 
What time the striplings, wearied e'en with play, 
?art at the closing of the summer's day. 
And each by different path returns the well-known way — 
Then 1 behold her at her cottage-door, 
Frugal of light ; — her Bible laid before, 
When on her double duty she proceeds, 
Of time as frugal — knitting as she reads : 
Her idle neighbours, who approach to tell 
Some trifling tale, her serious looks compel 
To hear reluctant, — while the lads who pass, 
In pure respect, walk silent on the grass : 
Then sinks the day, but not to rest she goes 
Till solemn prayers the daily duties close. 

But I digreis, and lo ! an infant train 
.Vppear, and call me to my task again. 

■ Why Lonicera wilt thou name thy child T* 
I ask'd the Gardener's wife, in accents mild : 
• Vie have a right,! replied the sturdy dame,— > 
And Lonicera was the infant's name. 
If next a son shall yield our.Gardener joy. 
Then Hyacinthus shall be that fair boy; 
And if a girl, they will at length agree, 
That Belladonna that fair maid shall be. 

High-fiounding words our worthy Gardener gets. 
And at his club to wondering swains repeats; 
He then of Rhus and Rhododendron speaks, 
And Allium calls his onions and his leeks; 
Nor weeds are now, for whence arose the weed; 
Scarce plants, fair herbs, and curious flowers proceed ; 
' Where Cuckoo-pints and Dandelions sprung, 
(GroM names had they our plainer sires among,) 
There Arums, there Leontodons we view, 
And Artemisia grows, where Wormwood grew. 

But though no weed exists his garden round. 
From Rumex strong our Gardener frees his ground. 
Takes soft Senicio from the yielding land, 
And grasps the arm'd Urtica in his hand. 

Not Darwin's self had more delight to sing 
Of floral courtship, in th' awaken'd Spring, 
Than Peter Pratt, who simpering loves to tell 
How rise the Stamens, as the Pistils swell ; 
How bend and curl the moitt-top to the spoose, 
And give and take the vegetable vows ; 
How those esteem'd of old but tips and chives, 
Arc tender husbands and obedient wives ; 
Who live and love within the sacred bower, — 
That bridal bed, the vulgar term a flower. 

Hear Peter proudly, to some humble friend« 
A wondrous secret, in his science, lend: — 
■ Would you advance the nuptial hour, and bring 
The fruit of Autumn with the flowers of Spring; 
View that light frame where Cucumis lies spread, 
And trace the husbands in their golden bed. 
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Three powdei'd Anthers; — then no more delay, 
But to the Stigma's tip their dust convey; 
Tlien by thyself, from prying glance secare, 
Twirl the full tip and make your purpose sure; 
A long-abiding race the deed shall pay, 
Nor one unbless'd abortion pine away.* 

T admire their friend's discourse our swains agree, 
And call it science and philosophy. 

*T is good, 't is pleasant, through th* adTfincing year 
To see unnumber'd growing forms appear; 
What leafy-life from Earth's broad bosom rise ! 
What insect-myriads seek the summer skies! 
What scaly tribes in every streamlet move ! 
What plumy people sing in every grove! 
All with the year awaked to life, delight, and love. 
Then names are good ; for how, without their aid. 
Is knowledge, gain'd by man, to man conveyed? 
Bat from that source shall all our pleasures flow 7 
Shall all our knowledge be those names to know? 
Then he, with memory blcsi^d, shall bear away, 
The palm from Grew, and Middleton, and Ray : 
No I let us rather seek, in grove and field, 
What food for wonder, what for use they yield ; 
Some just remark from Nature's people bring. 
And some new source of homage for her King. 

Pride lives with all; strange names our rustics give 
To helpless info.nts, that their own may live ; 
Pleased to be known, they '11 some attention claim. 
And find some by-way to the house of lame. 

The straightest farrow lifts the ploughman's art, 
The hat he gained has warmth for head and heart; 
The bowl that beats the greater number down 
Of tottering nine-pins, gives to fame the clown; 
Or, foil'd in these, he opes his ample jaws, 
And lets a frog leap dtvra to gain applause ; 
Or grins for hours, or tipples for a week, 
Or challenges a well-pinch'd pig to squeak : 
Some idle deed, some child's preposterous name. 
Shall make him known, and give his folly fame. 

To name an infant meet our village-sires. 
Assembled all, as such event requires; 
Frequent and full, the rural sages sate, 
And speakers many urged the long debate, — 
Some hardcn'd knaves, who roved the country round, 
liad left a babe within the parish-bound, — 
First, of the fiict they question'd — « Was it true ? > 
The child was brought — i What then remain'd to do? 
Was *t dted or living? • This was friirly proved, — 
*T was pinch'd, it roar'd, and every doubt removed. 
Then by what name th' unwelcome guest to call 
Was long-a question, and it posed them all; 
For he who lent it to a babe unknown, 
Censorious men might take it for his own : 
They look'd about, they gravely spoke to all. 
And not one Richard answered to the call. 
Next they inquired the day, when, passing by, 
Th' unlucky peasant heard the stranger^s cry : 
This known, — how food and raiment they might give, 
Was next debated — for the rogue would live ; 
At last, with all their words and work content. 
Back to their homes the prudent vestry went. 
And Richard Monday to the workhouse sent. 
There was he pinch'd and pitied, ihump'd and fed. 
And duly took his beatings and his bread ; 
Patient iu all control, in all abuse, 
He found contempt and kicking have their use : 



Sad, silent, supple; bending to the blow, 

A slave of slaves, the lowest of the low ; 

His pliant soul gave way to all things base. 

He knew no shame, he dreaded no disgrace. 

It seem'd, so well his passions hesuppress'd. 

No feeling slirr'd his ever torpid breast; 

Him might the meanest pauper bruise and cheat, 

He was a footstool for the beggar's feet; 

His were the legs that ran at all commands; 

They used on all occasions Richard's hands: 

His very soul was not his own ; he stole 

As others ordei'd, and without a dole; 

In all disputes, on either part he lied. 

And freely pledged his oath on either side; 

In all rebellions Richard join'd the rest. 

In all detections Richard first confess'd : 

Yet, though disgraced, he watch'd his time so well, 

He rose in favour, when in fame he fell; 

Base was bis usage, vile his whole employ. 

And all despised and fed the plbnt boy. 

At length, • 'tis time he should abroad be sent,* 

Was whisper'd near him, — and abroad he went; 

One mom they call'd him, Richard answer d not; 

They deem'd him hanging, and in time forgot,— 

Yet miss'd him long, as each, throughout the clan. 

Found he « had better spared a better man. * 

Now Richard's talents for the world were fit. 
He'd no small cunning, and had some small wit; 
Had that calm look which seem'd to all assent. 
And that complacent speech which nothing meant: 
He 'd but one care, and that he strove to hide. 
How best for Richard Monday to proride. 
Steel, through opposing plates, tlie magnet draws, 
And steely atoms culls from dust and straws; 
And thus our hero, to his interest true. 
Gold through all bars and from each trifle drew; 
But still more surely round the world to go. 
This fortune's child had neither friend nor foe. 

Long lost to us, at last our man we trace, — 
Sir Richard Monday died at Monday-place: 
His lady's worth, his daughters we peruse, 
And find his grandsons all as rich as Jews : 
He gave reforming charities a sum. 
And bought the blessings of the blind and dumb ; 
Bequeathed to missions money from the stocks, 
And Bibles issued from his private box ; 
But to his native place severely just, 
He left a pittance bound in rigid trust; — 
Two paltry pounds, on every quartei's-day, 
(At church produced) for forty loaves should pay; 
A stinted giJFt, that to the parish shows 
He kept in mind their bounty and their blows I 

To farmers three, the year has given a son. 
Finch on the Moor, and French, and Middleton. 
Twice in this year a female Giles I see, 
A Spalding, once and once a Bamaby : — 
A humble man is he, and, when they meet, 
Our farmers find him on a distant seat; 
There for their wit he serves a constant theme, — 
« They praise his dairy, they extol his team, 
Tliey ask the price of each unrivall'd steed, 
And whence his sheep, that admirable breed 7 
His thriving arts they beg he would explain. 
And where he puts the money he must gain. 
They have their daughters, but they fear their friend 
Would think his sons too much would condescend ; 
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They have their sons who woald their fortanes try. 
But fear his daughters will their suit dcny.» 
So runs the joke, while James, with sigh profound, 
And face of care, looks moveless on the ground ; 
His cares, hb fughs, provoke the insult more, 
And point the jest — for Bamaby is poor. 

Last in my list, five untaught lads appear; 
Their father dead, compassion sent them here, — 
For still that rustic infidel denied 
To have their names with solemn rite applied : 
nis, a lone house, by Deadman's Dyke-way stood 
And his, a nighdy haunt, in Lonely-wood: 
Each village inn has heard the ruffian boast. 
That he believed ■ in neither God nor ghost; 
That, when the sod upon the sinner prcss'd, 
He, like the saint, had everlasting rest; 
That never priest believed his doctrines true, 
But would, for profit, own himself a Jew, 
Or worship wood and stone, as honest heathen do; 
That fools alone on future worids rely, 
And all who die for faith, deserve to die.* 

These maxims,— part th' attorney's clerk profess'd, 
His own transcendent genius found the rest. 
Our pious matrons heard, and, much amaxed, 
Gazed on the man, and trembled as they gascd ; 
And now his face explored, and now his feet, 
Man's dreaded foe, in this bad man, to meet: 
But him our drunkards as their champion raised, 
Their bishop call'd, and as their hero praised; 
Though most, when sober, and the rest, when sick, 
Had litdc question whence his bbhopric. 

But he, triumphant spirit! all things dared, 
He poach*d the wood, and on the warren snared; 
'T was his, at cards, each novice to trepan. 
And call the wants of rogues the rights of man ; 
Wild as the winds, he let his offspring rove, 
And deem'd the marriage-bond the bane of love. 

What age and sickness, for a man so bold. 
Had done, we know not ; — none beheld him old : 
By night, as business urged, he sought the wood, — 
The ditch was deep, — the rain had caused a flood, — 
The fool-bridge fail'd — he plunged beneath the deep. 
And slept, if truth were his, th' eternal sleep. 

These have we named ; on life's rough sea they sail, 
With many -a prosperous, many an adverse gale! 
Where passion aooo, like powerful winds, will rage. 
And prudence wearied, with their strength engage : 
Then each, in aid, shall some companion ask, 
For help or comfort in the tedious task; 
And what that help— what joys from union flow. 
What good or ill, we next prepare to show ; 
And row, meantime, our weary bark ashore, 
As Spenser his— but not with Spenser'a oar. * 

PART n. 
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DisPosKD to wed, e'en while you hasten, stay; 
There 's great advantage in a small delay : 
Thus Ovid sang, and much the wise approve 
This prudent maxim of the priest of Love : 
If poor, delay for future want prepares. 
And eases humble life of half its cares ; 
If rid), delay shall brace the thoughtful mind, 
T endure the ills that e'en the happiest find : 
Delay shall knowledge yield on cither part, 
And show the value of the vanqiiish'd heart; 
The humours, passions, merits, failings prove. 
And gently raise the veil that 's worn by Love; 
Love, that impatient guide! — too proud to think 
Of vulgar wants, of clothing, meat and drink. 
Urges our amorous swains their joys to seize. 
And then, at rags and hunger frighten'd, flees: — 
Yet not too long in cold debate remain ; 
Till age refrain not — but if old, refrain. 

By no such rule would Gaffer Kirk be tried ; 
First in the year he led a blooming bride, 
And stood a wither'd elder at her side. 
Oh ! Nathan ! Nathan ! at thy years, trepann'd. 
To take a wanton harlot by the hand ! 
Thou, who wert used so tartly to express 
Thy sense of matrimonial happiness. 
Till every youth, whose bans at church were read, 
Strove not to meet, or meeting, hung his head ; 
And every lass forbore at thee to look, 
A sly old fish, too cunning for the hook; — 
And now at sixty, that pert dame to see, 
Of all thy savings mistress, and of thee ; 
Now will the lads, remcmb'ring insults past. 
Cry, ■ What, the wise-one in the trap at last !> 

Fie ! Nathan 1 fie ! to let an artful jade 
The close recesses of thine heart invade; 
What grievous pangs! what suffering she '11 impart, 
And fill with anguish that rebellious heart; 
For thou wilt strive incessantly, in vain, 
By threatening speech, thy freedom to regain : 
But she for conquest married, nor will prove 
A dupe to thee, thine anger, or thy love; 
Clamorous her tongue will be; — of cither sex 
She '11 gather friends around thee, and perplex 
Thy doubtful soul ; — thy money she will waste, 
In the vain ramblings of a vulgar taste; 
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And will be happy to aert her power, 
In erery eye, m thine, at erery hour. 

Then wilt thou bluster—* No! I will not test. 
And see consumed each shilling of my chest:* 
Thou wilt be Taliant,— -• When thy cousins call, 
I will abuse and shut my door on all :• 
Thou wilt be cruel! — • \Vhat the law allows, 
That be thy portion, my ungrateful spouse! 
Nor other shilliogs shall thou then receiye, 
And when 1 die*— • What! may I this beliere? 
Are these true tender tears? and does my Kitty grieve T 
Ah ! crafty Tixen, thine old man has fears; 
But woep no more ! I 'm melted by thy tears; 
Spare but my money; thou shalt rule mi still. 
And see thy cousins — there! I burn the will.* — 

Thus, with example sad, our year began, 
A wanton vixen and a weary man ; 
■ But had this tale in other guise been told,* 
Toung let the lover be, the lady old. 
And that disparity of years shall prove 
No bane of peace, although some bar to love : 
*T is not the worst, our nuptial tics among. 
That joins the ancient bride and bridegroom young; — 
Young wives, like changing winds, their power display, 
By shifting points and varying day by day; 
Now lephyrs mild, now whirlwinds in their force. 
They sometimes speed, but often thwart our course, 
And much experienced should that pilot be, 
"l^^ho sails with them on life's tempestuous sea. 
But like a trade-wind is the ancient dame, 
Vild to your wish, and every day the same; 
Steady as time, no sudden squalls you fear. 
But set full sail and with assurance steer ; 
Till every danger in your way be pass'd, 
And then she gently, mildly breathes her last ; 
Rich you arrive, in port awhile remain. 
And for a second venture sail again. 

For this, blithe Donald southward made his way, 
And left'the lasses on the banks of Tay ; 
Him to a neigbbouring garden fortune sent. 
Whom we beheld, aspiringly content : 
Patient and mild, he sought tlie dame to please 
Who ruled the kitchen and who bore the keys. 
Fair Lucy first, the laundry's grace and pride. 
With smiles and gracious looks, ber fortune tried; 
Bat all in vain she praised his « pawky eyne,* 
Where never fondness was for Lucy seen : 
llim the mild Susan, boast of dairies, loved. 

And found him civil, cautious, and unmoved : 
From many a fr^^nt simple; Catharine's skill 
Drew oil and essence from the boiling still ; 
But not her warmth, nor all her winning ways, 

From bia cool phlegm could Donald's spirit raise: 

Of beauty heedless, with the merry mute, 

To Mtscresa Dobton he preferr d his suit; 

There proved his service, there address'd his vows. 

And Aaw Iter mistress,— friend, — protectress,— spouse ; 

A butler now, ho thanks his powerful bride. 

And, like her keya, keeps coosiant at her side. 
Next at onr altar stood a luckless pair, 

Broai^t by strong passions and a warrant there ; 

By long rent cloak, hnng loosely, strove the bride. 

From ev'ry eye, what all perceived to hide. 

While the boy-bridegroom, shuffling in his pace. 

Now hid awhile and then exposed his face; 



As shame alternately With anger strove, 

The brain confused with muddy ale to move : 

In haste and stammering he perform'd his part. 

And look'd the rage that rankled in his heart; 

(So will each lover inly curse his fate. 

Too soon made happy and made wise too late:) 

I saw his features take a savage gloom. 

And deeply threaten for the days to come. 

Low spake the lass, and lisp'd and minced the while, 

Look'd on the lad, and faintly tried to smile; 

With soften'd speech and humbled tone she strove 

To stir the embers of departed love : 

While he, a tyrant, frowning walk'd before. 

Felt the poor purse and sought the public door. 

She sadly following in submission went. 

And saw the final shilling foully spent; 

Then to her father's hut the pair withdrew, 

And bade to love and comfort long adieu! 

Ah ! fly temptation, youth, refrain ! refrain! 

I preach for ever; but I preach in vain I 

Two summers since, I saw, at Lammas Fair,' 
The sweetest flower that ever blossom'd there. 
When Phoebe Dawson gaily croas'd the green. 
In haste to see and happy to be seen : 
Her air, her manners, all who saw, admired ; 
Courteous though coy, and gentle though retired ; 
The joy of youth and health her eyes dispUyd, 
And ease of heart her every look convey'd ; 
A native skill her simple robes express'd. 
As with untutor'd elegance she dress'd : 
The lads around admired so fair a sight. 
And Phcebe felt, and felt she gave, delight. 
Admirers' soon of every age she gain'd. 
Her beauty won them and her wortli retain'd; 
Envy itself could no contempt display, 
They wish'd her well, whom yet they wish'd away* 
Correct in thought, she judged a servant's place 
Preserved a rustic beauty from disgrace; 
But yet on Sunday-eve, in freedom's hour, 
With secret joy she felt that beauty's power, 
When some proud bliss upon the heart would steal, 
That, poor or rich, a beauty still miatt fecL — 

At length, the youdi, ordain'd to move her breast. 
Before the swains with bolder spirit preas'd ; 
With looks less timid made his passion known. 
And pleased by manners most unlike her own ; 
Loud though in .love, and eonfident though young; 
Fierce in his air, and voluble of tongue; 
By trade a tailor, though, in scorn of trade, 
He served the 'Squire, and brush'd the coat he made : 
Yet now, would Phcebe Iter consent afford. 
Her slave alone, again he 'd mount the board; 
With her should years of growing love be spent. 
And growing wealth : — she sigh'd and look'd consent. 

Now, through the lane, up hill, and 'cross the green, 
(Seen by but few, and blushing to be seen^ 
Dejected, thoughtful, anxious, and afraid,) 
Led by the lover, walk'd the silent maid : 
Slow through the meadows roved they, many a mile 
To/d by each bank and trifled at each stile; 
Where, as he painted every blissful view. 
And highly coloured what he strongly drew. 
The pensive damsel, prone to tender fears, 
Dimm'd the false prospect with prophetic tears. — 
Thus pass'd th' allotted hours, till lingering late. 
The lover loitered at the master's gate ; 
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'There he pronounced adieu ! and yet would slay. 
Till chidden — aoothed — entreated — forced away; 
Ho would of coldnen, though indulged, complain. 
And oft retire and oft return again ; 
When, if his teasing Tex'd her gentle mind. 
The grief aaiumed, cotiipell'd her to be kind ! 
For he would proof of plighted kindness crave, 
That she resented first and then forgave, 
And to his grief and penance yielded more 
Than his presumption had required before. — 
Ah! fly temptation, youth; refrain! refrain. 
Each yielding maid and each presuming swain ! 

Lo ! now with red rent cloak and bonnet black. 
And torn green gown loose hanging at her back. 
One who an infant in her arms sustains. 
And seems in patience striving with her pains; 
Pinch'd are her looks, as one who pines for bread. 
Whose cares are growing and whose hopes are fled ; 
Pale her parch'd lips, her heavy eyes sunk low. 
And tean unnoticed from their channels flow; 
Serene her manner, till some sudden pain 
Frets the meek soul, and then she 's calm again ; — 
Her broken pitcher lo the pool she takes. 
And every step with cautious terror makes; 
For not alone that infont in her arms. 
But nearer cause, her anxious soul alarms. 
With water burthen'd, then she picks her way, 
Slowly and cautious, in the clinging clay ; 
Till, in mid-green, slic trusts a place unsound. 
And deeply plunges in th' adhesive ground; 
Thence, but witli pain, her slender foot she takes, 
While hope the mind as strength the frame forsakes: 
For when so full the cup of sorrow grows. 
Add but a drop, it instantly o'erflows. 
And now her path but not her peace she gains. 
Safe from her task, but shivering with her pains ; 
Her home she reaches, open leaves the door. 
And placing first her infont on the floor. 
She bares her bosom to the wind, and sits. 
And sobbing struggles with the rising fits : 
In vain, they come, rhe feels th* inflating grief. 
That shuts die swelling bosom from relief; 
That speaks in feeble cries a soul distress'd, 
Or the sad laugh that cannot be repress'd. 
The neighbour-matron leaves ber wheel and flies 
With all the aid her poverty supplies; 
Unfee'd, the calls of Nature she obeys, . 
Not led by profit, nor allured by praise; 
And waiting long, till these conlenlions cease, 
She speaks of comfort, and departs in peace. 

Friend of distress ! the mourner feels thy aid, 
She cannot pay thee, but thoi^ wilt be paid. 

But who this child of weakness, want and caref 
T is Phnbe Dawson, pride of Lammas Fair; 
Who took her lover for his sparkling eyes. 
Expressions warm, and love-inspiring lies : 
Companion first aasatVd her gentle heart. 
For all his suffering, all his bosom's smart : 
■ And then his prayers ! they would a savage move. 
And win the coldest of the sex to love: a^ 
But aH ! too soon his looks success declared, 
Too late her loss the marriage-rite repair'd ; 
The faithless flatterer then his vows forgot, 
A captious tyrant or a noisy sot : 
If present, railing, till he saw her pain'd ; 
If absent, spending what their labours pain'd ; 



Till that fair form in want and sickness pined. 
And hope and comfort fled that gentle mind. 
Then fly temptation, youth ; resist, refrain ! 
Nor let me preach for ever and in vain ! 

Next came a well-dress'd pair, who left their coach. 
And made, in long procession, slow approach : 
For this gay bride had many a female friend. 
And youtlis were there, this favour'd youth t'attend : 
Silent, nor wanting due respect, the crowd 
Stood humbly round, and gratulation bow'd ; 
But not that silent crowd, in wonder fix'd, 
Not numerous friends, who praise and envy mix'd. 
Nor nymphs attending near to swell the pride 
Of one more fair, the ever-smiling bride; 
Nor that gay bride, adom'd with every grace, 
Nor love nor joy triumphant in her foce. 
Could from the youth's, sad signs of sorrow chase: 
Why didst thou grieve? wealth, pleasure, freedom thine; 
Vcx'd it thy soul, that freedom to resign ? 
Spake Scandal truth ? • Thou didst not then intend 
So soon to bring thy wooing to an end? ■ 
Or, was it, as our prating nistics say, 
To end as soon, but in a different way? 
T is told thy Phyllis is a skilful dame. 
Who played uninjured with the dangerous flame: 
That, while, like LoveLice, thou thy coat display'd. 
And hid the snare for her affection laid. 
Thee, with her net, she found the means to catch. 
And at the .imorous see-saw, won the match:' 
Yet others tell, the Captain fix'd thy doubt. 
He'd call thee brother, or he'd call thee out: — 
But rest the motive — all retreat too late, 
Joy like thy bride's should on thy brow have sale; 
The deed had then appeared thine own intent, 
A glorious day, by gracious fortune sent, 
In each revolving year to be in triumph spent. 
Then in few weeks that cloudy brow had been 
Without a wonder or a whisper seen; 
And none had been so weak as to inquire, 
• Why pouts my Lady? t or « why frowns the Squire?a 

How fair these names, bow much unlike they look 
To all the blurr'd subscriptions in my book : 
The bridegroom's letters stand in row above. 
Tapering yet stout, like pine-trees in his grove; 
While free and fine the bride's appear below, 
As light and slender as her jasmines grow. 
Mark now in what confusion, stoop or stand. 
The crooked scrawls of many a clownish hand; 
Now out, now in, they droop, they foil, they rise, 
Like raw recruits drawn forth for exercise ; 
Ere yet reform'd and modell'd by the drill, 
The free-bom legs stand striding as they will. 

Much have I tried to guide the fist along. 
But still the blunderers placed their blottings wrong : 
Behold ihcse marks uncouth ! how strange that men. 
Who guide the plough, should foil to guide tlie pen! 
For half a mile, the furrows even lie; 
For half an inch the letters stand awry; — 
Our peasants, strong and sturdy in the field, 
Cannot^ these arms of idle students wield : 
Like them, in feudal days, their valiant lords 
Resign'd the pen and grasp'd their conqu'ring swords; 
They to robed clerks and poor dependent men 
Left ihe light duties of the peaceful pen; 

* GlarlMt, vol. vii. JLorcIaoe't Leuer. 
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lYor to their ladies wrote, but sought to prove, 
By deeds of death, their hearts were fill'd with love. 
But yet, soiall arts have charms for female eyes; 
Our rustic oymphs the beau and scholar prixe ; 
Uoletier d swains and ploughmen coane ihcy slight. 
For those who dress, and amorous scrolls indite. 

For Lucy Collins happier days had been, 
Ilad Footman Daniel scom'd his native green ; 
Or when he came an idle coxcomb down, 
Ilad he his love reserved for lass in town ; 
To Stephen Hill she then had pledged her truth,—- 
A sturdy, sober, kind, unpolish'd youth ; 
But linom the day, that fatal day she spied 
The pride of Daniel, Daniel was her pride. 
In all concerns was Stephen just and true; 
But coarse his doublet was and patch'd m view. 
And felt his stockings were, and blacker than hit shoe 
While Daniel's linen all was fine and fair,— 
His master wore it, and he deign'd to wear: 
(To wear hh livery, some respect might prove; 
To wear hislinen, must be sign of love :) 
Blue was his coat, unsoil'd by spot or stain ; 
His hose were silk, his shoes of Spanish-grain { 
A silver knot his breadth of shoulder bore; 
A diamond buckle blazed his breast before — 
Diamond he swore it was I and show'd it as he swore; 
Rings on bis fingers shone; his milk-white hand 
Could pick-tooth case andboi for snuff conunand: 
And thus, with clouded cane, a fop complelo. 
He stalk'd, the jest and glory of the strvot. 
Join'd with these powers, be could so sweetly sing; 

Talk with such toss, and saunter with such swin^; 

Laugh with such glee, and trifle with such art. 

That Lucy's promise fail'd to sliield her heart. 
Stephen, meantime, to ease his amorous cares, 

Fix'd his full mind upon his form's affairs; 

Two pigs, a cow, and wethers half a score, 

Increased his stock, and still he look'd for more. 

He, for his acres few, so duly paid, 

That yet more acres to his lot were laid ; 

Till our chaste nymphs no longer felt disdaioi 

And prudent matrons praised the frugal swain ; 

Who thriving well, through many a fruitful year, 

Now clothed himself anew, and acted overMer. 
Just then poor Lucy, from her friend in town, 

Fled in pure fear, and came a beggar down ; 

Trembling, at Stephen's door she knock'd for bread, — 

Was chidden first, next pitied, and then fed ; 

Then sat at Stephen's board, then shared in Stephen's 
bed: 

All hope of marriage lost in her disgrace. 

He mounw a flame revived, and she a love of lacew 
Now to be wed a well-match'd couple came ; 

Twice had old Lodge been lied, and twice the dame>, 

Totterinf^ they came and toying, (odious scene!) 

.4nd fond and simple, as they 'd always been. 

Children from wedlock we by laws restrain ; 

Why not prevent them, when they 're such again > 

Why not forbid the doting souls, to prove 

Th' indecent fondling of preposterous love? 

In spite of prudence, uncontroll'd by shame. 

The amorous senior woos the toothless dame, 

ReUtiny idly, at the closing eve. 

The youthful follies he disdains to leaw; 

Till youthful fdlies wake a transient fire^ 

Wlien arm in ann they totter and retise. 



So a fond pair of solenm birds, all day, 
niink in their seat, and dose the honn away ; 
Then by the moon awaken'd, forth they move, 
And fright the songsters with their cheerless love. 

So two sear trees, dry, stunted, and unsound. 
Each other caleh, when dropping to the ground; 
Entwine their withered arms 'gainst wind and weather, 
And shake their leafless heads and drop together. 
So two cold limbs, touch'd by Galvani's wire. 
Move witli new life, and feel awaken'd fire; 
Ouivering awhile, their flaccid forms remain, 
Then turn to cold torpidity again. 

• But ever frowns your llymen? man and maid, 
Are all repenting, suffering, orbetray'd?* 
Forbid it. Love! we have our couples lieve 
Who hail tlie day in each revolving year : 
These are with us, as in the world acound ; 
They are not frequent, but they may be found. 

Our farmers too, what though they fiiil to prove,. 
In Hymen's bonds, the tenderest slaves of love, 
(Nor, like' those paira whom sentiment unites, 
Fuel they the fervour of the mind's delights;) 
Yet coarsely kind and comfortably gay. 
They heap tlie board and hail the happy day : 
And though the bride, now freed from school, admits, 
Of pride implanted there, some transient fits; 
Yet soon the casts her girlish fTights aside, 
And in substantial blessings rests her pridfe. 
No more she moves in measured steps, no more 
Btms, with bcwilder'd ear, her music o'er; 
No more recites her French tlie hinds among. 
Dm chides her maidens in her mother-tongue; 
ilcr tarabour-frame she leaves and diet spare, 
Plain work and plenty with her house to share ; 
Till, all her varnish lost, in f6w short years, 
In all her worth, the former's wife appears. 

Yet not the ancient kind ; nor she who gave 
Her soul to gain — a mistress and' a slave : 
Who not to sleep allow'd the needful time; 
To whom repose was loss, and sport a crime; 
Who, in her meanest room (and all were mean), 
A noisy drudge, from mom till night was seen ; — 
But she, the daughter, boasts a decent room, 
Adom'd with carpet, form'd in Wilton's loom ; 
Fair prints along thepaper'd wall are spread ; 
There, Wcrter sees tlie sportive children fed. 
And Charlotte, here, bewails her lover dead. 
'T is here, assembled, while in space apart 
Their husbands, drinking, warm the opening heart. 
Our neighbouring dames, on festal days, unite 
With tongues more fluent and with hearts as light; 
Theirs is that art, which English wives alone 
Profess — a boast and privilege their own ; 
An art it is, where each at once attends 
To all, and claims attention from her friends. 
When they engage the tongue, the eye, the ear, 
Reply when list'ning, and when speaking hear : 
The ready converse knows no dull delays, 
• But double are the pains, and double be the praise, t • 

Yet nor to those alone who bear command 
Heaven gives a heart to hail the marriage band ; 
Among their servant^, we the pairs can show. 
Who much to love and more to prudence owe : 
Reuben and Rachel, tliough as fond as doves, 
Were yet discreet and cautious in their loves;. 

' Spraier. 
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Nor would allcnd to Cupid's wild commands. 
Till cool reflection bade tliem join their bands : 
When both were poor, they thought it argued ill 
Of hasty love to make them poorer still ; 
Year after year, with saTin||;8 long laid by, 
They bought the future dwelling's full supply; 
Her frugal fancy cull'd the smaller ware, 
The weightier purchase ask'd her Reuben's care; • 
Together then their last year's gain they threw. 
And lo ! an auction'd bed, with curtains neat and new. 
Thus both, as prudence counseli'd, wisely, slay'd. 
And cheerful then the calls of Love obey'd : 
What if, when Rachel gave her hand, 't was one 
j Embrown'd by Winter's ice and Summer's sun ? 
What if, in Reuben's hair, the female eye 
Usurping grey among the black could spy? 
What if, in both, life's bloomy flush was lost. 
And their full autumn felt the mellowing froat? 
Yet time, who hlow'd the rose of youth away. 
Had left the vigorous stem without decay; 
Like those tall elms, in Farmer Frankfbrd's ground, 
They '11 grow no more, — but all tlieir growth is sound ; 
By time confirm'd and rooted in tlie land, 
The storms they 've stood still promise they shall stand. 

Tlicse arc the happier pairs, their life has rest, 
Their hopes are strong, tlieir humble portion blcss'd ; 
While lliose more rash to hasty marriage led, 
Lament th' impatience which now stints their bread: 
When such their union, years their cares Increase, 
Their love grows colder, and their pleasures cease ; 
In health just fed, in sickness just relieved; 
Dy hardships harass'd and by children grieved; 
in petty quarrels and in peevish strife, 
The once fond couple waste the spring of life : 
But when to age mature those children grown. 
Find hopes and homes and hardships of their own, 
The harass'd couple feel their lingering woes 
Receding slowly, till they find repose, 
(kimplaints and murmtuv then are laid aside, 
(By reason these subdued, and those by pride;) 
And, taught by cxuv, the patient man and wife 
Agree to share the bitten«weet of life; 
(Life that has sorrow much and sorroVs cure, 
Where they who most enjoy shall much endure :) 
Their rest, tlieir labours, duties, sufferings, prayers. 
Compose the soul, and fit it for its cares; 
Their graves before them and their griefs behind. 
Have each a med'cine for the rustic mind ; 
Nor has he care to whom his wealth shall go, 
Or who shall labour with his spade and hoe ; 
But as he lends the strength tliat yet remains, 
And some dead neighbour on his bier sustains, 
(One with whom oH he whirl'd the bounding flail, 
Toss'd the broad coit, or took th' inspiring aJe,) 
• For me, •(he meditates,) • shall soon be done 
This friendly duty, when my race be run ; 
T was first in trouble as in error pass'd, 
Dark clouds and stormy cares whole years o'ercast, 
But calm my setting day, and sunshine smiles at last : 
My vices punish'd and my follies spent, 
Not loth to die, but yet to live content, 
I rest :• — then casting on the grave his eye, 
His friend compete a tear, and his own griefs a sigh. 

Last on my list appears a match of love, 
And one of virtue; — happy may it prove ! — 
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Sir Edward Archer is an amorous knight. 
And maidens chaste and lovely shun his sight ; 
His bailiffs daughter suited much his taste, 
For Fanny Price was lovely and was chaste ; 
To her the Knight with gentle looks drew near. 
And timid voice assumed, to banish fear:— 

• Hope of my life, dear sovereign of my breast. 
Which, since I knew thee, knows not joy nor rest; 
Know, thou art all that my delighted eyes. 
My fondest thoughts, my proudest wishes priie; 
And is that bosom — (what on earth so fair !) 
To cradle some coarse peasant's sprawling heir ? 
To be that pillow which some surly swain 
May treat with scorn and agonise with pun! 
Art thou, sweet maid, a ploughman's wants to share. 
To dread his insult, to support his care; 
To hear his follies, his contempt to prove. 
And (oh ! the torment !) to endure his love; 
Till want and deep regret those charms destroy. 
That time would spare, if time were pass'd in joy 7 
With him, in varied pains, from morn till night. 
Your hour» sliall pass ; yourself a ruffian's right, 
Your softest bed shall be the knotted wool ; 
Your purest drink the waters of the pool ; 
Your sweetest food will but your life sustain. 
And your best pleasure be a rest from pain ; 
While, tlirough each year, as health and strength abate. 
You '11 weep your woes and wonder at your fate ; 
And cry, ' Behold,' as life's last cares come on, 

* My burthens growing when my strength is gone.' 

• Now turn with me, and all the young desire, 
That taste can form, that fancy can require; 
All that excites enjoyment, or procures 
Wealth, health, respect, delight, and love, are yours. 
Sparkling, in cups of gold, your wines shall flow, 
Grace tliat fair hand, in that dear bosom glow; 
Fruits of each clime, and flowers, through all the year 
Shall on your walte and in your walks appear; 
Where all beholding, shall your praise repeat. 
No fruit so tempting and no flower so sweet : 
The softest carpets in your rooms shall lie, 
Pictures of happiest loves shall meet your eye. 
And tallest mirrors, reaching to the floor. 
Shall show you all the object I adore; 
Who, by the hands of wealth and frishion dress'd. 
By slaves attended and by friends caress'd, 
Sliall move, a wonder, through the public ways. 
And hear the whispers of adoring praise. 
Your female friends, though gayest of the gay, 
Shall see you happy, and shall, sighing, say. 
While smothered envy rises in the breast, — 

* Oh ! that we lived so beauteous and so bless'd !' 

« Come thra, my mistress, and my wife; for she 
W^ho trusts my honour is the wife for me; 
Your slave, your husband, and your friend emjrfoy. 
In search of pleasures we may both enjoy.* 

To tliis the damsel, meekly firm, replied : 
■ My mother loved, was married, toil'd, and died ; 
With joys, she 'd griefs, had troubles in her conne. 
But not one grief was pointed by remorse; 
My mind is fix'd, to Heaven I resign. 
And be her love, her life, her comforts mine.* 

Tyrants have wept; and those with hearla of steel, 
Uniued the anguisli of the heart to heal. 
Have yet the transient power of virtue known. 
And felt tli' imparted joy promote their own. 
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Our Kni(^t releoung, now bdriends a youth 
Who to the yielding maid bad vow'd his truth ; 
And finds in that fair deed a sacred joy 
That will not perish, and that cannot cloy;— 
A liring joy, that shall its spirit keep, 
When every beauty fades, and all the passions sleep. 



PART III. 



BURIALS. 



Qai vaUit Acheroatlt >tri, 

Q>l Siff to trisMs, BM u-btU, vklK,— 



Pter ills R«fl, par Saperb erlt. 
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True Christian Resifpiation not frequently to be seen — 
The Register a melancholy Record — A dying man, 
who at length sends for a Priest : for what Purpose 7 
answered — Old Collett of the Inn, an instance of Dr 
Young's slow-sudden Death : his Qiaracter and Con- 
duct — The Manners and Management of the Widow 
Goe : her successful Attention to Business : her De- 
cease unexpected— The Infant-Boy of Gerard Ablett 
dies : Reflections on his Deatli, and the Surriror his 
Sister-Twin— The Funeral of the deceased Lady of the 
Manor described : her neglected Mansion : Undertaker 
and Train : the Character which her Monument will 
heieafler display — Burial of an ancient Maiden : some 
former Drawback on her Virgin-fame: Description of 
her House and Household : Her Manners, Apprelien- 
sions. Death — Isaac Ashford, a rirtuous Peasant, dies : 
his manly Character : Reluctance to enter the Pooi^ 
House; and why — Misfortune and Derangement of 
Intellect in Robin Dingley : whence they proceeded : 
he is not restrained by Misery from a wandering Life :■ 
hn various Returns to his Parish : his final Return^ 
Wife of Farmer Frankford dies in Prime of Life : 
Affliction in Consequence of such Death : melancholy 
View of her House, ele. on her Family's Return from 
her Funeral : Address to Sorrow— Leah Cousins, a 
Midwife : her Character ; and suecessfid Practice : at 
length opposed by Doctor Glibb : Opposition in the 
Parish : Argument of the Doctor ; of Leah : her 
Failure and Decease — Burial of Roger Cuff, a Sailor : 
his Enmity to his Family ; how it originated : his Ex- 
periment and its Consequence— The Register termi- 
nates — A Bell heard : Inquiry for whom? The Sexton 
— Character of old Dibble, and the five Rectors whom 
he served^Reilections^Conclusion. 



Tbbsb was, *t is said, and 1 believe, a time. 
When humble Christians died with views sublime; 
When all were ready for their foith to bleed. 
But few to write or wrangle for their creed ; 
When lively Faith upheld the sinking heart. 
And friends, assured to meet, prepared to part; 
When Love felt hope, when Sorrow grew serene. 
And all was eomfM't in the death-bed scene. 

Alas! when now the gloomy king they wait, 
'T is weakness yielding to resistless fate ; 
l«ike wretched men upon the ocean cast. 
They labour hard and struggle to tlie last; 



■ Hope against hope,* and wildly gase around, 
In search of help that never sliall be found : 
Nor, till the last strong billow slops the breath, 
Will they believe them in the jaws of Death ! 

When tliese my records I reflecting read. 
And find what ills tlicse numerous births succeed; 
What powerful griefs these nuptial ties attend. 
With what regret these painful journeys end ; 
When from the cradle to the grave I look, 
Mine I conceive a melancholy book. 

Where now is perfect resignation seen 7 
Alas ! it is not on the viUage-greeo :^ 
I 've seldom known, tliough I have often read 
Of happy p^uMUls on their dying-bed ; 
Whose looks proclaim'd that sunshine of the breast, 
That more than hope,- that Heaven itself expreis'd. 

What I behold are feverish fits of strife, 
T wixt fears of dying and desire of life : 
Those earthly hopes, that to the kist endure; 
Those fears, that hopes superior fail to cure; 
At best a sad submission to the doom. 
Which, turning from the danger, lets it come. 

Sick lies the man, bewilder'd, lost, afraid, 
His spirits vanquisli'd and his strength deca/d; 
No hope the friend, the nurse, the doctM* lend — 

> Call then a priest, and fit him for hts end.* 
A priest is call'd; 't is now, alas! too late, 
D^th enters with him at the cottage-gale; 
Or time allow'd, — he goes, assured to find 
The self-commending, all-confiding mind ; 
And sighs to hear, what we may justly call 
Deatli's common-place, the train of tliought in all. 

• True, I'm a sinner,* feebly he begins, 

■ But trust in Mercy to forgive my sins:* 
(Such cool confession no past crimes excite ! 
Such claim on Mercy seems the sinner^s right!) 

> 1 know, mankind are frail, that God is just, 
.\nd pardons those who in his mercy trust; 
We 're sorely tempted in a world like this. 
All men have done, and I like all, amiss; 
But now, if spared, it is my full intent 

On all the past to ponder and repent: 

Wrongs against me I pacdon great and small. 

And if 1 die I die in peace with all.* 

His merits thus and not his sins confess'd. 

He speaks his hopes, and leaves to Heaven the rest. 

Alas! are these the prospects, dull and cold. 

That dying Christians to their priests unfold 7 

Or mends the prospect when tli' enthusiast cries, 

■ I die assured!* and in a rapture dies? 

Ah, where that humble, self-abasing mind, 
With tliat confiding spirit, shall we find ; 
The mind that, feeling what repentance brings, 
Dejection's terrors and Contrition's stings. 
Feels then the hope, that mounts all care above. 
And the pure joy that flows from pardoning love? 

Such have I seen in death, and much deplore, 
So many dying— >that I see no more: 
Lo now my records, where I grieve to trace. 
How Death has triumph'd in so short a space; 
Who are the dead, bow died they, I relate. 
And snatch some portion of their acts from fate. 

With Andrew Collett we the year b«gin. 
The blind, fat landlord of the Old Crown Inn,— 
Big as bis buU, and> for the self-same use. 
To take in stores of strong fermenting juice. 
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On his huge chair beiide the fire he sate, 
In rerel chief, and umpire in debate; 
Each night his string of vulgar tales he told ; 
When ale was cheap and bachelors were bold: 
His heroes all were famous in their days, 
Cheats were his boast and drunkards had his praise ; 
[ ■ One, in three draughts, three mugs of ale took down. 
As mugs were then — the champion of the Crown ; 
For thrice three days another lived on ale. 
And knew no change but that of mild and stale ; 
Two thirsty soakers watcb'd a vessel's side. 
When he the tap, with dexterous hand, applied; 
Nor from their seals departed, till they found 
That butt was out, and heard the mournful sound.* 

He praised a poacher, precious child of fun I 
Who shot the keeper with his own spring-gun ; 
Nor less the smuggler who the exciseman tied, 
And left him hanging at the birch-wood side, 
There to expire; — but one who saw him hang 
Cut the good cord^a traitor of the gang. 

His own exploits with boastful glee he told, 
What ponds he emptied and what pikes he sold ; 
And how, when blcss'd with sight alert and gay. 
The night's amusements kept him t}irough the day. 

He sang the praises of those limes, when all 
« For cards and dice, as for their drink, might call ; 
When justice wink'd on every jovial crew, 
And ten-pins tumbled in tlie parson's view.* 

He told, when angry wives, provoked to rail, 
Or drive a third-day drunkard from his ale, 
What were his triumphs, and how great the skill 
That won the vex'd virago to his will ; 
Who raving csme; — then talk'd in milder strain, — 
Then wept, then drank, and pledged her spouse again. 
Such were his themes : how knaves o'er laws prevail. 
Or, when made captives, how they fly from jail ; 
The young how brave, how subtle were the old : 
And oaths attested all that Folly told. 

On death like his what name shall we bestow, 
So very sudden ! yet so very slow ? 
*T was slow : — Disease, augmenting year by year. 
Showed the grim king by gradual steps brought near : 
'T was not less sudden ; in the night he died, 
He drank, he swore, he jested, and he lied; 
Thus aiding folly with departing breath: 
M Beware, Lorenxo, the slow-sudden death.* 

Next died the Widow Goe, an active dame, 
Famed ten miles round, and worthy all her fame; 
She lost her husband when their loves were young, 
But kept her farm, her credit, and her tongue: 
Full thirty years she ruled, with matchless skill. 
With guiding judgment and resistless will; 
\dvice she scorn'd, rebellions she suppress'd, 
\nd sons and servanU bow'd at her behest. 
Like that great man's, who to his Saviour came, 
Were the strong words of this commanding dame ; — 
• Gome,* if she said, they came; if « go,i» were gone ; 
\nd if « do this,**— that instant it was done: 
Her maidens told she was all eye and ear, 
In darkness saw and could at distance bear;— 
So parish-business io the place could stir, 
iVithout direction or assent from her; 
n turn she took each office as it fell, 
inew all their duties, and dischai^ed them well; 
rhe laxy vagrants in her presence shook 
ind pregnant damsels fear'd her stern rebuke; 



She look'd on want with judgment clear and cool. 

And felt with reason and bestow'd by rule ; 

She match'd both sons and daughters to her mind. 

And lent them eyes, for Love, she heard, was blind ; 

Yet ceaseless still slie throve, alert, alive, 

The working bee, in full or empty hive; 

Busy and careful, like that working bee. 

No time for love nor tender cares had she; 

But when our formers made their amorous vows, 

She talk'd of market-steeds and patent-ploughs. 

Not uncmploy'd her evenings pass'd away, 

Amusement closed, as business waked tlie day; 

When to her toiK**s brief concern she ran, 

And conversation with her friends began. 

Who all were welcome, what they saw, to share ; 

And joyous neighbours praised her Christmas fare, 

That none around might, in their scorn, complain 

Of Gossip Goe as greedy in her gain. 

Thus long she reign'd, admired, if not approved ; 
Praised, if not honour'd ; fear'd, if not beloved ; — 
When, as the busy days of Spring drew near, 
That call'd for all the forecast of the year; 
When lively hope the rising crops survey'd. 
And April promised what September paid ; 
When stray'd her lambs where gorse and grccnweed grow; 
When rose her grass in richer vales bdow ; 
When pleased she look'd on all the smiling land, 
And view'd the hinds who wrought at her command ; 
(Poultry in groups still foUow'd where s|ie went;) 
Then dread o'ercame her, — that her days were spent. 

•Bless me! I die, and not a warning giv'n, — 
With much to do on Earth, and all for Heaven ! 
No reparation for my soul's affairs. 

No leave petition'd for tlie barn's repairs; 

Accounts perplex'd, my interest yet unpaid, 

My mind unsettled, and my will unmade; — 

A lawyer haste, and in your way a priest ; 

And let me die in one good work at least* 

She spake, and, trembling, dropp'd upon her knees, 

Heaven in her eye and in her hand her keys; 

And still the more she found her life decay, 

With greater force she grasp'd those signs of sway : 

Then fell and died 1 — In haste her sons drew near, 

And dropp'd, in haste, the tributary tear; 

Then from th' adhering clasp the keys unbound, 

And consolation for their sorrows found. 
Death has his infont-train ; his bony arm 

Strikes from the baby-cheek the rosy charm; 

The brightest eye his glaiing film makes dim, 

And his cold touch sets fssl the lithest limb : 

He seized the sick'ning boy to Gerard lent, * 

When three days' life, in feeble cries, were spent; 

In pain brought forth, those painful hours to stay. 

To breathe in pain and sigh its soul away ! 
• But why thus lent, if thus recall'd again. 

To cause and feel, to live and die in, pain 7* 

Or rather say. Why grievous these appear, 

If all it pays for Heaven's eternal year; 

If these sad sobs and piteous sighs secure 

Delights that live, when worlds no more endure? 
The sister-spirit long may lodge below. 

And pains from nature, pains from reason, know ; 

Through all the common ills of life may run. 

By hope perverted and by love undone; 

' S«epaf« i3. 
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A wife^s distreH, a mother^s pangs, may dread, 
Aod widow-lean, in bitler an^tsh, shed ; 
May at old age arriTe throagh oumerous harms, 
With children's children in thoee feeble arms: 
Nor till by years of want and grief oppresiTd, 
Shall the sad spirit flee and be at restl 

Yet happier therefore shall we deem the boy, 
Secured from anxious care and dangerous joy ? 
Not so ! for then would Love Divine in vain 
Send all the burthens weary men sustain ; 
All that now curb ihe passions when they rage. 
The checks of youth and the regrets of age; 
All that now bid us hope, believe, endure. 
Our sorroVs comfort and our vice's cure; 
All that for Heaven's high joys the spirits train. 
And charity, the crown of all, were vain. 

Say, will you call the breathless infant blets'd, 
Becsuse no cares the silent grave molest? 
So would you deem the nursling from the wing 
Untimely thrust, and never train'd to sing; 
But far more bless'd the bird whose grateful voice 
Sings its own joy, and makes the woods rejoice, 
Though, while unuught, ere yet he charm'd the ear, 
Hard were his trials and his pains severe! 

Next died the Lady who yon Hall poaaess'd ; 
And here they brought her noble bones to resL 
In Town she dwelt ; — forsaken stood the Hall : 
Worms ate the floors, the tap'stry fled the wall: 
No fire the kitchln's cheerless grate display'd ; 
No cheerful light the long-closed sash convey'd; 
The crawling worm, that turns a summer-fly, 
Here spun his shroud and laid him up to die 
The winter-death:— upon the bed of state. 
The bat shrill-shrieking woo'd bis flickering mate ; 
To empty rooms the curious came no more, 
From empty cellars turn'd tlie angry poor. 
And surly beggars cursed the ever-bolted door. 
To one small room the steward found his way. 
Where tenants followed to complain and pay; 
Yet no complaint before the Lady came. 
The feeling servant spared the feeble dame; 
Who saw lier furms with his observing eyes. 
And answer'd all requests with his replies:— 
She came not down, her falling groves to view ; 
Why should she know, what one so faithful knew? 
Why come, from many clamorotu tongues to hear 
What one so just might whisper in her ear? 
Her oaks or acres, why with care explore; 
Why learn the wants, the sufferings of the poor; 
When one so knowing all their worth could trace. 
And one so piteous govern'd in her place? 

Lo ! now, what dismal sons of Darkness come, 
To bear this daughter of Indulgence home; 
Tragedians all, and well arranged in black ! 
Who nature, feeling, force, expression lack ; 
Who cause no tear, but gloomily pass by. 
And shake their sables in the wearied eve. 
That turns disgusted from the pompous scene. 
Proud without grandeur, with profusion, mean 1 
The tear for kindness past affection owes; 
For worth deceased the sigh from reason flows; 
E'en well-feign'd passion for our sorrows call. 
And real tears for mimic miseries fall : 
But this poor faroe has neither truth nor art 
To please the fancy or to touch the heart; 



Unlike the darkness of the sky, that pours 
On the dry ground its fertiluing showera; 
Unlike to that which strikes the soul with dread. 
When thunders roar and forky fires are shed ; 
Dark but not awful, dismal but yet mean. 
With anxious bustle moves the cumbrous scene; 
Presents no objects tender or profound, 
But spreads its cold unmeaning gloom around. 

When woes are feign'd, how ill such forms appear; 
And oh ! how needless, when the wo 's sincere. 

Slow to the vault they come, with heavy tread. 
Bending beneath the Lady and her lead ; 
A case of elm surrounds that ponderous -chest, 
Qose on tliat case the crimson velvet 's press'd ; 
Ungenerous this, that to the worm denies. 
With niggard-caution, his appointed priie; 
For now, ere yet he works his tedious way. 
Through cloth and wood and metal to his prey. 
That prey dissolving shall a mass remain. 
That fancy loatlies and worms themselves disdain. 

But see ! the master-mourner makes bis way, 
To end his office for the coffin'd clay ; 
Pleased that our rustic men and maids behold 
Hu plate like silver, and his studs like gold. 
As they approach to spell the age, the name, 
And all the titles of th' illustrious dame. — 
This as (my .duty done) some scholar read, 
A village-^ther look'd disdain and said : 
■ Away, my friends! why take such pains to know 
What some brave marble soon in church shall show ! 
Where not alone her gracious name shall stand. 
But how she lived — the blesnng of (he land; 
How much we all deplored the noble dead, 
What groans we utter'd and what tears we shed ; 
Tears, true as tliose, which in the sleepy eyes 
Of weeping cherubs on the stone shall rise ; 
Tears, true as those, which, ere she found her grave. 
The noble Lady to our sorrows gave.* 

Down by the church-way walk and where the brook 
Winds round^the chancel like a shepherd's crook; 
In tlial small house, with those green pales before. 
Where jasmine trails on either side the door; 
Where those dark shrubs that now grow wild at will. 
Were clipp'd in form and tantalized with skill ; 
Where cockles blanch'd and pebbles neatly spread, 
Form'd shining borders for the larkspurs' bed ;^ 
There lived a Lady, wise, austere, and nice. 
Who showed her virtue by her scorn of vice; 
In the dear fashions of her youth she dress'd, 
A pea-green Joseph was her ftivouritc vest; 
Erect she stood, she walk'd with stately mien. 
Tight was her length of stays, and she was tall and lean. 

There long she lived in maiden-state immured. 
From looks of love and treacherous man secured ; 
Though evil fame — (but tliat was long before) 
Had blown her dubious blast at Catherine's door : 
A Captain thitliei; rich from India came. 
And tliough a cousin call'd, it touch'd her fame : 
Her annual stipend rose from his behest. 
And all the long-prized treasures she posscss'd :^ 
If auglit like joy awhile appear'd to stay 
In that stern face, and chase those frowns away, 
'T was when her treasures she disposed for view, 
And heard the praises lo their splendour due; 
Silks beyond price, so rich, tliey 'd stand alone. 
And diamonds blazing on the buckled zone; 
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Rows of rare pearls by carious workmen sel, 
And bracelets fair in box of glossy jet; 
Bright polisli'd amber, precious from its size, 
Or forms the foirest fancy could devise : 
Her drawers of cedar, shut with secret springs, 
Conceal'd the watch of gold and rubied rings; 
Letters, long proofs of Iotc, and verses fine 
Round llie pink'd rims of crisped Valentine. 
Her china-closct, cause of daily care, 
For woman's wonder held her pcncill'd ware; 
That pictured wealth of China and Japan, 
Like its cold mistress, shunn'd the eye of man. 

Her neat small room, adorn'd with maiden-taste, 
A clipp'd French puppy, first of favourites, graced : 
A parrot next, but dead and stuff d with art ; 
(For Poll, when living, lost the Lady s heart, 
And then his life; for he was heard to speak 
Such frightful words as tinged his Lady's cheek:) 
Unhappy bird ! who had no power to prove, 
Save by such speech, his gratitude and love. 
A grey old cat his whiskers lick'd beside ; 
A type of sadness in the house of pride. 
The polish'd surface of an India chest, 
A glassy globe, in frame of ivory, prcss'd ; 
Where swam two finny creatures; one of gold, 
Of silver one ; both beauteous to behold : — 
All these were form'd the guiding taste to suit; 
The beasts well-manner'd and the fishes mute. 
A widow'd Auni was there, compeU'd by need 
The nymph to flatter and her tribe to feed ; 
Who, veiling well her scorn, endured the clog, 
Mute as the fish and fawning as the dog. 

As years increased, these treasures, her delight. 
Arose in value in their owner's sight : 
A miser knows that, view it as he will, 
A guinea kept is but a guinea still ; 
And so he puts it to its proper use. 
That something more this guinea may produce : 
But silks and rings, in the possessor's eyes. 
The oft'ner seen, the more in value rise. 
And thus are wisely hoarded to bestow 
The kind of pleasure tliat with years will grow. 

But what avail'd their worth, — if wortli had they, — 
In the sad summer of her slow decay 7 

Then we beheld her turn an anxious look 
From trunks and chests, and fix it on her book,— 
A rich-bound Book of Prayer the Captain gave, 
(Some Princess had it, or was said to have;) 
And then once more, on all her stores, look round, 
And draw a sigh so piteous and profound. 
That told, t Alas! how hard from these to part. 
And for new hopes and habits form the heart ! 
What shall I do, (she cried) my peace of mind 
To gain in dying, and to die resign'dl* 

« Hear,! we retum'd;— « these baubles east aside, 
Nor give thy God a rival in thy pride ; 
Thy closets shut, and ope thy kitchen's door ; 
Jltrre own thy fsiilings, heri invite the poor; 
A friend of Mammon let thy bounty make; 
For widows' prayers, thy vanities forsake ; 
And let the liungry, of thy pride, partake : 
Then shall thy inward eye with joy surrey 
The angel Mercy tempering Death's delay!* 

Alas ! 't was hard ; the treasures still had charms, 
Hope still its flattery, sickness its alarms; 



Still was the same unsettled, clouded view. 
And the same plaintive cry, • What shall 1 do 1» 

Nor change appear'd : for when her race was run, 
Doubtful we all exclaim'd, « What has been done?N 
Apart she lived, and still she lies alone; 
Yon earthy heap awaits the flattering stone, 
On which invention shall be long employ'd. 
To show the various worth of Catherine Lloyd. 

Next to these ladies, but in nought alfied, 
A noble peasant, Isaac Asliford, died. 
Noble he was, contemning all things mean, 
His truth unqucstion'd and his soul serene: 
Of no man's presence Isaac felt afraid; 
At no man's question Isaac look'd dismay'd : 
Sliame knew him not, he dreaded no disgrace ; 
Truth, simple truth, was written in his face; 
Yet while the serious thought his soul approved. 
Cheerful he seern'd, and gentleness he loved : 
To bliss domestic he his heart resign 'd, 
And, with the firmest, had the fondest mind: 
W'erc others joyful, he look'd smiling on. 
And gave allowance where he needed none; 
Good he refused with future ill to buy. 
Nor knew a joy tliat caused reflection's sigh ; 
A friend to virtue, his unclouded breast 
No envy stung, no jealousy distress'd ; 
(Bane of the poor! it wounds their weaker mind. 
To miss one favour which their neighbours find): 
Yet far was he from stoic pride remov]^ ; 
He felt humanely, and he warmly loved : 
I mark'd his action, when his infant died. 
And his old neighbour for offence was tried; 
The still tears, stealing down that furrow'd check, 
Spoke pity, plainer than the tongue can speak. 
If pride were his, 't was not their vulgar pride. 
Who, in their base contempt, the great deride; 
Nor pride in learning, — though my clerk agreed, 
If fate should call him, Ashford might succeed; 
Nor pride in rustic skill, although we knew 
None his superior, and his equals few : — 
But if that spirit in his soul had place. 
It was the jealous pride that shuns disgrace; 
A pride in honest ^me, by virtue gain'd. 
In sturdy boys to virtuous labours train 'd ; 
Pride, in the power that guards his country's coast. 
And all that Englishmen enjoy and boast; 
Pride, in a life that slander's tongue defied,— 
In fact, a noble passion, misnamed pride. 

He had no party's rage, no sect'ry's whim; 
Christian and countryman was all with him : 
True to his church he came ; no Sunday-shower 
Kept him at home in that important hour ; 
Nor his firm feet could one persuading sect. 
By the strong glare of their new light, direct ; — 
« On hope, in mine own sober light, I gare. 
But should be blind and lose it, in your blaze. ■ 

In times severe, when many a sturdy swain 
Felt it hisj>ride, his comfort, to complain; 
Isaac their wants would soothe, his own would hide, 
And feel in that his comfort and his pride. 

At length he found, when seventy years were run, 
His strength departed, and his labour done; 
When he, save honest fame, ix^tain'd no more. 
But lost his wife and saw his children poor : 
T was then, a spark of — say not discontent — 
Struck on his mind, and thus he gave it vent : 
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« Kind are your laws, ('t is ooi to be deniad,) 
That in yon house, for ruin'd age, provide. 
And they are just; ~when young, wc give you all, 
And for assistance in our weakness call. — 
V^hy then this proud reluctance to be fed, 
To join your poor, and eat the parish-bread ! 
But yet I linger, loth with him to feed 
Who gains his plenty by the sons of need; 
He who, by contract, all your paupers look. 
And gauges stomachs with an anxious look : 
On some old master I could well depend, 
See him with joy, and thank him as a friend ; 
But ill on him, who doles the day's supply, 
And counts our chances, who at night may die: 
Yet help me, HeaT n ! and let me not complain 
Of what I suffer, but my fato sustain.* 

Such were his thoughts, and so resign 'd he grew; 
Daily he placed the workhouse in his riew ! 
But came not there, for sudden was his fate, 
lie dropp'd, expiring, at his cottage-gate. 

I feel his absence in the hours of prayer. 
And view his seat and sigh for Isaac there: 
I see no more thoee white locks thinly spread 
Round the bald polish of that honour'd head ; 
No more that awful glance on playful wight, 
Gompell'd to kneel and tremble at the sight, 
To fold his fingers, all in dread the while, 
Till Mister Ashford soflen'd to a smile; 
No more that meek and suppliant look in prayer, 
Nor the pure faith (to gire it force), are there .--^ 
But he is bless'd, and I lament no more 
A wise good man contented to be poor. 

Then died a Bambler; not the one who sails 
And tnioks, for female fovoun, beads and naib ; 
Not one, who posts foom place to place — of men 
And manners treating with a flying pen ; 
Not he, who climbs, for prospects, &iowdens height. 
And chides tJM clouds that intercept the sight; 
No curious shell, rare plant, or brilliant spar, 
Enticed our traveler from his home so far; 
But all the reason, by himself aasign'd 
For so much rambling, was, a restless mind ; 
As on, from place to place, without intent. 
Without reflection, Robin Dingley went. 

Not that by nature; — never man was found 
Less prone to wander from his parish-bound : 
Claudian's old Man, to whom all scenes were new. 
Save those where he and when his apples grew, 
Resembled Robin, who around would look. 
And his horixon, for the earth's, mistook. 

To this poor fwain a keen Attorney came;— 
■ I give thee joy, good fellow ! on thy name; \ 
The rich old D^^cy 's dead;^no child has he, 
Nor wife, nor will ; bis all is left for thee : 
To be his fortune's heir thy claim is good; 
Thou hast the name, and we will prove the bIood.» 

The claim was made ; 't was tried,-^it would not stand ; 
They proved the blood, but were refused the land. 

Assured of wealth, this man of simple heart, 
To every friend had predisposed a part : 
His wife had hopes indulged of various kind ; 
The three Miss Dingleyshad their school assign'd, 
Masters were sought for what they each required. 
And books were bought and harpsichords were hired : 
So high was hope :— the failure touch'd his brain, 
A nd Robin never was himself again ; 



Yet he no wrath, no angry wish express'd, 
But tried, in vain, to labour or to rat; 
Then cast his bundle on his back, and went 
He knew not whither, nor for what intent. 

Years fled ;— -of Robin all remembrance past, 
When home he wander 'd in his rags at last : 
A sailor's jacket on liis limbs was thrown, 
A sailor's story he had made his ovm ; 
Had suffered battles, prisons, tempests, storms. 
Encountering death in all his ugliest forms : 
Hu checks were haggard, hollow was his eye, 
Where madness lurk'd, conccaFd in misery ; 
Want and th' ungentle world, had taught a part. 
And prompted cunning to that simple heart : 
• He now bethought him, he would roam no more. 
But live at home, and labour as before.* 

Here clothed and fed, no sooner he began 
To round and redden, than away he ran : 
His wife was dead, their children past his aid : 
So, unmolested, from his home he stra/d : 
Six years elapsed, when, worn with want and pain, 
Came Robin, wrapt in all his rags, again : — 
We chide, we pity j—placed among our poor. 
He fed again, and was a man once more. 

As when a gaunt and hungry fox is found, 
Entrapp'd alive in some rich hunter's ground; 
Fed for the field, although each day 's a feast. 
Fatten you may, but never Came the beast ; 
A house protects him, savoury viands sustain ; 
But loose his neck and off he goes again : 
So stole our vagrant from his warm retreat, 
To rove a prowler and be deem'd a cheat. 

Hard was his fere ; for, him at length we saw, 
In cart convey'd, and laid supine on straw. 
His feeble voice now spoke a sinking heart ; 
His groans now told the motions of the cart; 
And when it stopp'd, he tried in vain to stand ; 
Closed was his eye, and clench'd his clammy hand ; 
Life ebb'd apace, and our best aid no more 
Could his weak sense or'^dying heart restore : 
But now he fell, a victim to the snare 
That vile attorneys for the weak prepare; — 
They who, when profit or resentment call. 
Heed not the groaning victim tliey enthrall. 

Then died lamented, in the strength of life, 
A valued Mother and a feithful Wife, 
Call'd not away, when time had loosed each hold 
On the fond heart, and each desire grew cold ; 
But when, to all that knit us to our kind, 
She felt fast-bound, as charity can bind; — 
Not when the ilto of age, its pain, its care. 
The drooping spirit for its fate prepare ; 
And, each affection failing, leaves the heart 
Loosed feom life's charm and willing to depart ;— 
But all her ties the strong invader broke, 
In all their strength, by one tremendous stroke! 
Sudden and swift the eager pest came on. 
And terror grew, till every hope was gone : 
Still those around appear'd for hope to seek ! 
But view'd the sick and were afraid to speak. — 

Slowly they bore, with solemn step, the dead ; 
When grief grew loud and bitter tears were shed : 
My part began ; a crowd drew near the place, 
Awe in each eye, alarm in every face : 
So swift the ill, and of so fierce a kind. 
That fear with pity mingled in each mind ; 
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Friends wiili die husband came their griefs to blend ; 

For good-man Frankfbrd was to all a friend. 

The last-bom boy they held above the bier. 

He knew not grief, but cries express'd his fear; 

Each different age and sex reveal'd its pain. 

In now a louder, now a lower strain ; 

While the meek father, listening to their tones, 

Swell'd the full cadence of the grief by groans. 

The elder sister strove her pangs to hide, 
And soothing words to younger minds applied : 
« Be still, be patient, » oft she strove to say; 
But fail'd as oft, and weeping turn'd away. 

Curious and sad, upon the fresh-dug hill, 
The village-lads stood melancholy still ; 
And idle children, wandering to and fro, 
As Nature guided, took the tone of wo. 

Arrived at home, how then they gazed around. 
In every place,— 'where she — no more was found ; — 
The seat at table she was wont to fill ; 
The fire-side chair, still set, but vacant still ; 
The garden-walks, a labour all her own ; 
The latticed bower, with trailing shrubs o'ergrown ; 
The Sunday-pew she fill'd with all her race, — 
Each place of hers, was now a sacred place. 
That, while it call'd up sorrows in the eyes, 
Pierced the full heart, and forced them still to rise. 

Oh sacred sorrow ! by whom souls are tried. 
Sent not to punish mortals, but to guide ; 
If thou art mine, (and who shall proudly dare 
To tell his Maker, he has had his share?) 
Still let me feel for what thy pangs are sent, 
And be my guide and not my punisliment! 

Of Leah Cousins next the name appears. 
With honours crown'd, and bless'd with length of years, 
Save that she lived to feel, in life's decay. 
The pleasure die, the honours drop away ; 
A matron she, whom every village-wife 
View'd as the help and guardian of her life; 
Fathers and sons, indebted to her aid, 
Respect to her and her profession paid ; 
Who in the house of plenty largely fed, 
Tet took her station at the pauper's bed; 
Nor from that duty could be bribed again. 
While fear or danger urged her to remain : 
In her experience all her friends relied, 
Heaven was her hejp and nature was her guide. 

Thus Leah lived ; long trusted, much caress'd. 
Till a Town-Dame a youthful F^mer bless'd ; 
A gay vain bride, who would example give 
To that poor village where she deign'd to Kve ; 
Some few months past, she sent, in hour of need. 
For Doctor GlibH, who came with wondrous speed ; 
Two days he waited, all his art applied. 
To save the mother when her infant died :— 
• T was well I came,* at last he deign'd to say ; 
■ T was wondrous well ; a — and proudly rode away. 
The news ran round ; — ■ How vast the Doctor's pow'r ! 
He saved the Lady in the trying hour ; 
Saved her from death, when she was dead to hope. 
And her fond husband had resigned her op : 
So all, like her, may evil fate defy. 
If Doctor Glibb, with saving hand, be nigh.* 

Fame (now hit friend), fear, novelty and whim, 
And fashion, sent the varying sex to him : 
From this, eontention in the vilbge rose ; 
And these the Dame espoused ; the Doctor Aose : 



The wealthier part, to him and science went; 
With luck and her the poor remain'd content. 

The matron sigh'd ; for she was vex'd at heart. 
With so much profit, so much fame to part: 

• So long successful in my art,* she cried, 

• And this proud man, so young and so untried!* 

« Nay,* said the Doctor, « dare you trust your wives. 
The joy, the pride, the solace of your lives. 
To one who acts and knows no reason why, 
But trusts, poor hag ! to luck for an ally ? — 
Who, on experience, can her claims advance. 
And own the powers of accident and chance ? 
A whining dame, who prays in danger's view, 
(A proof the knows not what beside to do ! ) 
What's her experience ? In the time that 's gone. 
Blundering she wrought, and still she blunders on : — 
And what is Nature? One who acts in aid 
Of gossips half asleep, and half afraid : 
With such allies I scorn my fame to blend. 
Skill is my luck and courage is my friend : 
No slave to Nature, 't is my chief delight 
To win my way and act in her despite : — 
Trust then my art, that, in itself complete, 
Needs no assistance and fears no defeat.* 

Warm'd by her well-spiced ale and aiding pipe. 
The angry matron grew for contest ripe. 

■ Can you,* she said, * ungrateful and unjust. 
Before experience, ostentation trust! 
What is your hazard, foolish daughters, tell 7 
If safe, you 're certain ; if secure, you 're well : 
That I have luck must friend and foe confess. 
And what 's good judgment but a lucky guess ? 
He boasts but what he can do : — will you run 
From me, your friend ! who, all he boasts, have done? 
By proud and learned words his powers are known ; 
By healthy boys and handsome girls my own : 
Wives! fathers! children ! by my help you live; 
Has this pale Doctor more than life to give? 
No stunted cripple hops the village round ; 
Your hands are active and your heads are sound : 
My lads are all your fields and flocks require; 
My lasses all those sturdy lads admire. 
Can this proud leech, with all his boasted skill. 
Amend the soul or body, wit or will ? 
Does he for courts the sons of farmers frame, 
Or make the daughter differ from the dame? 
Or, whom he brings into this world of wo. 
Prepares he them their part to undergo ? 
If not, this stranger from your doors repel. 
And be content to he and to be well.* 

She spake ; but, ah ! with words loo strong and plain ; 
Her warmlli offended, and her truth was vain : 
The many left her, and the friendly ^^ra>, 
If never colder, yet they older grew ; 
Till, unemploy'd, she fdt her spirits droop. 
And took, insidious aid ! th* inspiring cup ; 
Grew poor and peevish as her powers decay'd, 
And propp'd th^ tottering ^me with stronger aid,— 
Then died ! — I saw our careful swains convey. 
From this our changeful worid, the matron's clay, 
Who to this world, at least, with equal care. 
Brought them its changes, good and ill to share. 

Now to his grave was Roger CufF conveyed. 
And strong resentment's lingering spirit laid. 
Shipwreck'd in youth, he home retum'd and found 
lib brethren three — and thrice they wish'd himdrown'd. 
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• I« this a landman's Iotc? Be certain Uien, 
We part for ever!- — and they cried, • Anien!t 

IIU words were truth's: — Some forty summers fled. 
His brethren died, his kin supposed him dead: 
Three nephews these, one sprightly niece, and one. 
Less near in blood— they call'd him surty Jchn ; 
lie work'd in woods apart from all his kind, 
Fierce were his looks and moody was liis mind. 

For home the Sailor now b«gan to sigh : 
« The dogs are dead, and I'll return and die ; 
When all I have, my gains, in years of care, 
The younger Guffs with kinder souls shall share:— 
Yet hold! I'm rich ;— with one consent they'll say, 
You're welcome. Uncle, as the flowers in May.' 
No; I'll disguise, me, be in tatters dress'd, 
And ben befriend the lads who treat me best. ■ 

Now all his kindred, — neither rich nor poor, — 
Kept the w<^ want some distance from the door. 
In piteous plight he knock'd at George's gale, 
And begg'd for aid, as he described his state: — 
But stem was George;^* Let (hem who had thee strong. 
Help thee to drag thy weaken'd frame along; 
To us a stranger, while your limbs would move. 
From us depart and try a stranger s love : — 
Ila! dost thou murmur 7» — for, in Roger's throat. 
Was • Rascal!* rinng with disdainful note. 

To pious James he then his prayer addreis'd ; — 
kGood lack,* quoth James, « thy sorrows pierce my breast; 
And, had I wealth, as have my brethren twain. 
One board should feed us and one roof contain : 
But plead I will thy cause and 1 will pray: 
And so farewell! Heaven help thee on thy way!* 
« Scoundrd!" said Roger, (but apart;) — and told 
Uis case to Peter; — Peter too was cold : — 

■ The rates are high ; wc have a-many poor; 
But 1 will think,* he said, and shut the door. . 

Then the gay Niece the seeming pauper presa'd;— « 
« Turn, Nancy, turn, and view this form distress'd: 
Akin to tliine is this declining frame. 
And this poor beggar claims an Uncle's name.* 

• Avaunl! begone!* the courteous maiden said, 
« Thou vile impostor ! Uncle Roger's dead: 

1 hale tliee, beast; thy look my spirit shocks! 
Ob ! that I saw thee starving in the stocks !• 

• My gentle niece !• he said— and sought the wood.— 

■ I hunger, fellow; prithee, give me food !* 

• Ghre ! am I rich? This hatchet take, and try 
Thy proper straigth, nor give those limbs the lie; 
Work,, fbed thyself^ to thine own powers appeal. 
Nor whine out woes, thine own right-hand can heal : 
And while that hand is thine and thine a 1^, 
Scorn of the proud or of the base to beg. * 

■ Gome, surly John, thy wealthy kinsman view,* 
Old Roger said:— « thy words are brave and true; 
Gome, live with me: we'll vei those scoundrel>boys. 
And that prim shrew shall, envying, hear our joys. — 
Tobacco's glorious fume all day we '11 share. 
With beef and brandy kill all kinds of care; 
We '11 beer and biscuit on our table heap. 
And rail at rascals, till we fall asleep.* 

Such was their life: but when the woodman died. 
His griering kin for Roger s smiles applied — 
In vain; he shut, with stem rebuke, the door, 
And dying, built a refuge for the poor ; 
With this restriction, That no Guff should share 
One meal, or shelter for one moment there. 



My record en<ls : — But hark ! e'en now 1 hear 
The bell of death, and know not whose to fear: 
Our farmers all, and all our hinds were well; 
In no man's cottage danger secm'd to dwell : 
Yet denjih of man proclaim these heavy chimes. 
For thrice they sound, with pausing space, three times. 

« Go; of my sexton seek, Whose days are sped? — 
What ! he, himself !— and is old Dibble dead7» 
His eightieth year he reach'd, still undecay'd. 
And rectors five to one close vault convey'd : 
But he is gone; his care and skill I lose. 
And gain a mournful subject for my Muse: 
His masters lost, he 'd oft in turn deplore. 
And kindly add,— « Heaven grant, 1 lose no more!* 
Yet, while he spake, a sly and pleasant glance 
Appear'd at variance with his complaisance : 
For, as lie told their fate and varying worth. 
He archly look'd^ — *I yet may bear thee forth. » 
« When firsts— (he so began) — « my trade I plied, 
Good master Addle was the parish-guide; 
His clerk and sexton, I beheld with fear 
Uis stride majtf tic, and his frown severe ; 
A noble pillar of the church he stood, 
Adora'd with coll^e-gown and parish-hood : 
Then as he paced the haUow'd aisles about, 
Ik* fill'd the sevenfold surplice fairly out ! 
But in his pulpit, wearied down with prayer, 
He sat and secm'd as in his study's chair ; 
For while the anthem swell'd, and when it ceased, 
Th' expecting people view'd their slumbering priest: 
Who, dozing, died. — Our Parson PeeJe was next ; 

* I will not Sparc you,' was his favourite text; 
Nor did he spare, but caised them many a pound ; 
Ev'n me he mulct for my poor rood of groimd ; 
Yet cared he nought, but with a gibing speech, 
*\yliat should I do,' quoth he, * but what I preach?' 
His piercing jokes (and he 'd a plenteous store) 
Were dairly offer'd both to rich and poor; 

His scorn, his love, in playful words he spoke; 

Uis pity, praise, and promise, were a joke : 

But though so young and bless'd with spirits high, 

He died as grave as any judge could die : 

The strong attack subdued his lively powers, — 

His was the grave, and Doctor Graodspear ours. 

« Then were there golden times the village round ; 
In his abundance all appear'd t' abound ; 
Liberal iuid rich, a plenteous board he spread, 
F/en cool Dissenters at hu table fed ; 
Who wish'd, and hoped,— and thought a man so kind 
A way to Heaven, though not their own, might find; 
To them, to all, he was polite and free, 
Kind to the poor, and, ah ! most kind to me. 
' Ralph,' would he say, * Ralph Dibble, thou art old ; 

* That doublet fit, 't will keep thoe ftom the cold : 

' How does my sexton ? — What ! the times are hard ; 
« Drive Aat stout pig, and pen him in thy yard.' 
But most, his rev'rencc loved a mirthful jest: — 
' Tliy coat is thin ; why, man, thou 'rt barely dress'd; 
' It's worn to th' thread : but I have nappy beer ; 
' Glap that within, and sec how they will wear!' 

• Gay days were these ; but they were quickly past : 
When fint he came, we found he couldn't last : 
A whoreson cough (and at the fall of leaf) 
Upset him quite:— hut what's the gain of pricf ? 

M Then came the Author-Rector : his delight 
Was all in books ; to read them, or to write : 
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Women and men he strove alike to shun. 

And hurried homeward when his tasks were done : 

Courteous enou^^h, but careless what he said, 

For points of learning he resenred his head ; 

And when addressincf either poor or rich, 

He knew no better than his cassock which : 

He, like an osier, was of pliant kind, 

Erect by nature, but to bend inclined ; 

Not like a creeper Mling to the ground. 

Or meanly catching on the neighbours round : — 

Careless was he of surplice, hood, and band, — 

And kindly took them as they came to hand : 

Nor like the doctor, wore a world of hat. 

As if he sought for dignity in that : 

lie talk'd, he gave, but not with cautious rules : — 

Nor turn'd from gipsies, vagabonds, or fools; 

It was his nature, but they thought it whim, 

And so our beaux and beauties turn'd from him : 

Of questions, much he wrote, profound and dark, — 

How spake the serpent, and where stopp'd the ark ; 

From what far land the Queen of Sheba came; 

Who Salem's priest, and what hu father's name; 

He made the Song of Songs its mysteries yield, 

And Revelations, to the world, reveal'd. 

He sleeps i' the aisle, — but not a stone records 

His name or fame, his actions or his words : 

And truth, your reverence, when 1 look around. 

And mark the tombs in our sepulchral ground, 

(Though dare I not of one man's hope to doubt), 

I 'd join the party who repose without. 

u Next came a youth from Cambridge, and, in truth, 
He was a sober and a comely youth ; 
He blush 'd in meekness as a modest man. 
And gain'd attention ere his task began ; 
When preaching, seldom ventured on reproof, 
Out touch 'd his neighbours tenderly enough. 
Him, in his youth, a clamorous sect aasail'd. 
Advised and censured, flatter 'd, — and prevail'd. — 
Then did he much his sober hearers vex. 
Confound the simple, and the sad perplex ; 
To a new style his reverence rashly took ; 
Ix>ud grew his voice, to threat'ning swell'd his look ; 
Above, below, on either side, he gazed, 
Amaiing all, and most himself amazed : 
No more he read his preachments pure and plain. 
But launch 'd outright, and rose and sank again : 
At times he smiled in scorn, at times he wept, 
And such sad coil with words of vengeance kept, 
That our best sleepers started as they slept. 

«* Conviction comes like lightning,' he would cry; 
' In vain you seek it, and in vain you fly ; 
T is like the nislting of the mighty wind, 
Unseen its progress, but its power you find; 
It strikes the child ere yet its reason wakes; 
His reason fled, the ancient sire it shakes ; 
The proud, learn 'd man, and him who loves to know 
How and from whenne these gtuts of grace will blow. 
It shuns, — but sinners in their way impedes, 
And sots and harlots visits in their deeds : 
Of foith and penance it supplies the place ; 
Assures the vilest that they live by grace. 
And, without running, makes them win the race.' 

t Such was the doctrine our young prophet taught ; 
And here conviction, there confusion wrought; 
When his thin cheek assumed a deadly hue. 
And all the rose to one small spot withdrew : 



They call'd it hectic; 't was a fiery flush, 

More fix'd and deeper than the maiden blush ; 

His paler lips the pearly teeth disclosed. 

And lab'ring lungs the length'ning speech opposed. 

No more his span-girth shanks and quiv'ring thighs 

Upheld a body of the smaller size; 

But down he sank upon his dying bed, 

And gloomy crotchets fill'd his wandering head. — 

t 'Spite of my faith, all-saving ^ith,' he cried, 
* I fear of worldly works the wicked pride ; 
Poor as I am, degraded, abject, blind. 
The good I 've wrought slill rankles in my mind ; 
My alms-deeds all, and every deed I 've done, 
My moral-rags defile me every one ; 
It should not be : — what say'st thou? tell me, Ralph.' 
Quoth I, * Your reverence, I believe, you 're safe ; 
Your faith 's your prop, nor have you pass'd such time 
In life's good-works as swell them to a crime. 
If 1 of pardon for my sins were sure, 
About my goodness I would rest secure.' 

« Such was his end ; and mine approaches fast; 
I "ve seen my best of preachers, — and my last.* — 

He bow'd, and archly smiled at what he said, 
Civil but sly : — « And is old Dibble dead?> 

Yes ! he is gone : and wi are going all ; 
Like flowers we wither, and like leaves we ^11; — 
Here, with an infant, joyful sponsors come, 
Then bear the new-made Christian to its home; 
A few short years and we behold him stand, 
To ask a blessing, with his bride in hand : 
A few, still seeming shorter, and we hear 
j His widow weeping at her husbands bier: — 
! Thus, as the montlis succeed, shall infants take 
Their names; tlius parents shall the child forsake; 
Thus brides again and bridegrooms blithe shall kneel, 
By love or law compell'd their vows to seal. 
Ere I again, or one like me, explore 
These simple annals of the Villaob Pool. 
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Books afford Consolation to the troubled Mind, by sub- 
stimting a lighter Kind of Distress for its own — They 
are productive of other Advantages : — An Author's 
Hope of being known in distint Times — Arrange- 
ment of the Library — Size and Form of the Volumes 
— The ancient Folio, clasped and chained — Fashion 
prevalent even in this Place — The Mode of publishing 
in Numbers, I*amphlets, etc. — Subjects of the diffe- 
rent Classes — Divinity — Controversy—The Friends of 
Religion often more dangerous than her Foes— Scep- 
tical Authors — ^Reason too much rejected by the for- 
mer Converts; exclusively relied upon by the latter — 
Philosophy ascending through the Scale of Being to 
moral Subjects — Books of Medicine : their Variety, 
Variance, and Proneness to System : the Evil of this, 
and the Difficulty it causes — Farewell to this Study^ 
Law: the increasing Number of its Volumes — Sup- 
posed happy Stale of Man without Laws — Progress of 
Society — Historians: their Subjects — Dramatic Au- 
thors, Tragic and Comic — Ancient Romances — The 
Captive Heroine^Happiness in the Perusal of such 
Books: why—Criticism — Apprehensions of the An- 
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thor : removed by the Appearance of the Genius of 
the Place ; {whose Reaaoning and Admonition con- 
clude the Subject. 



, WHBif the sad soul, by care^and grief oppreis'd, 
Looks round the world, but looks in Tain for rest; 
When every object that appears in view, 
Partakes her gloom and seems dejected too ; 
Where shall affliction from itself retire? 
Where fade away and placidly expire? 
Alas! we fly to silent scenes in vain; 
Care blasts the honours of the flow'ry plain : 
Care veils in clouds the sun's meridian beam, 
Sighs through the grove and murmura in the stream ; 
For when the soul is labouring in despair, 
In vain the body breathes a purer air : 
Xo slorm-toes'd sailor sighs for slumbering seas, — 
fie dreads the tempest, but invokes the breese ; 
On the smooth mirror of the deep resides 
Heflecled wo, and o'er unruffled tides 
The ghost of every former danger glides. 
Thus, in the calms of life, we only see 
A steadier image of our misery ; ^ 

But lively gales and gently-clouded skies 
Disperse the sad reflections as they rise ; 
And busy thoughts and little cares avail 
To ease the mind, when rest and reason fail. 
When the dull thought, by no designs employ'd, 
Dwelb on the past, or suffer'd or enjoy'd, 
We bleed anew in every former grief, 
And joys departed furnish no relief. 

Not Hope henelf, with all her flattering art, 
Can cure this stubborn sickness of the heart : 
The soul disdains each comfort she prepares. 
And anxious searches for congenial cares; 
Those lenient cares, which, with our own combined. 
By mix'd sensations ease th' afflicted mind. 
And steal our grief away, and leave their own behind ; 
A lighter grief! which feeling hearts endure 
Without regret, nor e'en demand a cure. 

But what strange art, what magic can dispose 
The troubled mind to change its native woes? 
Or lead us willing from ourselves to see 
Otliers more wretched, more undone than we? 
This, books can do;— nor this alone; they give 
New views to life, and teach us how to live; 
They soothe the grieved, the stubborn they chastise. 
Fools they admonish, and confirm the wise : 
Their aid they yield to aU : they never shun 
The man of sorrow, nor the wretch undone : 
Unlike the hard, the selfish, and the proud. 
They fly not sullen from the suppliant crowd; 
Nor tell to various people various things. 
But show to subjects, what they show to kings. 

Gome, Child of Care! to make tlty soul serene. 
Approach the treasures of this tranquil scene; 
Survey the dome, and, as the doors unfold, 
The soul's best cure, in all her cares, behold ! 
Where mental wealth the poor in thought may find. 
And mental physic the diseased in mind ; 
See here the balms that passion's wounds assuage; 
See coolers here, that damp the fire of rage ; 
Here alt'ratives, by slow degrees control 
The chronic habits of the sickly soul ; 



' And round the heart and o'er the aching head. 
Mild opiates here their sober influence shed. 
Now bid thy soul man's busy scenes exclude, 
.\nd view composed this silent multitude :— 
Silent they are, but, though deprived of sound, 
Here all tlie living languages abound ; 
Here all that live no more; preserved they lie, 
In tombs that open to the curious eye. 

BIcss'd be tlie gracious Power, who taught mankind 
To stamp a lasting image of the mind I 
Beasts may convey, and tuneful birds nuay sing, 
Their mutual feelings, in the opening spring; 
But man alone has skill and power to send 
The heartTs warm dictates to the distant friend : 
T is hu alone to please, instruct, advise 
Ages remote, and nations yet to rise. 

In sweet repose, when labour^s children sleep. 
When joy fbigcts to smile and care to weep, 
When passion slumbers in the lover's breast. 
And fear and guilt partake the balm of rest. 
Why then denies the studious man to share 
Man's common good, who feels his common care? 

Because the hope is his, that bids him fly 
Night's soft repose, and sleep's mild power defy ; 
That after-Ages may repeat his praise. 
And dime's fair meed be his, for length of days. 
Delightful prospect! when we leave behind 
A worthy offspring of the fruitful mind ! 
Which, bom and nursed through many an anxious day, 
Shall all our labour, all our care repay. 

Yet all are not these births of noble kind, 
Not all the children of a vigorous mind ; 
But where the wisest should alone preside. 
The weak wouhl rule us, and the blind would guide ; 
Nay, man's best efforts taste of num, and show 
The poor and troubled source from which they flow : 
Where most he triumphs, we his wants perceiTS, 
And for his weakness in his wisdom grieve. 
But though imperfect all ; yet wisdom loves 
This scat serene, and rirtue's self approves:^ 
Here come the grieved, a change of thought to find ; 
The curious here, to feed a craving mind ; 
Here the devout their peaceful temple chuse ; 
And here the poet meets his favouring muse. 

With awe, around these silent walks I tread ; 
These are the lasting mansions of the dead : — 

• Tlie dead,! methinks a thousand tongues reply; 

• These are the tombs of such as cannot die ! 
Crown'd with eternal fame, they sit sublime. 
And laugh at all the little strife of time.* 

Hail, then, immortals ! ye who sliine above, 
Each, in his sphere, the literary Jove; 
And ye the common people of these skies, 
A humbler crowd of nameless deities; 
Whether 't is yours to lead the willing mind 
Through history's mazes, and the turnings find ; 
Or whether, led by science, ye retire, 
Lost and bewilder'd in the vast desire ; 
Whether tlie Muse invites you to her bowers. 
And crowns your placid brows with living flowers; 
Or godlike wisdom teaches you to show 
The noblest road to happiness below ; 
Or men and manners prompt the easy page 
To mark the flying follies of the age : 
Whatever good yc boast, that good impart; 
Inform the head and rectify the heart. 
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Lo ! all in silence, all in order stand. 
And mighty folios first, a lordly band; 
Then quartos their well-order'd ranks maintain, 
And light octavos fill a spacious plain : 
See yonder, ranged in more frequented rows, 
A humbler band of duodecimos; 
While undistinguish'd trifles swell the scene, 
The last new play and frilter'd magazine. 
Thus 't is in life, where first the proud, the great. 
In leagued assembly keep tlieir cumbrous state; 
Heavy and huge, they fill the world with dread, 
Are much admired, and are but little read: 
The commons next, a middle rank, arc found; 
Professions fruitful pour their offspring round ; 
Reasoners and wits are next tlieir place allow'd. 
And last, of vulgar tribes a countless crowd. 

First, let us view the form, the size, the dress ; 
For these the manners, nay the mind express; 
That weight of wood, with leathern coat o'erlaid ; 
Those ample clasps, of solid metal made ; 
The close-press'd leaves, unclosed for many an age ; 
The dull red edging of the wcll-fill'd page ; 
On the broad back the stubborn ridges roll'd, 
Where yet the title stands in tarnish'd gold; 
These all a sage and labour'd work proclaim, 
A painful candidate for lasting fame : 
No idle wit, no trifling verse can lurk 
In the deep bosom of that weighty work; 
No playful thoughts degrade the solemn style, 
Nor one light sentence claims a transient smile, 
lience, in these times, untouch'd the pages lie, 
And slumber out their immortality : 
They had their day, when, after all his toil, 
His morning study, and his midnight oil. 
At length an author's oiti great work appcar'd, 
Ry patient hope, and length of days, endcar'd : 
Expecting nations hail'd it from the press ; 
Poetic friends prcfix'd each kind address; 
Princes and kings received the pond'rous gift, 
And ladies read the work they could not lift. 
Fashion, tliougli Folly's child, and guide of fools, 
Rules e'en the wisest, and in learning rules; 
From crowds and courts to Wisdom's seat she goes, 
And reigns triumphant o'er her mother's foes. 
For lo! these fav'ritcs of the ancient mode 
Lie all neglected like the Birth-day Ode; 
Ah ! needless now this weight of massy chain;' 
Safe in themselves, the once-loved works remain ; 
No readers now invade their still retreat, 
None try to steal them from their parent-seat ; 
Like ancient beauties, they may now discard 
Chains, bolts, and locks, and lie without a guard. 
Our patient fathers trifling themes laid by, 
And roll'd o'er laboured works th' attentive eye; 
Page after page, th' much-enduring men 
Explored, the deeps and shallows of ihe pen; 
Till, every former note and comment known, 
They mark'd the spacious margin with their own : 
.Minute corrections proved their studious care; 
The little index, pointing, told us where; 
And many an emendation show'd the age 
Ix)ok'd far beyond the rubric title-page. 



' Ib tlM aiore taeleBt libraries, work* of ▼■!■• and iaportanoe 
were fatlMsd to tbeir pUiom by ■ loofth of chtin ; ind »i(bt to be 
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Our nicer palates lighter labours seek, 
Cloy'd with a folio-^umfrer once a week ; 
Bibles, with cuts and comments, thus go down: 
E'en light Voltaire is number'd through the town : 
Thus physic flies abroad; and thus the law, 
From men of study, and from men of straw ; 
Abstracts, abridgments, please the fickle times. 
Pamphlets and plays, and politics and rhymes: 
But though to write be now a task of ease, 
The task is hard by manly arls to pleav, 
When all our weakness is exposed to view, 
And half our judges are our rivals too. 

Amid these works, on which the eager eye 
Delights to fix, or glides reluctant by, 
WMien all combined, their decent pomp display, 
Where shall we first our early offering pay ? — 

To thee, Divinity I to tliee, the light 
And guide of mortals, through their mental night; 
By whom we learn our hopes and fears to guide ; 
To bear with pain, and to contend with pride; 
When grieved, to pray; when injured, to forgive; 
And with the world in charity to live. 
Not truths like these inspired that numerous race, 
Whose pious labours fill this ample space ; 
BuIp questions nice, where doubt on doubt arose. 
Awaked to war the long-contending foes. 
For dubious meanings, leam'd polemics strove, 
And wars on faith prevented works of love; 
The brands of discord far around were hurl'd, 
And holy wrath inflamed a sinful world : — 
Dull though impatient, peevish though devout. 
With wit distrusting and despised witliout; 
Saints in design, in execution men, 
Peace in tlieir looks, and vengeance in their pen. 

Melhinks I see, and sicken at the sight. 
Spirits of spleen from yonder pile alight; 
Spirits who prompted every damning page. 
With pontiff pride, and still-increasing rage, 
Lo ! how they stretch their gloomy wings around. 
And lash with furious strokes the trembling ground! 
They pray, they fight, they murder, and they weep, — 
Wolves in their vengeance, in their manners sheep; 
Too well they act tlie prophet's fatal part. 
Denouncing evil with a zealous heart ; 
And each, like Jonas, is displeased if God 
Repent his anger, or withhold bis rod. 

But here the dormant fury rests unsought, 
And Zeal sleeps soundly by the foes she fought; 
Here all the rage of controversy ends. 
And rival zealots rest like bosom-friends : 
An Athanasian here, in deep repose. 
Sleeps with the fiercest of his Arian foes ; 
Socinians here with Calvin ists abide. 
And thin partitions angry chiefs divide ; 
Here wily Jesuits simple Quakers meet. 
And Bellarmine has rest at Luthei's feet. 
Great authors, for the church's glory fired. 
Arc, for the church's peace, to rest retired ; 
And close beside, a mystic, maudlin race. 
Lie, • Crums of Comfort for the Babes of Grace.* 

Against her foes Religion well defends 
Her sacred truths, but often fears her frienda; 
If learn'd, their pride, if weak, their zeal she dreads. 
And their hearts' weakness, who have soundest heads; 
But most she fears the controversial pen, 
Tlie holy strife of disputatious men ; 
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Who the hless'd Goftpel't peaeefal page explore, 
Only to fight agaiiisc its precepts more. 

Near to these seats, behold yon slender frames, 
All closely fiU'd and mark'd with modem names; 
Where no liair science erer shows her hice. 
Few sparks of genius, and no spark of grace ; 
There sceptics rest, a still-increasing throng, 
And stretch their widening wings ten thousand strong : 
Some in close fight their dubious claims maintain ; 
Some skirmish lightly, fly and fight again ; 
Coldly profane, and impiously gay, 
Their end the same, though rarious in their way. 

When first Religion came to bless the land. 
Her friends were then a firm believing band ; 
To doubt was, then, to plunge in guilt extreme, 
And all was gospel that a monk could dream ; 
Insulted Reason fled the groVling soul, 
For Fear to guide, and Tisions to control : 
But now, when Reason has assumed her throne, 
She, in her turn, demands to reign alone; 
Rejecting all that lias beyond her Tiew, 
And, being judge, will be a witness too: 
Insulted Faith then leaves the doubtful mind. 
To seek for truth, without a power to find ; 
Ah 1 when will both in friendly beams unite. 
And pour on erring man resistless light? 

Next to the seats, well stored with works divine. 
An ample space, Philosopbt! is thine ; 
Our reason's guide, by whose assisting light 
We trace the moral bounds of wrong and right; 
Our guide through nature, from the sterile day. 
To the bright orbs of yon celestial way ! 
'T is thine, the great, the golden chain to trace. 
Which runs through all, connecting race with race ; 
Save where those puxzling, stubborn links remain. 
Which thy inferior light pursues in vain : — 
How vice and virtue in the soul contend ; 
How widely differ, yet how nearly blend ! 
What various passions war on either part, 
And now confirm, now melt the yielding heart : 
How Fancy loves around the world to stray. 
While Judgment slowly picks his sober way ; 
The stores of memory, and the flights sublime 
Of genius, bound by neither space nor time : — 
All these divine Philosophy explores. 
Till, lost in awe, she wonders and adores. 
From these, descending to the earth, she turns, 
And matter, in its various form, discerns; 
She parts the beamy light with skill profound. 
Metes the thin air, and weighs the flying sound; 
T is hers, the lightning from the clouds to call, 
And teach the fiery mischief where to fall. 

Yet more her volumes teach, — on these we look 
As abstracts drawn from Nature's larger book : 
Here, first described, the torpid earth appears. 
And next, the vegetable robe it wears ; 
Where flow'ry tribes, in valleys, fields, and groves. 
Nurse the still flame, and feed the silent loves ; 
Loves, where no grief, nor joy, nor bliss, nor pain. 
Warm the glad heart or vex die labouring brain; 
But as the green blood moves along the blade. 
The bed of Flora on tlie branch is made ; 
Where, without passion, love instinctive lives. 
And gives new life, unconscious tliat it gives. 
Advancing still in Nature's maze, we trace. 
In dens and burning plains, her savage race; 



Witli those tame tribes who on their lord attend. 
And find, in man, a master and a friend : 
Han crowns the scene, a world of wondera new, 
A moral world, that well demands our view. 

This world is here ; for, of more lofty kind, 
These neighbouring volumes reason on the mind ; 
They paint the state of man ere yet endued 
With knowledge; — man, poor, ignorant, and rude; 
Then, as his slate improves, their pages swell. 
And all its cares, and all its comforts, tell : 
Here we behold how inexperience buys, 
At little price, the wisdom of the wise ; 
Without the troubles of an active state. 
Without the cares and dangera of the great, 
Without the miseries of the poor, we know 
What wisdom, wealth, and poverty bestow; 
We see how reason calms the raging mind. 
And how contending passions urge mankind : 
Some, won by virtue, glow with sacred fire ; 
Some, lured by rice, indulge the low desire; 
Whilst others, won by either, now pursue 
The guilty chase, now keep the good in view ; 
For ever wretched, with themselves at strife, 
They lead a puzzled, vex'd, uncertain life; 
For transient vice bequeaths a lingering pain. 
Which transient virtue seeks to cure in vain. 

Whilst thus engaged, high views enlarge the soul. 
New interests draw, new principles control : 
Nor thus the soul alone resigns her grief. 
But here the tortured body finds relief; 
For see where yonder sage Arachn^ shapes 
Her subtile gin, that not a fly escapes ! 
There Physic fills the space, and far around. 
Pile above pile, her learned works abound : 
Glorious their aim — to ease the labouring heart; 
To war with death, and stop his flying dart ; 
To trace the source whence the fierce contest grew, 
And life's short lease on easier terms renew ; 
To. calm the frenzy of the burning brain; 
To heal the tortures of imploring pain ; 
Or, when more powerful ills all efforts brave. 
To ease the victim no device can save. 
And smooth the stormy passage to the grave. 

But man, who knows no good unmix'd and pure. 
Oft finds a poison where lie sought a cure ; 
For grave deceivers lodge tlieir l^ours here. 
And cloud the science they pretend to clear : 
Scourges for sin, the solemn tribe arc sent ; 
Like fire and storms, they call us to repcni; 
But storms subside, and fires forget to rage, 
These are eternal scourges of the age : 
T is not enough that each terrific hand 
Spreads desolation round a guilty land ; 
But, train'd to ill, and harden'd by its crimes. 
Their pen relentless kills through future times. 
Say ye, who search these records of the dead. 
Who read huge works, to boast what ye have read ; 
Can all the real knowledge ye possess. 
Or those (if such there arc) who more than guess, 
Atone for each impostor's wild mistakes, 
And mend the blundera pride or folly makes? 

What thought so wild, what airy dream so light. 
That will not prompt a theorist to write ? 
What art so prevalent, what proof so strong. 
That will conrince him his attempt is wrong? 
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One in the solids find* each lurking; ill, 

Nor i^rants the [Nusive fluids power to kill : 

A learned friend some subtler reason brin^ 

Absolves the channels, but condemns their springs : 

The subtile nerves, that shun the doctor's eye. 

Escape no more his subtler theory ; 

The vital heat, that warms the labourin(; heart, 

Lends a fair system to these sons of artj 

The vital air, a pure and subtile stream. 

Serves a foundation for an airy scheme, 

Assists the doctor, and supports his dream. 

Some have their favourite ills, and each disease 

Is but a younger branch tliat kills from these : 

One to the gout contracts all human pain. 

He views it raging in the frantic brain ; 

Finds it in fevers all his efforts mar, 

And sees it lurking in the cold catarrh : 

Bilious by some, by others nervous seen, 

Rage the fantastic demons of the spleen; 

And every symptom of the strange disease 

With every system of the sage agrees. 

Ye frigid tribe, on whom I wasted long 

The tedious hours, and ne'er indulged in song ; 

Ye first seducers of my easy heart. 

Who promised knowledge ye could not impart ; 

Ye dull deluden, truth's destructive foes; 

Ye sons of fiction, clad in stupid prose ; 

Ye treacherous leaders, who, yourselves in doubt. 

Light up false fires, and send us far about ; — 

Still may yon spider round your pages spin, 

Subtile and slow, her emblematic gin ! 

Buried in dust and lost in silence, dwell, 

Most potent, grave, and reverend friends — ^rewell ! 

Near these, and where the setting sun displays, 
Through the dim window, his departing rays. 
And gilds yon columns, there, on either side. 
The huge abridgments of the Law abide ; 
Fruitful as vice the dread correctors stand. 
And spread their guardian terrors round the land; 
Yet, as the best that human care can do. 
Is miz'd with error, oft with evil too, 
Skiird in deceit, and practised to evade. 
Knaves stand secure, for whom these laws were nude; 
And justice vainly each expedient tries. 
While art eludes it, or while power defies. 
• Ah ! happy age,* the youthful poet sings, 
« When the free nations knew not laws nor kings i 
When all were bless'd to share a common store, 
And none were proud of wealth, for none were poor ; 
No wars nor tumults yex'd each still domain, 
No thirst of empire, no desire of gain ; 
No proud great man, nor one who would be great, 
Drove modest merit from its proper state ; 
Nor into distant climes would avarice roam, 
To fetch delights for luxury at home : 
Bound by no ties which kept the soul in awe, 
They dwdt at liberty, and love was law !• 

« Mistaken youth ! each nation first was rude, 
Each man a cheeriess son of solitude. 
To whom no joys of social life were known. 
None felt a care that was not all his own ; 
Or in some languid clime his abject soul 
BoWd to a little tyrant's stem control ; 
A slave, with slaves his monarch's throne he raised, 
And in rude song his ruder idol praised : 



The meaner cares of life were all he knew ; 
Bounded his pleasures, and his wishes few : 
But when by slow degrees the Arts arose. 
And Science waken'd from her long repose; 
When Commerce, rising from the bed of ease. 
Ran round the land, and pointed to the seas ; 
When Emulation, bom with jealous eye; 
And Avarice, lent their spurs to industry; 
Then one by one the numerous laws were made. 
Those to control, and these to succour trade ; 
To curb the insolence of rude command. 
To snatch the victim from the usurer's hand ; 
To awe the bold, to yield the wrong'd redress. 
And feed the poor with Luxury's excess.* 

Like some vast flood, unbounded, fierce, and strong. 
His nature leads ungovcra'd man along; 
Like mighty bulwarks made to stem that tide, 
The laws are form'd and placed on ev'ry side : 
Whene'er it breaks the bounds by these decreed. 
New statutes rise, and stronger laws succeed; 
More and more gentle grows the dying stream. 
More and more strong the rising bulwarks seem ; 
Till, like a miner working sure and slow, 
Luxury creeps on, and ruins all below ; 
The liasis sinks, the ample piles decay ; 
The stately fabric shakes and foils away ; 
Primeval want and ignorance come on, 
But freedom, that exalts the savage state, is gone. 

Next, UiSToav ranks ; — there full in front slie lies, 
And every nation her dread tale supplies; 
Yet History has her doubts, and every age 
With sceptic queries marks the passing page ; 
Records of old nor later date are clear, 
Too distant those, and these are placed too near ; 
There time conceals the objects from our riew, 
Here our own passions and a writer's too : 
Yet, in these volumes, see how states arose ! 
Guarded by virtue from surrounding foes ; 
Their virtue lost, and of tlieir triumphs vain, 
Lo ! how they sunk to slavery again ! 
Satiate with power, of fame and wealth possess'd, 
A nation grows too glorious to be bless'd ; 
Conspicuous made, she stands the mark of all, 
And foes join foes to triumph in her fall. 

Thus speaks the page that paints ambition's race. 
The monarch's pride, his glory, his disgrace ; 
The headlong course, that madd'ning heroes run, 
How soon triumphant, and how soon undone ; 
How slaves, turn'd tyrants, offer crowns to sale. 
And each fall'n nation's melancholy tale. 

Lo ! where of late the Book of Martyrs stood. 
Old pious tracts, and Bibles bound in wood; 
There, such the taste of this degenerate age, 
Stand the profane delusions of the Staai : 
Yet virtue owns the Tragic Musi a friend. 
Fable her means, morality her end; 
For this she rules all passions in their turns. 
And now the bosom bleeds, and now it bums ; 
Pity with weeping eye surveys her bowl, 
Her anger swells, her terror chills the soul ; 
She makes the vile to virtue yield applause, 
And own her sceptre while they break her laws ; 
For vice in othera is abhorr'd by all. 
And villains triumph when the worthless fall. 

Not thus her sister Coubdy prevails. 
Who shoots at folly, for licr arrow fails; 
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Folly, hjr duluen arin*d, eludes the wound. 
And harmleu sees the feathered shaft* rebound; 
Unhurt she stands, applauds the archer^s skill. 
Laughs at her malice, and is folly still. 
Yet well the Mute portrays, in fancied scenes, 
What pride will stoop to, what profession means ; 
How formal fools the fisrce of state applaud j 
How caution watches at the lips of fraud ; 
The wordy variance of domestic life; 
The tyrant husband, the retorting wife ; 
The snares for innocence, the lie of trade. 
And the smooth tongue's habitual masquerade. 

With her the virtues too obtain a place. 
Each gentle passion, each becoming grace; 
The social joy in life's securer road. 
Its easy pleasure, its substantial good ; 
The happy thought that conscious virtue gives, 
And all tliat ought to live, and all that lives. 

But who arc these? Hethinks a noble mien 
And awful grandeur in their form are seen. 
Now in disgrace : what though by time is spread 
Polluting dust o'er every reverend head ; 
What though beneatli yon gilded tribe they lie. 
And dull observers pass insulting by : 
Forbid it shame, forbid it decent awe. 
What seems so grave, should no attention draw ! 
Come, let us then with reverend step advance, 
And greet — the ancient worthies of Romancx. 

Hence, ye profane ! I feel a former dread, 
A thousand visions float around my head ; 
Hark ! hollow blasts through empty courts resound. 
And shadowy forms with staring eyes stalk round ; 
Sec! moats and bridges, walls and castles rise. 
Ghosts, fairies, demons, dance before our eyes ; 
Lo ! magic verse inscribed on golden gate. 
And bloody hand that beckons on to fate : — 
« And who art thou, thou little page, unfold! 
Say, doth thy lord my Claribel withhold? 
Go tell him straight. Sir Knight, thou must resign 
The captive queen ; — for Claribel is mine.* 
Away he flie^; and now for bloody deeds. 
Black suitt of armour, masks, and foaming steeds ; 
The giant ^lls; his recreant throat I seiie. 
And from his corslet take the massy keys:— 
Dukes, lords, and knights in long proccsiion move, 
lleleased from bondage with my virgin love : — 
She comes! she comes! in all the charms of youth, 
Uncquall'd love and nnsuspected truth 1 

Ah! happy he who thus, in magic themes. 
O'er worids bewitch'd, in eariy rapture dreams, 
Where wild Enchantment waves her potent wand. 
And Fancy's beauties fill her fairy land ; 
Where doubtful objects strange desires excite, 
And Fear and Ignorance afford delight 

But lost, for ever lost, to me these joys, 
Which Reas on scaliers, and which Time destroys; 
Too dearly b6ttghi: maturer judgment calls 
My busied mind from tales and madrigals; 
My doughty giants all are slain or fled, 
And all my knights, blue, green, and yellow, dead ! 
Vo more the midnight fiiiry tribe I view. 
All in the marry moonsliine tippling dew; 
Iv'cn the last lingering fiction of the brain. 
The church-yard ghost, is now at rest again; 
And all these wayward wanderings of my youth 
Fly Reason's power, and slmn the Ught oi truth. 



With fiction then does real joy reside. 
And is our reason the delusive guide! 
Is it then right to dream the syrens singT 
Or mount enraptured on the dragon's wing ? 
No, 't is the infant mind, to care unknown. 
That makes th' imagined paradise its own , 
Soon as reflections in the bosom rise. 
Light slumbers vanish from the clouded eyes : 
The tear and smile, that once together rose, 
Are then divorced ; the head and heart are foes : 
Enchantment bovrs to Wisdom's serious plan. 
And Pain and Prudence make and mar the man. 

While thus, of power and fancied empire vaio, 
With various thoughts my mind I entertain ; 
While books my slaves, with tyrant hand I seise, 
Pleased with the pride that will not let them pl< 
Sudden I find terrific thoughts arise. 
And sympathetic sorrow fills my eyes; 
For, lo ! while yet my heart admits the wound, 
I see the Critic army ranged around. 

Foes to our race! if ever ye have knovm 
A father's fears for offspring of your own — 
If ever, smiling o'er a lucky line, 
Yc thought the sudden sentiment divine. 
Then paused and doubted, and then, tired of doubt, 
With rage as sudden dash'd the stania out;— 
If, after fearing much and pausing long. 
Ye ventured on the world your labour'd song, 
And from the crusty critics of those days 
Implored the feeble tribute of their praise ; 
Remember now the fears that moved you then. 
And, spite of truth, let mercy guide your pea. 

What venturous race are ours! what mighty hm 
Lie waiting all around them io oppose ! 
What treacherous friends betray them to the fight ! 
What dangers threaten them ! — yet still they write: 
A hapless tribe ! to every evil bom, 
Whom villains bate, and fools affect lo seorn : 
Strangers they come, amid a world of wo. 
And taste the largest portion ere they go. 

Pensive I spoke, and east mine eyes around ; 
The roof, methoughl, rctum'd a solemn sound ; 
Each column seem'd to shake, and clouds, like smoke, 
From dusty piles and ancient volumes broke; 
Gathering above, like mists condensed they seem, 
Exhaled in summer from the rusliy stream ; 
Like flowing robes they now appear, and twine 
Round the large Inembers of a form divine; 
His silver beard, that swept his aged breast, 
lib piercing eye, that inward light express'd. 
Were seen, — but clouds and darkness veil'd the rest. 
Fear chill'd my heart: to one of mortal race 
How awful seem'd the Genius of the place ! 
So in Cimmerian shores, Ulysses saw 
His parcnt'sliade, and shrunk in pious awe; 
Like him I stood, and wrapt in thou^^t profound, 
When from the pitying power broke forth a solemn 
sound: — 

« Care Kves with all ; no rules, no precepts save 
The wise from wo, no fortilnde the brave ; 
Grief is to man as certain as the grave: 
Tempests and storms in life's whole progress rite. 
And hope shines dimly through o'erclouded skies; 
Some drops of comfort on the favoured fall. 
But showers of sorrow are the lot of nli • 
Partbl to ulcnls, then, shall Heav'n withdraw 
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Th' afHicting rod, or break the general law ? 
Shall he who soars, inspired by loftier views, 
Life's little cares and little pains refuse? 
Shall he not rather feci a double share 
Of mortal wo, when doubly arm'd to bear ? 

« Hard is his fate who builds his peace of mind 
On the procnrious mercy of mankind ; 
Who hopes for wild and visionary things. 
And mounts o'er unknown seas with vent'roiis wiiigK : 
But as, of various evils that befal 
The human race, some portion goes to all, 
To him perhaps the milder lot 's assign'd, 
Who feels his consolation in his mind j 
And, lock'd within his bosom, bears about 
A mental charm for every care without. 
E'en in the pangs of each domestic grief, 
Or health or vigorous hope affords relief; 
And every wound the tortured bOsom feels, 
Or virtue bears, or some preser\'cr heals ; 
Some generous friend, of ample power possoss'd ; 
Some feeling heart, that bleeds for the distress'd , 
Some breast tliat glows with virtues all divine; 
Some noble Rutland, Misery's friend and thine. 

« Nor say, the Muse's song, the Poet's pen, 
Merit the scorn they meet from little men. 
With cautious freedom if the numbers flow, 
Not wildly high, nor pitifully low; 
If vice alone their honest aims oppose. 
Why so ashamed their friends, so loud their foes? 
Happy for men in every age and clime, 
If ail the sons of vision dealt in rhyme. 
Go on then, Son of Vision ! still pursue 
Thy airy dreams; the world is dreaming too. 
Ambition's lofty views, the pomp of state. 
The pride of wealth, the splendour of the great, 
Stripp'd of their mask, their cares and troubles known. 
Are visions far less happy than thy own : 
Go on ! and, while the sons of care complain, 
Be wisely g:iy and innocently vain; 
While serious souls arc by their fears undone. 
Blow sportive bladders in the beamy uin. 
And call tliem worlds ! and bid the greatest show 
More radiant colours in their worlds below : 
Then, as they break, the slaves of care reprove, 
And tell them, Such arc all the toys they lovo.> 
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This not a Time favourable to poetical Composition : 
and why — Newspapers Enemies to Literature, and 
their general Influence — Their Numbers — The Sun- 
day Monitor — Their general Character — Their Effect 
upon Individuals — upon Society — in the Country — 
The Village Freeholder — What Kind of Composition 
a Newspaper is; and the Amusement it affords — Of 
what Parts it is chiefly composed — Articles of Intel- 



ligence: Advertisements: The Stage: Quacks: Puffing 
— The Correspondents to a Newspaper, political and 
poetical — Advice to the latter — Conclusion. 



A TiMR like this, a busy, bustling time, 
Suits ill w^ilh writers, very ill with rhyme: 
L'nhcard we sing, when parly-ragc runs strong, 
And mightier madness checks the flowing song : 
Or, should we force the peaceful Muse to wield 
llcr feeble arms amid the furious field, 
Where party-pens a wordy war maintain, 
Poor is her anger, and her friendship vain ; 
And oft the foes who feel her sting, combine, 
Till serious vengeance pays an idle line; 
For party-poets are like wasps, who dart 
Death to themselves, and to their foes but smart. 

Hard then our fate : if general themes we chuse, 
N(r|;lcct awaits the song, and chills the Muse ; 
Or should we sing the subject of the day. 
To-morrow's wonder puffs our praise away. 
More hii'ss'd the bards of that poetic time. 
When all found readers who could find a rhyme; 
Green grew the bays on every teeming head. 
And Gibber was enthroned, and Settle read. 
Sing, drooping Muse, the cause of thy decline; 
Why reign no more the once-triumphant Nine? 
Alas ! new charms the wavering many gain, 
And rival sheets the reader's eye detain ; 
A daily swarm, tliat banish every Mu.se, 
Come flying forth, and mortals call them News : 
For these, unread, the noblest volumes lie; 
For these, in sheets unsoil'd, the Muses die; 
Unl>ought, unbless'd, the virgin copies wait 
In vain for fame, and sink, unseen, to fate. 

Since, then, the town forsakes us for our foes, 
The smoothest numbers for the harshest prose ; 
Let us, with generous scorn, the taste deride. 
And sing our rivals with a rival's pride. 

Yc gende poets, who so oft complain 
That foul neglect is all your labours gain ; 
That pity only checks your growing spite 
To erring man, and prompts you still to write; 
That your choice works on humble stalls are laid. 
Or vainly grace the windows of the trade ; 
Be ye my friends, if friendship e'er can warm 
Those rival bosoms whom the Muses charm : 
Think of the common cause wherein we go. 
Like gallant Greeks against the Trojan foe ; 
Nor let one peevish chief his leader blame. 
Till, crown'd with conquest, we regain our fame; 
And let us join our forces to subdue 
This bold assuming but successful crew. 

I sing of Nrws, and all those vapid sheets 
The rattling hawker vends through gaping streets; 
Wliate'er their name, whate'er the time they fly, 
Damp from tlie press, to charm the readers eye : 
For, soon as morning dawns with roseate hue. 
The Herald of tlie morn arises too { 
Post after Post succeeds, and, all day long. 
Gazettes and Ledgers swarm, a noisy throng. 
When evening comes, she comes with all her train 
Of Ledgers, Chronicles, and Posts again. 
Like bats, appearing, when the sun goes down. 
From holes obscure and comers of the town. 
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Of all these triflen, aH like these, 1 write ; 
Oh ! like my sahject could my son(; delight, 
The crowd at Lloyd's one poet's name should raise. 
And all the Alley echo to his praise. 

In shoals the hours tlieir constant numbers bring, 
Like insects waking to th' advancing spring ,* 
Which take their rise from grubs obscene that lie 
In shallow pools, or thence ascend the sky : 
Such are these base ephemeras, so bom 
To die before the next rerolring morn. 

Yet thus they differ : insect-tribes are lost 
In tlic first visit of a winter's frost; 
While these remain, a base but constant breed. 
Whose swarming sons their short-lived sires succeed ; 
No changing season makes their number less, - 
Nor Sunday shines a sabbath on the press ! 

Then lo ! the sainted Monitor is born, 
Whose pious face some sacred texts adorn : 
As artful sinners cloak the secret sin. 
To veil with seeming grace tlie guile wltliin ; 
So Moral Essays on his front appear, 
Rut all is carnal business in the rear ; 
The frcsh-coin'd lie, the secret whisper d last, 
And all the gleanings of the six days past. 

With these retired, through half the Sabbath-day, 
The London-lounger yawns his hours away *■ 
Not so, my little flock! your preacher fly. 
Nor waste the time no worldly wealth can buy; 
But let the decent maid and sober clown 
Pray for these idlers of the sinful town : 
This day, at least, on nobler themes bestow, 
Nor give to Woodfall, or the world below. 

But, Sunday pass'd, what numbers flourish then, 
What wondrous labours of the press and pen ! 
Diurnal most, some thrice each week affords, 
Some only onee, — O avarice of words! 
When thousand starving minds such manna seek,' 
To drop the precious food but once a week. 

Endless it wei^e to sing the powers of alh 
Tlieir names, their numbers ; hew they rise and foil : 
Like baneful herbs the gazei^s eye tliey seize, 
Rush to the head, and poison where they please : 
Like idle flies, a busy, buzzing train, 
They drop their maggots in the trifler's brain : 
That genial soil receives the fruitful store. 
And there they grow, and breed a thousand more. 

Now be their arts display'd, how first they chnse 
A cause and party, as the bard his muse ; 
Inspired by these, with clamorous zeal they cry. 
And through the tovtm their dreams and omens fly : 
So the Sibylline leaves were blown about,' 
Disjointed scraps of fate involved in doubt; 
So idle dreams, the journals of the night. 
Are right and wrong by turns, and mingle wrong with 

righL — 
Some champions for the rights that prop the crown, 
Some sturdy patriots, sworn to pull them down ; 
Some neutral powers, with secret forces fraught, 
Wishing for war, but willing to be bought : 
While some to every side and party go. 
Shift every friend, and join with every foe; 

' Tbfl M«0aa of ibe Day.— Grkrm'* SpUen. 

* In folih d«*crlp*it carinina Vir^o;— 
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Like sturdy rogues in- privateers, they strike 
This side and that, the foes of both alike; 
A traitor-crew, who thrive in troubled times, 
Fear'd for their force, and courted for their crimes. 

Chief to the prosperous side the numbers sail, 
Fickle and false, they veer with every gale ; 
As birds that migrate from a freezing shore. 
In search of warmer climes, come skimming o'er, 
Some bold adventurers first prepare to try 
The doubtful sunshine of the distant sky; 
But soon the growing Summer's certain sun 
Wins more and more, till all at last are won : 
So, on the early prospect of disgrace, 
Fly in vast troops this apprehensive race ; 
Instinctive tribes! their failing food they dread. 
And buy, with timely change, their future bread. 

Such are our guides : how many a peaceful head, 
Born to be still, have they to wrangling led ! 
How many an honest zealot, stolen from trade, 
And foctious tools of pious pastors made ! 
With clews like these they tread the maze of state, 
These oracles explore, to learn our fate; 
Pleased with the guides who can so well deceive, 
Who cannot lie so fost as they believe. 

Oft lend I, loth, to some sage friend am ear 
(For we who will not speak afe doom'd to hear) ; 
While he, bewilder'd, tdls his anxious thought. 
Infectious fear from tainted scribblers caught. 
Or idiot hope ; for each his mind assails, 
As Lloyd's court-light or Stockdde's gloom prevails. 
Yet stand I patient while but one declaims, 
Or gives dull comments on the speech he maims : 
But oh ! ye Muses, keep your votary's feet 
From tavern-haunts where politicians meet ; 
Where rector, doctor, and attorney pause, 
First on each parish, then each public cause : 
Indited roads and rates that stilt increase; 
The murmuring poor, who will not fast in peace ; 
Election-Zeal and finendship, since declined i 
A tax commuted, or a tithe in kind ; 
The Dutch and Germans kindling into strife; 
Dull port and poachers vile ! the serious ills of life. 

Here comes the neighbouring justice, pleased to-guide 
His little club, and in the chair preside. 
In private business his commands prevail, 
On public themes his reasoning turns the scale; 
Assenting silence soothes his happy ear, 
And, in or out, his party triumphs here. 

Nor here th' infectious rage fbr party stops. 
But flits along from palaces to shops; 
Our weekly journals o'er the land abound, 
And spread their plague and influenzas round; 
The village, too, the peaceful, pleasant plain, 
Breeds the Whig-farmer and the Tory swain; 
Brookes' and St Albans' boasts not, but, instead, 
Stares the Bed>Ram, and swings the Rodney's Head :-^ 
Hither, with all a patriot's care, comes he 
Who owns the little hut that makes him free; 
Whose yearly forty shillings buy the smile 
Of mightier men, and never waste the while ; 
Who feels his freehold's worth, and looks elate, 
A little prop and pillar of the state. 

Here he delights the weekly news to con, 
And mingle comments as he blunders on ; 
To swallow all their varying authors teach, 
To spell a title, and confound a speech : 
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Till with a muddled mind he quits tlie news, 
And claims his nation's licence to abuse ; 
Then joins the cry, • That all the courtly race 
Are venal candidates for power and place ;» 
Yet feels some joy, amid the general vice, 
That his own vote will bring its wonted price. 

These are the ills the teeming press supplies, 
The pois'nous springs from learning's fountain rise; 
Not there the wise alone their entrance find, 
Imparting useful light to mortals blind ; 
But, blind themselves, these erring guides hold out 
Alluring lights, to lead us 6fir about; 
Screened by such means, here Scandal whets her quill. 
Here Slander shoots unseen, whene'er she will; 
Here Fraud and Falsehood labour to deceive, 
And Folly aids them both, impatient to believe. 

Such, sons of Britain '. are the guides ye trust; 
So wise their counsel, their reports so just: — 
Yet, though we cannot call their morals pore, 
Their judgment nice, or their decisions sure. 
Merit they have to mightier works unknown, 
A style, a manner, and a fate their own. 

We, who for longer fsme with labour strive. 
Are pain'd to keep our sickly works alive ; 
Studious we toil, with patient care refine. 
Nor let our love protect one languid line. 
Severe ourselves, at last our works appear, 
When, ah! we find our readers more severe; 
For after all our care and pains, how few 
Acquire applause, or keep it if they do! — 

Not so these sheets, ordain'd to happier fate, 
Praised through their day, and but that day their date; 
Their careless authors only strive to join 
As many words, as make an even line ; * 
As many lines, as fill a row complete; 
As many rows, as furnish up a sheet ; 
From side to side, with ready types they run. 
The measure 's ended, and the work is done; 
Oh, bom with ease, how envied and how blot ! 
Your fsSe to-day and your to-morrow's rest. 
To you all readers turn, and they can look 
Pleased on a paper, who abhor a book ; 
Those, who ne'er deign'd their Bible to peruse, 
Would think it hard to be denied their news ; 
Sinners and saints, the wisest with the weak. 
Here mingle tastes, and one amusement seek ; 
This, like the public inn, provides a treat. 
Where each promiscuous guest sils down to eat ; 
And such this mental food, as we may call 
Something to all men, and to some men all. 

Next, in what ran production shall we trace 
Such various sobjacts in so small a space T 
As the first ship upon the waters bore 
Incongruous kinds who never met before; 
Or as some curious virtuoso joins. 
In one small room, moths, minerals, and coins, 
Birds, beasts, and fishes ; nor refuses place 
To serpents, toads, and all the reptile race; 
So here, compress'd within a single sheet. 
Great things and small, tlie mean and mighty meet : 
•T is this which makes all Europe's busineas known. 
Yet here a private man may place his own ; 

* How na-iy boan brisg shost tb« day. 
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And, where he reads of Lords and Commons, lie 
May tell their honours that he sells rappee. 

Add next th' amusement which the motley page 
Affords to either sex and every age : 
Lo! where it comes liefore the cheerful fire, — 
Damps from the press in smoky curls aspire 
(As from the earth the sun exhales the dew). 
Ere we can read the wonders that ensue : 
Then eager every eye surveys the part, 
That brings its ^vourite subject to the heart; 
Grave politicians look for facts alone. 
And gravely add conjectures of their own : 
The sprightly nymph, who never broke her rest 
For tottering crowns, or mighty lands oppress'd. 
Finds broils and battles, but neglects them all 
For songs and suits, a birth-day or a ball : 
The keen warm man o'crlooks each idle tale 
For « Money 's wanted,* and « Estates on Sale;* 
While some with equal minds to all attend, 
Pleased with each part, and grieved to find an end. 

So charm the News ; but we, who, hr from town. 
Wait till the postman brings the packet down, 
Once in the week, a vacant day behold, 
And stay for tidings, till they 're three days old : 
That day arrives ; no welcome post appears, 
But the dull mom a sullen aspect wears ; 
We meet, but ah t without our wonted smile. 
To talk of headaches, and complain of bile; 
Sullen we ponder o'er a dull repast, 
Nor feast the body while the mind must fast. 

A master-passion is the love of news. 
Not music so commands, nor so the Muse : 
Give poets claret, they grow idle soon ; 
Feed the musician, and he 's out of tune ; 
But the sick mind, of this disease possess'd, 
Flics from all cure, and sickens when at rest. 
Now sing, my Muse, what various parts compose 
These rival sheets of poUtics and prose. 

First, from each brother's hoard a part they draw, 
A mutual theft that never feared a law; 
Whate'er they gain, to each man's portion fall, 
And read it once, you read it through them all : 
For this their runners ramble day and night. 
To drag each lurking deed to open light; 
For daily bread the dirty trade they ply. 
Coin their fresh tales, and live upon the lie : 
Like bees for honey, forth for news they spring, — 
Industrious creatures! ever on the wing; 
Home to their several cells they bear the store, 
Gull'd of all kinds, then roam abroad for more. 
No anxious virgin flies to « foir Tweed-side ;» 
No injured husband mourns his faithless bride; 
No duel dooms the fiery youth to bleed ; 
But through the tovni transpires each vent'rous deed. 

Should some fiiir frail-one drive her prancing pair, 
Where rival peers contend to please the fair; 
When, with new force, she aids her conquering eyes. 
And beauty decks, with all that beauty buys; 
Quickly we learn whose heart her influence feels, 
Whose acres melt before her glowing wheels. 

To these a thousand idle themes succeed, 
Deeds of all kinds, and comments to each deed. 
Hare stocks, the state-barometers, we view. 
That rise or fall, by causes known to few; 
Promotion's ladder who goes up or down ; 
Who wed, or who seduced, amuse the town ; 
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What new-born heir has made hU father Meet; 

What heir exults, his father now at rest; 

That ample list the Tybuni-herald gives. 

And each known knave, who still for Tyburn lives. 

So g^rows the work, and now the printer tries 
His powers no more, hut leans on his allies. 
When lo ! the advertising tribe suceeed. 
Pay to be read, yet find but few will read ; 
And chief th' illustrious race, whose drops and pills 

Have patent powers to vanquish human ills : 
These, with their cures, a constant aid remain, 
To bless the pale composer s fertile brain ; 

Fertile it is, but still the noblest soil 

Requires some pause, some uitervals from toil; 

And they at least a certain ease obtain 

From Katterfelto's skill, and Graham's glowing strain. 
I too must aid, and pay to see my name 

Hung in these dirty avenues to fame ; 

Nor pay in vain, if aught the Muse has seen. 

And sung, could make those avenues more clean ; 

Gould stop one slander ere it found its way, 

And gave to public scorn its helpleis prey. 

By the same aid, the Stage invites her friends, 

And kindly tells the banquet she intends; 

Thither from real life the many run. 

With Siddons weep, or laugh with Abingdon; 

Pleased in fictitious joy or grief, to see 

The mimic passion with their own agree; ' 

To steal a few enchanted hours away 

From care, and drop the curtain on the day. 
But who can steal from self, that wretched wight, 

Whose darling work is tried some fatal night T 

Most wretched man ! when, bane to every bliss, 

He hears the serpent-critic's rising hiss; 

Then groans succeed : not traitors on the wheel 

Can feel like him, or have such pangs to feel. 

Nor end they here : next day he reads his ^l 

In every paper; critics are they all; 

He sees his branded name, with wild affright. 

And hears again the cat-calls of the night 
Such help the stagb affords : a lajiger space 

Is fiU'd by Fuvrs and all the puffing race. 

Physic had once alone the lofty style. 

The well-known boast, tliat ceased to raise a smile : 

Now all the province of that tribe invade. 

And we abound in quacks of every trade. 
Tlie simple barber, once an honest name, 

Cervantes founded. Fielding raised his fame : 

Barber no more — a gay perfumer comes. 

On whose soft cheek his own cosmetic blooms; 

Here he appears, each simple mind to move. 

And advertises beauty, grace, and love. 

— ■ Come, laded belles, who would your youth renew, 

And learn the wonders of Olympian dew; 

Restore the roses that begin to faint, 

Nor think celestial washes vulgar paint; 

Your former features, airs, and arts assume, 

Circassian virtues, with Circassian bloom. 

—Come, battei'd beaux, whose locks are turn'd to grey, 

And crop Discretion's lying badge away; 

Read where they vend these smart engaging things, 

These flaxen frontlets with elastic springs; 

No female eye the fair deception sees, 

Rot Nature's self so natural as these. » 

Such are their arts, but not confined to them, 

The Muse impartial must her sons ^ondenui ; 



For they, degenerate I join the venal throng, 
And puff a lazy Pegasus along : 
More guilty these, by Nature less dcsign'd 
For little arts that suit the vulgar-kind ; — 
That barbers' boys, who would to trade advance, 
Wish us to call them, smart Frtseurs from France j 
That he who builds a chop-house, on bis door 
Paints ■ The true old original Blue Boar!* 

These are the arts by which a thousand live. 
Where Truth may smile, and Jusdce may forgive : 
But when, amid this rabble-rout, we find 
A puffing poet to bu honour blind ; 
Who silly drops quotations all about. 
Packet or Post, and points their merit oni ; 
Who advertises what reviewers say. 
With sham editions every second day; 
Who 4tires not trust his praises out of sight, 
But hurries into fame with all hb might; 
Although the verse some transient praise obtains. 
Contempt is all the anxious poet gains. 

Now puffs exhausted, advertisements past, 
Their correspondents stand exposed at last; 
These are a numerous tribe, to feme unknown 
Who for the public good forego thdr own ; 
Who volunteers in paper-war engage. 
With double portion of their party's rage : 
Such are the Bruti, Decii, who appear 
Wooing the printer for admission here ; 
Whose generous souls can condescend to pray 
For leave to throw their precious time away. 

Oh ! cruel Woodfall ! when a patriot draws 
His grey-goose quill in his dear country's cause. 
To vex and maul a ministerial race. 
Can thy stem soul refuse the champion place? 
Alas ! thou know'st not with what anxious heart 
He longs his best^oved labours to impart; 
How he has sent them to thy brethren round,. 
And still the same unkind reception found : 
At length indignant will he damn the state. 
Turn to his trade, and leave us to our fate. 

These Roman souls, like Rome's great sons, are known 
To live in cells on labours of their own. 
Thus Milo, could we sec the noble chief. 
Feeds, for his country's good, on legs of beef: 
Camillus copies deeds for sordid pay, 
Yet fights tlie public battles twice a day: 
E'en now the godlike Brutus views his score 
Scroli'd on the bar-board, swinging with the door; 
Where, tippling punch, grave Calo's self you Ml see. 
And Amor PtUrue vending smuggled tea. 

Last in these ranks, and least, their arf s disgrace, 
Neglected stand the Muses' meanest race; 
Scribblers who court contempt, whose verse the eye 
Disdainful views, and glances swiftly by : 
This Poet's Comer is the place they chuse, 
A fatal nursery for an infant Muse; 
Unlike that comer where true poets lie. 
These cannot live, and they shall never die; 
Hapless the lad whose mind such dreams invade. 
And win to verse the talents due to trade. 

Curb then, youth I these raptures as they rise, 
Keep down the evil spirit and be wise ; 
Follow your calling, think the Muses foes. 
Nor lean upon the pestle and compose. 

I know your day-dreams, and I know the snare 
Hid in your floVry path, and cry • Beware.* 
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Thoughtless of ill,' and to the future blind, 

A sudden couplet ruslics on your mind ; 

Here you may nameless print your idle rhymes, 

And read your first-born work a thousand limes; 

Th' infection spreads, your couplet grows apace, 

Stanzas to Delia's dog or Celia's face : 

You take a name ; Philandcr's odes arc seen, 

Printed, and praised, in every magazine: 

Diarian sages greet their brother sage. 

And your dark pages please th' enlighten'd age. — 

Alas! what years you thus consume in vain, 

llult^d by this wretched bias of the brain ! 

Go ! to your desks and counters all return , 
Your sonnets scatter, your acrostics bum ; 
Trade, and be rich ; or, should your careful sires 
Rcqueath you wealth ! indulge the nobler fires : 
Should love of fame your youthful heart betray, . 
Pursue fair fame, but in a glorious way, 
Nor in the idle scenes of Fancy's painting stray. 

Of all the good that mortal men pursue. 
The Muse has least to give, and gives to few ; 
Like some coquettish fair, she leads us on. 
With smiles and hopes, till youth and peace are gone ; 
Then, wed for life, the restless wrangling pair 
Forget how constant one, and one how fair ; 
Meanwhile, Ambition, like a blooming bride. 
Brings power and wealth to grace her lover's side; 
And though she smiles not with such flattering charms. 
The brave will sooner win her to their arms. 

Then wed to her, if Virtue tic the bands. 
Go spread your country's fame in hostile lands; 
ller court, her senate, or her arms adorn. 
And let her foes lament that you were liom : 
Or weigh her laws, tlieir ancient rights defend. 
Though hosts oppose, be theirs and Reason s friend ; 
Arm'd with strong powers, in their defence engage, 
And rise the Thurlow of the future age. 



THE BIRTH OF FLATTERY. 



OmnU bab«o, n«c qiIoi)aaai babeo ; 

Quidqaid dicaat, laado ; id ranum •! negant, UhJo id quoqae : 

Negat quit, negu ; ait, aio : 

Poatren^ iBperavi effonet anihi 

Onnia UMBUri. 

TaasxT. in EamrcA. 

It hat bMB held In bnrient rale*. 
That flauery I* the food of fools ; 
Yet BOW aad tbea yoar ineB of wit 
Will ooadeaoeBd to uite a bit. 

Swift. 



The Subject — Poverty and Cunning described — When 
united, a jarring Couple— Mutual Reproof— The Wife 
consoled by a Dream— Birth of a Daughter — Descrip- 
tion and Prediction of Envy— flow to be rendered 
ineffectual, explained in a S'ision — Simulation fore- 
tells tlie future Success and Triumphs of Flattery— 
ller Power over various Characters and different 
Minds ; over certain Classes of Men ; over Envy him- 
self — Her successful Art of softening the Evils of Life ; 
of changing Characters; of meliorating Prospects, and 
affixing 'Value to Possessions, Pictures, etc. — Conclu- 
sion. 



MusR of my Spenser, who so well could sing 
The passions all, their iicarinj^s and their tics; 
Who could in view those shadowy beings bring, 
And with bold hand remove each dark disguise. 
Wherein love, hatred, scorn, or anger lies: 
Guide him to Fairy-land, who now intends 
That way his (light; assiist him as he flies. 
To mark those passions, Virtue's foes and friends, 
Hy whom when led she droops, when leading she ascends. 

Yes! they appear, I see the fair^'-train I 
And who that modest nymph of meek address .' 
Not Vanity, though loved by all the vain ; 
Not Hope, though promising to all success. 
Nor Mirth, nor Joy, tliough foe to all distress; 
Thee, sprightly syren, from this train I chuse, 
Tliy birth relate, thy soothing arts confess; 
'T is not in thy mild nature to refuse. 
When poets ask thine aid, so oft their meed and muse. 



In Fairy-land, on wide and cheerless plain, 
Dwelt, in the house of Care, a sturdy swain ; 
A hireling he, who, when he lill'd the soil, 
Look'd to the pittance that repaid his toil; 
And to a master left the min(;lcd joy 
And anxious care that follow'd his employ : 
Sullen and patient he at once appcar'd. 
As one who murmur'd, yet as one who fear'd; 
Tir aitire was coarse that clothed his sinewy frame. 
Rude his address, and Poverty his name. 

In that same plain a nymph, of curious taste, 
A coitiigc (plann'd with all her skill) had placed ; 
Strange the materials, and for what design'd 
The various parts, no simple man might find ; 
What seem'd the door, each entering guest withstood. 
What seem'd a window was but painted wood ; 
Rut by a secret spring the wall would move, 
And daylight drop through glassy door above : 
'T was all her pride, new traps for praise to lay, 
And all her wisdom was to hide her way; 
In small attempts inccs.^ant were her pains. 
And Cunning was her name among the swains. 

Now, whether fate decreed this pair should wed. 
And blindly drove them to the marriage-bed ; 
Or whether love in some soft hour inclined 
The damsel's heart, and won her to be kind. 
Is yet unsimg : they were an ill-raatch'd pair, 
Rut both disposed to wed — and wed they were. 

Yet, though united in their fortune, still 
Their ways were diverse; varying was tlieir will; 
Nor long the maid had bless'd the simple man, 
Before dissensions rose, and she began : — 

■ Wretch that 1 am ! since to thy fortune bound, 
What plan, what project, with success is crown'd? 
I, who a thousand secret arts possess. 
Who every rank approach with right address ; 
Who 've loosed a guinea from a miser's chest. 
And worm'd his secret from a traitor's breast; 
Thence gifts and gains collecting, great and small, 
Have brouglit to thee, and thou consumcst tliem all : 
For want like thine — a bog without a base — 
Ingulfs all gains I gather for the place ; 
Feeding, unfiU'd; destroying, undcstroy'd; 
It craves for ever, and is ever void : — 
Wretch that 1 am ! what misery have I found. 
Since my sure craft was to tliy calling bound !<• 



« Oh! vaant of worthleas art,* the swain replied, 
Scowling contempt, • how pitifal (his pride! 
What are these specious gifts, these paltry gains, 
But base rewaitls for ignominious pains? 
With all thy tricking, still for bread we strive, 
Thine is, proud wretch! the care that cannot thrive; 
By all thy boasted skill and baffled hooks. 
Thou gain'st no more than students by their books; 
No more than I for my poor deeds am paid. 
Whom none can blame, will help, or dare upbraid. 

> Call this our need, a bog that all devours, — 
Then what thy petty arts, but summep-flowers. 
Gaudy and mean, and serving to betray 
The place they make unprofitably gay ? 
Who know it not, some useless beauties see, — 
But ah ! to prove it, was reserved for me. * 

Unhappy state! that, in decay of love. 
Permits harsh truth his errors to disprove; 
While he remains, to wrangle and to jar. 
Is friendly tournament, not fatal war; 
Love in his play will borrow arms of hate. 
Anger and rage, upbraiding and debate; 
And by his power the desperate weapons thrown, 
Become as safe and pleasant as his own ; 
But left by him, their natures they assume. 
And fatal, in their poisoning force, become. 

Time fled, and now the swain compell'd to see 
New cause for fear—* Is this thy thrift?* quoth he: 
To whom the wife with cheerful voice replied :— 
■ Thou moody man, lay all thy fears aside, 
I 've seen a vision ; — they, from whom I came, 
A daughter promise; promise wealth and fame; 
Born with my features, with my arts, yet she 
Shall patient, pliant, persevering be. 
And in thy better ways resemble tliee. 
The fairies round shall at her birth attend. 
The friend of all in all shall find a Friend, 
And save tliat one sad star that hour must gleam 
On our fair child, how glorious were my draaml* 

This heard the husband, and, in surly smile, 
Aim'd at contempt, but yet he hoped (he while : 
For as, when sinking, wretched men are found 
To catch at rushes rather than be drown'd ; 
So on a dream our peasant placed his hope, 
And found that rush as valid as a rope. 

Swift fled the days, for now in hope they fled. 
When a fair daughter bless'd the nuptial bed; 
Iler infant-face the mother's pains beguiled, 
She look'd so pleasing, and so softly smiled; 
Those smiles, those looks, with sweet sensations moved 
The gazer's soul, and, as he look'd, he loved. 

And now the fairies came, with gifts, to grace 
So mild a nature and so fair a face. 

They gave, with beauty, that bewitching art, 
That holds in easy chains the human heart; 
They gave her skill to win the stubborn mind, 
To make the suffering to their sorrows blind. 
To bring on pensive looks the pleasing smile. 
And Care's stern brow of every frown beguile. 

These magic ftivours graced the infant-maid, 
Whose more enlivening smile the charming gifts repaid. 
Now Fortune changed, who, were she constant long, 
W'ould leave us few adventures for our song. 

A wicked elfin roved this land around, 
Whose joys proceeded from the griefs he found ; 



Envy his name : — his Aucinating eye 

From the light bosom drew the sudden sigh ; 

Unsocial he, but with malignant mind, 

He dwelt with man, that he might curse mankind ; 

Like the fir^ foe, he sought th' abode of Joy 

Grieved to behold, but eager to destroy; 

Round blooming beauty, like the wasp, he flew, 

Soil'd the fresh sweet, and changed (he rosy hue; 

The wise, the good, with anxious heart, he saw, 

And here a failing found, and there a flaw ; 

Discord in fomiiies 't was his to move. 

Distrust in friendship, jealousy in love ; 

lie told the poor, what joys the great possess'd. 

The (jreat — what calm content the cottage bless'd; 

To part the learned and the rich he tried. 

Till their slow friendship perish'd in their pride. 

Such was (he fiend, and so secure of prey. 

That only Blisery pass'd unstung away. 

Soon as he heard the fairy-babe was bom. 
Scornful he smiled, but felt no more than scorn; 
For why, when Fortune placed her state so low, 
In useless spite his lofty malice show? 
Why, in a mischief of the meaner kind. 
Exhaust the vigour of a ranc'rous mind? 
But, soon as Fame the fairy-gifu proclaim'd, 
(,>uick-ri&ing wrath his ready soul inflamed, 
To swear, by vows that e'en the wicked fie, 
The nymph should weep her varied destiny; 
That every gif(, that now appear'd to shine 
In her fair face, and make her smiles divine, 
Should all the poison of his magic prove. 
And (hey should scorn her, whom she sought for love. 

Ilis spell prepared, in form an ancient dame, 
A fiend in spirit, to the cot he came ; 
There gain'd admittance, and the infant press'd 
(Mutter'mg his wicked magic) to his breast; 
And thus he said: — «0f all the powers, who wait 
On Jove's decrees, and do the work of fate. 
Was I alone, despised or worthless, found, 
Weak to protect, or impotent to wound ? 
See then thy foe, regret the friendship lost. 
And learn my skill, but learn it at your cost. 

■ Know then, O child! devote to fates severe. 
The good shall hate thy name, the wise shall fear; 
Wi( shall deride, and no protecting friend 

Thy shame shall cover, or thy name defend. 

Thy gentle sex, who, more than ours, should spare 

A humble foe, will greater scorn declare; 

The base alone thy advocates shall be, 

Or boast alliance with a wretch like thee.» 

He spake and vanish'd, other prey to find. 
And was(e in slow disease the conquer'd mind. 

Awed by the elfin's threats, and fill'd with dread. 
The parents wept, and sought their infanfs bed: 
Despair alone the father's soul possess'd. 
But hope rose gently in the mother's breast; 
For well she knew that neither grief nor joy 
Pain'd without hope, or pleased witliout alloy; 
And while these hopes and fears her heart divide, 
A cheerful vision bade the fears subside. 

She saw descending to the world below 
An ancient form, with solemn pace and slow. 

■ Daughter, no more be sad,» (the phantom cried), 
■ Success is seldom to the wise denied ; 

In idle wishes fools supinely stay, 

Be there a will and wisdom finds a way : 
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Why art thou grieved? Be rather glad, that he, 
Who hates the happy, aims his darts at thee; 
But aims in vain : thy favouKd daughter lies. 
Serenely blest, and shall to joy arise. 
For, grant that curses on her name shall wait, 
(So envy wills and such the voice of fate,) 
Yet if that name be prudently suppress'd, 
She shall be courted, favour'd, and carcss'd. 

> For what are names? and where agree mankind, 
In those to persons or to acts assign'd 7 
Brave, Icarn'd, or wise, if some their favourites call. 
Have they the titles or the praise from all? 
Not so, but others will the brave disdain 
As rash, and deem the sons of wisdom vain ; 
The self-same mind shall scorn or kindness move. 
And the same deed attract contempt and love. 

« So all the powers who mov6 the human soul. 
With all the passions who the will control, 
Have various names — One given by Truth Divine, 
(As Simulation thus was Bx'd for mine,) 
The rest by man, who now, as wisdom's, prize 
My secret counsels, now as art despise ; 
One hour, as just, those counsels they embrace, 
And spurn, the next, as pitiful and h:ise. 

• Tliee, too, my child, those fools as Cunning fly, 
Who on thy counsel and ihy craft rely ; 

That worthy craft in others they condemn, 
But 't is their prudence, while conducting them. 

■ Be Flattkky, then, thy happy infant's name. 
Let Honour scorn her and let Wit defame; 

Let all be true that Envy dooms, yet all. 

Not on herself, but on her name, shall 6all ; 

While she thy fortune and her own shall raise, 

And decent Truth be call'd, and loved, as modest Praise. 

« O happy child! the glorious day shall shine. 
When every ear shall to thy speech incline. 
Thy words alluring and thy voice divine : 
Tlie sullen pedant and the sprightly wit. 
To hear thy soothing eloquence, shall sit; 
And both, abjuring Flattery, will a{;rec 
That truth inspires, and they must honour thee. 

■ Envy himself shall to thy accents bend. 
Force a faint smile and sullenly attend. 

When thou shalt call him Virtue's jealous friend. 
Whose bosom glows with generous rage to find 
How fools and knaves are flatter'd by mankind. 

• The sage retired, who spends alone his days, 
And flies th' obstreperous voice of public praisi; ; 
The vain, the vulgar cry,— shall gladly meet, 
And hid thee welcome to his still retreat; 
Much will he wonder, how thou eamest to find 
A man to glory dead, to peace consign'd. 

Fame! he '11 cry (for he will call thee Fame), 
From thee 1 fly, from thee conceal my name ; 
But thou shalt say. Though Genius takes his flight. 
He leaves behind a glorious train of light. 
And hides in vain : — yet prudent he that flies 
The flatterei's art, and for himself it wise. 

• Yes, happy child ! 1 mark th' approaching day, 
When warring natures will confess thy sway ; 
When thou shalt Saturn's golden reign restore. 
And vice and folly shall be known no more. 

• Pride shall not then in haman-kind have place. 
Changed by thy skilly, to Dignity and Grace; 
While Shame, who now bittrays the inward sense 
Of secret ill, shall be thy Diffidence; 



Avarice shall thenceforth prudent Forecast be, 
And bloody Vengeance, Magnanimity; 
The lavish tongue shall honest truths impart, 
The lavish hand shall show the generous heart, 
And Indiscretion be, contempt of art : 
Folly and Vice shall then, no longer known. 
Be, this as Virtue, that as Wisdom, shown. 

■ Then shall the Robber, as the Hero, rise 
To seize the good that churliali law denies; 
Throughout the world shall rove the generous band. 
And deal the gifts of Heaven from hand to hand. 

> In thy blest days no tyrant shall be seen, 
Thy gracious king shall rule contented men; 
In thy blest days shall not a rebel be. 
But patriots all and well approved of thee. 

■ Such powers arc thine, that man, by thee, shall wrest 
The gainful secret from tlie cautious breast ; 

Nor then, with all his care, the good retain. 

But yield ro thee the secret and the gain. 

In vain shall much experience guard the heart 

Against the charm of thy prevailing art ; 

Admitted once, so soothing is ihy strain, 

It comes tlie sweeter, when it couies again ; 

And when confess'd as thine, what mind so strong 

Forbears the pleasure it indulged so long? 

« Sofi'ner of every ill 1 of all our woes 
The balmy sol.ice 1 friend of fiercest foes ! 
Begin thy reign, and like the morning rise ! 
Bring joy, bring l>eauty, to our eager eyes; 
Break on the drowsy world like opening day. 
While grace and gladness join thy flow'ry way ; 
While every voice is praise, while every heart is gay. 

« From thee all prospects shall new beauties take, 
'T is thine to seek them, and 't is tliine to make; 
On the cold fen I see thee turn thine eyes. 
Its mists recede, its chilling vapour flies; 
Tir enraptured lord th' improving ground surveys. 
And for his Eden asks the traveller's praise. 
Which yet, unvicw'd of thee, a bog had been. 
Where spungy rushes hide the plashy green. 

« I see thee breathing on the barren moor. 
That seems lo bloom, although so bleak before; 
There, if beneath the gorse the primrose ^ring, 
Or the pied daisy smile below the ling. 
They shall new charms, at tliy command, disclose. 
And none shall miss the myrtle or tlie rose. 
The wiry moss, tliat whitens all tlie hill. 
Shall live a beauty by thy matchless skill; 
Gale ' from the bog shall yield Arabian balm. 
And the grey willow wave a golden palm. 

■ I see thee smiling in the pictured room. 
Now breathing beauty, now reviving bloom; 
There, each immortal name 't is tliine to give 
To graceless forms, and bid the lumber live. 
Shouldst thou coarse boors or gloomy martyrs see, 
These shall tliy Guidos, tlioee thy Tenters be; 
There shalt thou Raphael's saints and angels trace, 
There make for Rubens and for Reynolds place. 
And all the pride of art shall find, in her, disgrace. 

« Delight of either sex! thy reign commence; 
With balmy sweetness soothe the weary sense; 
And to the sickening soul thy cheering aid dispense. 
Queen of the mind ! thy golden age begin ; 
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In mortal bo«oms varnish shame and sin, 
Let all be fair without, let all be calm within.* 

The Vision fled ; the happy mother rose, 
Kiss'd the fair infiant, smiled at all her foes, 
And FLATTsaY made her name: — her reig[n began, 
Ucr own dear sex she rukd, then vanquirii'd man. 
A smiling friend, to every class, she spoke. 
Assumed their mannen, and their habits took : 
Her, for her humble mien, the modest loved; 
Her cheerful looks the light and gay approved; 
The just beheld her, firm; the valiant, bfave; 
Her mirili the free, her silence pleased the grave; 
Zeal heard her voice, and, as he preach'd aloud, 
Well-plcascd he caught her whirrs from the crowd, 
(Those whispers, soothing-sweet to every car, 
Which some refuse to pay, but none to hear) : 
Shame fled her presence; at bar gentle strain, 
Care softly smiled, and guilt foigot its pain ; 
The wretched thought, the happy found her true. 
The leam'd coufettlA that she their merits knew; 
The rich— could ibey a constant friend condemn? 
The poor believed— for ^o should flatter them? 
Thus on her name though all disgrace attend, 
In every creature she beholds a friend. 



REFLECTIONS 

UPON THE SUBJECT . 



Quid JaTM arrOTM, monk Jui papp*. flii«rl t 
Q«id lacryiHe dalicU javMit coBoiiaM soenue J 

CLAouAa. Im Emiroplmm, lib. If, Ha. 7. 

Whot avaib It, when ihlpwrack'd, that •rror appears T 
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WflKN all the fiercer passions cease, 

(The glory and disgrace of youth) ; 
When ilie deluded soul, in peace, 

Can listen to the voice of truth; 
When we are taught in whom to trust. 

And how to spare, to spend, to give; 
(Our prudence kind, our pity just,) 

'T is then we rightly learn to live. 

Its weakness when the body Ceels, 

Nor danger in contempt defies; 
To reason, when desire appeals. 

When, on experience, hope relics; 
When every passing hour we prize. 

Nor rashly on our follies spend : 
But use it, as it quickly flies. 

With sober aim to serious end ; 
When prudence bounds our utmost views, 

And bids us wrath and wrong forgive ; 
When we can calmly gain or lose, — 

'T is then we rightly learn to live. 

Yet thus, when we our way discern, 
And can upon our care depend, 

To travel safely, when we learn, 

Beholdl we 're near our journey's end. 

We 'vc trod the maze of error round, 
Lpong wand' ring in the winding glade; 



And now the iorch of troth is found. 
It only shows us wheve we stray'd : 

Light for ourselves, what is it worth. 
When we no more our way can cbuse? 

For others, when we hold it forth, 
They, in their pride, (he boon nfiue. 

By long experienoe taught, we now 

Can rightly judge of friends and foes. 
Can all the worth of these allow. 

And all their foulls discern in daose ; 
I^elentlcss hatred, erring love. 

We can for sacred truth forego; 
We can the warmest friend reprove. 

And bear to praise the fiercest foe : 
To what effect? Our friends are gone. 

Beyond reproof, regard, or ova ; 
And of our foes remains Ihere one, 

The mild relenting thoughts to ahMre ? 

Now 't is our boast that we can quell 

The wildest passions in their rage; 
Can their destructive force repel. 

And their impetuous wradt assuage : 
Ah ! Virtue, dost thou arm, when now 

This bold rebellions race are fled ; 
When all these tyrants rest, and thou 

Art warring with the mighty dead? 
Revenge, ambition, scorn, and pride. 

And strong desire and fierce disdain. 
The giant-brood, by thee defied, 

Lo ! Timers resistless strokes have slain. 

Tet Time, who could that race subdue 

(O'erpoVring strength, appeas ng rage), 
Leaves yet a persevering crew, 

To try the failing powers of age. 
Vez'd by the constant call of these, 

Virtue awhile for conquest tries, 
But weary grown and fond of ease. 

She makes wiili ibem a compromise : 
Av'ricc himself she gives to rest. 

But rules him with her strict commands ; 
Bids Pity touch his torpid breast. 

And Justice liold his eager hands. 

Yet is there nothing men can do. 

When chilling Age oomes creeping on 7 
Cannot we yet some good pursue? 

Are talents buried? genius gone? 
If passions slumber in the breast, 

If follies from the heart be fled; 
Of laurels let as go in quest. 

And place them on the poet's head. 

Yes, we '11 redcom the wasted time, 

And to neglected studies flee; 
We 'II build again the lofty rhynke. 

Or live. Philosophy, with thee; 
For reasonhig clear, for flight sublime, 

fitemal fame reward shall be ; 
And to what glorious heights we 'II climb, 

Th' admiring crowd shall envying see. 

Begin the song ! begin the theme ! — 
Alas ! and is Invention dead? 
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Dream we no more the golden dream ? 

Is Mem'ry with her treasures fled 7 
Yes, 't is too late, — now Reason guides 
The mind, sole judge in all debate; 
And thus th' important point decides. 
For laurels, 't.is, alas! too late. 
What is possess'd we may retain, 
But for new conquests strive in vain. 

Beware then, Age, that what was won, 
If life's past labours, studies, views, 
Be lost not, now the labour 's done, 
When all thy part is, — not to lose : 
When thou canst toil or gain no more. 
Destroy not what was gain'd before. 

For, all that 's gain'd of all that *s good, 

When time shall his weak frame destroy 
(Their use then rightly understood), 

Shall man, in happier state, enjoy. 
Oh ! argument for truth divine. 

For study's cares, for virtue's strife; 
To know th' enjoyment will be thine, 

In that renew'd, that endless life ! 



SIR EUSTACE GREY. 



Sciifi — A MadrHouse. 
/'eriofis— Visrroa, Physicun, awd Patient. 



Verii nltoea* hlu. — 

Shbca in Hftr. fmrettSe. 



VISITOB. 

I 'II know no more ; — the heart is torn 
By views of wo, we cannot heal ; 

Long shall I see these things forlorn, 
And oft again their griefs shall feci. 
As each upon the mind shall steal ; 

That wan projector s mystic style, 
That lumpish idiot leering by. 

That peevish idlers ceaseless wile. 

And that poor maiden's half'-form'd smile, 
While struggling for thefuU-drawn sigh !- 

1 '11 know no more. 

PHTSICIAN. 

— Yes, turn again ; 
Then speed to liappier scenes thy way, 

When thou hast view'd, what yet remain, 
The ruins of Sir Eustace Grey, 

The sport of madness, misery's prey : 
But he will no historian need, 

His cares, his crimes, will he display. 
And show (as one from f renry freed) 

The proud-lost mind, the rash-done deed. 

That cell to him is Greyling Hall : — 

Approach ; he '11 bid thee welcome there ; 

Will sometimes for his servant call. 
And sometimes point the vacant chair : 



He can, with free and easy air. 
Appear attentive and polite; 
Can veil his woes in manners ^r, 
And pity with respect excite. 

PATIENT. 

Who comes? — Approach ! — 't is kindly done 

My leam'd physician, and a friend, 
Their pleasures quit, to visit one. 

Who cannot to their ease attend, 
Nor jo3^ bestow, nor comforts lend. 

As when 1 lived so bless'd, so well. 
And dreamt not 1 must soon contend 

With those malignant powers of hell. 

PHTSICIAIf. 

I>ess warmth, Sir Eustace, or we go. — 

PATIENT. 

See! I am calm as in^nt-love, 
A very child, but one of wo. 

Whom you should pity, not reprove : — 
But men at ease, who never strove 

With passions wild, will calmly show 
How soon we may their ills remove. 

And masters of their madness grow. 

Some twenty years, I think, are gone, — 

(Time flics, 1 know not how, away,) 
The sun upon no happier shone, 

Nor prouder man, than Eustace Grey. 
Ask where you would, and all would say. 

The man admired and praised of all, 
By rich and poor, by grave and gay. 

Was the young lord of Greyling Hall. 

Yesi I had youth and rosy health ; 

Was nobly form'd, as man might be ; 
For sickness then, of all my wealth, 

I never gave a single fee : 
The ladies fair, the maidens free, 

Were all accustom'd then to say, 
Who would a handsome figure see 

Should look upon Sir Eustace Grey. 

He had a frank and pleasant look, 

A cheerful eye and accent bland ; 
His very speech and manner spoke 

The generous heart, the open hand; 
About him all was gay or grand. 

He had the praise of great and small ; 
He bought, improved, projected, plann'd. 

And reign'd a prince at Greyling Hall. 

My lady! — she was all we love; 

AH praise (to spoik her worth) is faint; 
Her manners show'd the yielding dove, 

Her morals, the seraphic saint ; 
She never breathed nor look'd complaint ; 

No equal upon earth had she: — 
Now, what is this fair thing I paint? 

Alas! as all that live shall be. 

There was, beside, a gallant youth, 
And him my bosom s friend, I had : — 

Oh 1 1 was rich in very truth, 
It made me proud — it made me mad I — 
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Yes, I was lost — but there was cause! — 
Where stood my tale? — I cannot find — 

But I had aU mankind's applause, 
And all the smiles of womankind. 

There were two cbemb-tbines beside, 

A gracious girl, a glorious boy ; 
Yet more to swell my full-blown pride, 

To Tarnish higher my fading joy, 
Pleasures were ours without alloy, 

Nay, Paradise, — till my frail Eve 
Our bliss was tempted to destroy; 

Deceived and fitted to deceive. 

But 1 deserved ; for all that time^ 

When I was loved, admired, caress'd, 
There was within, each secret crimci 

Unfelt, uncancell'd, unconfess'd : 
I never then my God address'd, 

In grateful praise or humble prayer: 
And if His Word was not my jest ! 

(Dread thought !) it never was my care. 

I doubted : — fool I was to doubt! 

If that all-piercing eye could see, — 
If He who looks all worlds throughout, 

Would so minute and careful be, 
As to perceive and punish me: — 

With man I would be great and high, 
But with my God so lost, that He, 

In his large view, should pass me by. 

Thus hless'd with children, friend, and wife, 

Bless'd far beyond the vulgar lot; 
Of all that gladdens human life, 

Where was the good, that I had notT 
But my vile heart had sinful spot. 

And Heaven beheld its deep'ning stain ; 
Eternal justice I forgot. 

And mercy sought not to obtain. 

Come near, — I '11 softly speak the rest! — 

Alas ! 't is known to all the crowd. 
Her guilty love was all confess'd ; 

And his, who so much truth avowM, 
My faithless friend's.— In pleasure proud 

I sat, when these cursed tidings came; 
Thdr guilt, their flight was told aloud. 

And Envy smiled to hear my shame ! 

I caird on Vengeance; at the word 

She came; — Can I the deed forget? 
I held the sword, th' accursed sword. 

The blood of his ftJse heart made wet ; 
And that ^r victim paid her debt. 

She pined, she died, she loath'dto live; — 
I saw her dying — see her yet : 

Fair fallen thing ! my rage forgive ! 

Those chemhs still, my life to bless, 

Were left; could I my fears remove. 
Sad fears that check'd each fond caress, 

And poison'd all parental love ? 
Yet that with jealous feelings strove. 

And would at last have won my will. 
Had I not, wretch ! been doom'd to prove 

Th' extremes of mortal good and ill. 



In youth I health ! joy ! in beauty's pride ! 

They droop'd ; as flowers when blighted bow, 
The dire infection came: — They died, 

And I was cursed— as I am now 

Nay, frown not, angry ftiend, — allow 

That I was deeply, sorely tried ; 
Hear then, and you must wonder how 

I could such storms and strifes abide. 

Storms! — not that clouds embatded make. 

When they afflict this earthly globe; 
But such as with their terrors iJiake 

Man's breast, and to the bottom probe ; 
They make the hypocrite disrobe, 

They try us all, if false or true ; 
For this, one devil had pow'r on Job ; 

And I was long the slave of two. 

PHYSICIAN. 

Peace, peace, my friend ; these subjects fly ; 
Collect thy thoughts — go calmly on. — 

PATisirr. 
And shall I then the fact deny? 

1 was, — thou knoVst, — I was begone. 
Like him who fill'd the eastern throne, 

To whom the Watcher cried aloud;' 
That royal wretch of Babylon, 

Who was so guilty and so proud. 

Like him, with haughty, stubborn mind, 

I, in my state, my comforts sought; 
Delight and praise I hoped to find. 

In what I builded, planted, bought ! 
Oh ! arrogance ! by misery taught — 

Soon came a voice! I felt it come; 
■ Full be his cup, with evil fraught. 

Demons his guides, and death his doom !» 

Then was I cast from out my state; 

Two fiends of darkness led my way; 
They waked me early, watch'd me late, 

Hy dread by night, my plague by day! 
Oh ! I was made their sport, their play, 

Through many a stormy troubled year; 
And how they used their passive prey 

Is sad to tell : — but you shall hear. 

And first, before ibey sent me forth. 

Through this unpitying world to run, 
They robb'd Sir Eustace of his worth, 

Lands, manors, lordships, every one ; 
So was that gracious man undone. 

Was spurn'd as vile, vTas scom'd as poor, 
Whom every former friend would shun, 

And menials drove from every door. 

Then those iU-fsvour'd Ones,* whom none 

But my unhappy eyes could view, 
Led me, with wild emotion, on. 

And, with resistless terror, drew. 
Through lands we fled, o'er seas we flew. 

And halted on a boundless plain; 
Where nothing fed, nor breathed, nor grew. 

But silence ruled the still domain. 

• PraplMcy of Daolai. diap. iv, aa. 
> Vid« Bmyan't Pilfrlai** ProgMM. 
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Upon tlMt boandlem plain, below. 

The setting sim's hnt nyn were shed, 
And gave a mild and sober glow, 

Where all were still, asleep, or dead ; 
Vast ruins m the midst were spread, 

Pillars and pediments sablime, 
Where the grey moss had form*d a bed. 

And clothed the cmmbfing spoils of time. 

There was F fix'd, I know not how, 

Condcmn'd for nntold years to stay: 
Yet years were not;— one dreadful now 

Endured no change of night or day; 
The same mild evening's sleeping ray 

Shone softly-solemn and serene, 
And all that time I gazed away, 

The setting snn's sad rays were seen. 

At length a moment's sleep stole on, — 

Again came my commission'd foes; 
Again through sea and fand we 're gone, 

No peace, no respite, no repose: 
Above the dark broad sea we rose, 

We ran through bleak and frozen land ; 
I had no strength their strength t* oppose, 

An infant in a giant's band. 

They placed me where these streamers play. 

Those nimble beams of brilliant light ; 
It would the stoutest heart dismay, 

To see, lo feci, that dreadful sight: 
So swift, so pure, so cold, so bright. 

They pierced my frame with icy wound. 
And all that half-year's polar night, 

Those dancing streamers wrapp'd me round. 

Slowly that darkness pass'd away, 

When down upon the earth 1 fell, — 
Some hurried sleep was mine by day; 

But, soon as ColI'd the eveain^ bell, 
They forced me oo, where ever dwell 

Far-distaat men in cities fair, 
Cities of whooi no iraVlen tell. 

Nor feet bat mine were wanderera there. 

Their watchmea stare, and stand aghast. 

As on we hurry through the dark ; 
Tlie watcb4ight blinks as wt go post, 

The wateb-dbg shrinks and fiears to bark ; 
Tlie watch-tower's bell aounds^hrill; aad, hark ! 

The free wiod Uowa^we *rt left the town— 
A wide sepalchcal groaod I muk^ 

And oa a tomb-Mone place me down. 

What moBamento of mighty dead ! 

What tombs of various kinds are found 1 
And stones erect their shadows shed 

On humble graves, with wickers bound ; 
Some risen fresh, above the ground. 

Some level with the native clay, 
What sleeping millions wait the sound, 

• Arise, ye dead, and come away ! • 

Alas ! they stay not for that call ; 

Spare me this wo ! ye demons, spare ! — 
They come! the shrouded shadows all,— 

'T is more ihao mortal bniin can bear; 



Rustling they rise, they sternly glare 
At man upheld by vital breath ; 

Who, led by wicked fiends, should darb 
To join the shadowy troops of death ! 

Yes. I have felt all man can feel, 

Till he shall pay his nature's debt ; 
Ills that no hope has strength to heal. 

No mind the comfort to forget : 
Whatever cares the heart can fret. 

The spirits wear, the temper gall. 
Wo, want, dread, anguish, all beset 

My sinful soul !— together all ! 

Those fiends upon a shaking fen 

Fix'd me, in dark tempestuous night ; 
There never trod the foot of men. 

There flock'd the fowl in wint'ry flight ; 
There danced the moor's deceitful light 

Above the pool where sedges grow ; 
And when the morning-sun shone bright, 

It shone upon a field of snow. 

They hung me on a bcitgh so small. 

The rook could build her nest no higher ; 
They fix'd me on the trembling ball 

That crowns the steeple's qniVring spire ; 
They set me where the seas retire. 

But drown with their returning tide; 
And made me flee the mountain's fire. 

When rolling from its burning side. 

I *ve hung upon the ridgy steep 

Of clif^, and held the rambling brier; 
I 've plunged below the billowy deep. 

Where air was sent me to respire; 
I 've been where hungry wolves retire ; 

And (to complete my woes) I 've ran 
Where Bedlam's crazy crew conspire 

Against the life of reasoning man. 

I *ve furfd in storms the flapping sail. 

By hanging from the topmast-head; 
I 've served the rilest slaves in jail, 

And pick'd the dunghiU's spoil for bread; 
I *ve made the badger's hole ray bed, 

I 've wandered with a gipsy crew; 
I 've dreaded all the guilty dread. 

And done what they would fear to do. 

On sand, where ebbs and flows the 6ood, 

Midway they placed and bade me die; 
Propp'd on my staff, 1 stoutly stood 

When the swift waves came rolling by; 
And high they rose, and still more high, 

Till my lips drank the bitter brine; 
I sobb'd convulsed, then cast mine eye. 

And saw the tide's re-AowiDg sign. 

And then, my dreams were such as nought 

Could yield bat my unhappy case; 
I 've been of thousand devils caught, 

And thrust into that horrid place. 
Where reign dismay, despair, di^pvce ; 

Furies with iron fangs were tliere. 
To torture that accursed race, 

Doom'd to dismay, disgrace, despair. 
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Harmless I was; yet hunted down 

For treasoDt, to my soul unfit; 
I 've becu pursued throu^ many a town, 

For crimes that petty knarcs commit; 
I 're been adjudged t* hare lost my wit, 

Because I preach'd so loud and well; 
And thrown into the dungeon's pit» 

For trampling on the pit of hell. 

Such were the evils, man of sin, 

That 1 was fated to sustain ; 
And add to all, without — within, 

A soul defiled with every stain 
That man's reflecting mind can pain ; 

That pride, wrong, rage, despair, can make; 
In feet, they 'd nearly touch'd my brain. 

And reason on her throne would shake. 

But pity will the vilest seek, 

If punish'd guilt will not repine, — 
I heard a heavenly teacher speak. 

And felt the Sun or Mbrct shine: 
I hail'd the light ! the birth divine! 

And then was seal'd among the few ; 
Those angry fiends beheld the sign* 

And from me in an instant flew. 

Gome, hear how thus tlie charmers cry 

To wandering sheep, the strays of sin, 
While some th« wieket-gate pass by, 

And some will knock and enter in : 
Full joyful 't is a soul to win. 

For he that winoeth souls is wise ; 
Now hark ! the holy strains begin, 

And thns the sainted preacher cries : — ' 

« Pilgrim, bnrthen'd with thy sin, 

Come the way to Zion's gate, 

There, till Mercy let thee in. 

Knock and weep and watch and wait 
Knock ! — He knows the sinner^s cry : 
Weep ! — He loves the mourntr's tears : 
■ Watch ! — for saving grace is nigh : 
Wait, — till heavenly light appears. 

• Hark ! it is tkt Bridegroom's voice; 
Welcome, pilgrim, to thy rest; 

Now within the gale jpqoice. 
Safe and seal'd and bought and bless'd ! 
Safe — from all the lures of vice, 
Seal'd — by signs die chosen know. 
Bought — by love and life the ]Mice, 
Bless'd — the mighty debt to owe. 

• Holy Pilgrim ! what for thee 
In a world like this remain T 
From thy guarded breast shall flee, 
Fear and shame, and doubt and pain. 

* It has bam wgfWMd to ma, that this ckaaga froai iMtlactneM 
to rapOM, la tbe mlad of Sir Eustace, i* wroa|;bt by a nathodUtIc 
call ; aad It ic admitted to be tucb : a lober and rational oonver* 
•Ion oonid not have happened wbile the disorder of the brain oon- 
tinaad : yet tbe Tertaa whU fbtlow. In a different nwataro, are 
not Intended to ■aba aay rolifioaa pertoaalon apjtear rldlenioo* ; 
they are to be soppoaed as the effect of nMnory In the disordered 
■indof the speakar, aad, tbongheTidaatly eathailssticlarespea 
to langna^ are not neaat to oMvey any lanpropriety of sentl- 
inenl. 



Fear^lhe hope of Heaven shall fly, 
Shame — from glory's view retire, 
Douhc — in certain rapture die. 
Pain — in endless bliss eipixe.a 

But though my day of grace was come. 

Yet still my days of grief I find ; 
The former clouds' collected gloom 

Still sadden the reflecting mind ; 
The soul, to eril things consign'd, 

Will of their evil some retain ; 
The man will seem to earth inclined. 

And will not look erect again. 

Thus, though elect, I feel it hard 

To lose what I posscss'd before. 
To be from all my wealth debarr'd, — 

The brave Sir Eustace is no more : 
But old I wax and passing poor. 

Stem, rugged men my conduct view ; 
They chide my wish, they bar my door, 

*T is hard — I weep — you see I do. — 

Must yon, my friends, no longer stay? 

Thus quickly all my pleasures end ; 
But 1 11 remember, when I pray. 

My kind physician and his firiend : 
And those sad hours, you deign to spend 

With me, 1 shall requite them all ; 
Sir Eustace far hii friends shall send. 

And thank Iheir love at Greyling Hall. 

Tisrroa. 
The poor Sir Eustice !— Yet his hope 

Leads him to think of joys again ; 
And when his earthly visions droop. 

His views of heavenly kind remain :<— 
But whence that meek and humbled strain, 

That spirit woimded, lost, resign'dT 
Would not so proud a soul disdain 

The madness of the poorest mind? 

PBTSICIAIf. * 

No ! for th« more he sweli'd with pride. 

The more he felt misfortune's blow; 
Disgrace and grief ht could not hida^ 

And poverty had laid him low: 
Thus shame and sorrow working slow, 

At length this humble spirit gave ; 
Madness on these began to grow. 

And bound him to his fiends a slave. 

Though the wild thonglits had touched his brain. 

Then was he free : — So, forth he ran; 
To soothe or threat, alike were vain : 

He spake of fiends, look'd wild and wan ; 
Year after year, the hurried man 

Obey'd those fiends from place to place ; 
Till his religious change began 

To form a frenzied child of grace. 

For, as the fury lost its strength. 
The mind reposed ; by slow degrees 

Game lingering hope, and brought at length, 
To the tormenini spirit. 




This slave of sin, whom fiends could seize, 
Felt or believed their power had end ; — 

« T is faith, » lie cried, > my bosom frees. 
And now my Satiouk is my friend.* 

But ah ! though time can yield relief. 

And soften woes it cannot cure; 
Would we not suffer pain and grief, 

To have our reason sound and sure ? 
Then let us keep our bosoms pure, 

Our fancy's favourite flights suppress; 
Prepare the body to endure, 

And bend the mind to meet distress; 
And tlion HIS guardian care implore, 
Whom demons dread and men adore. 



THE HALL OF JUSTICE. 

PART I. 



Conflieor Aioere hoeannM ; H*d et allora oaaia mI. 
Anxieuu aDiml, oontIaauM|ue dolor. 

Ovid. 

Magistkate, Vagkant, Constablk, etc. 

TAGBANT. 

Takk, take away thy barbarous hand, 
And let me to thy master speak ; 

Remit awhile the harsh command, 
And hear me, or my heart will break. 

MAGISTBATB. 

Fond wretch ! and what canst thou relate. 
But deeds of sorrow, shame, and sin 7 

Thy crime is proved, thou know'st thy fate ; 
But come, thy tale!— begin, begin! — 

VAGKANT. 

My crime! This sick'ning child to feed, 

I seized the food, your witness saw ; 

I knew your laws forbade the deed, 
But yielded to a stronger law. 

Know'st thou, to Nature's great command 
All human laws are frail and weak ? 

Nay ! frown not — stay his eager hand, 
And hear me, or my heart will break. 

In this, ih' adopted babe 1 hold 
With anxious fondness to my breast, 

My heart's sole comfort I behold. 

More dear than life, when life was bless'd ; 

I saw her pming, fainting, cold, 
I begg'd — but vain was my request. 

I saw the tempting food, and seized — 

My infant-sufferer found relief; 
And, in the pilfei'd treasure pleased, 

Smiled on my guilt, and hush'd my grief. 

But I have griefs of other kind. 
Troubles and sorrows more severe; 

Give me to ease my tortured mind, 
Lend to my woea a patient ear; 

And let me — if I may not find 
A friend to help — find one to hear. 



Yet nameless let me plead — my name 
Would only wake the cry of scorn ; 

A child of sin , conceived in shame, 
Brought forth in wo, to misery bom. 

My mother dead, my father lost, 
I wander d with a vagrant crew; 

A common care, a common cost, 
Their sorrows and their sins I knew; 

With them, by want on error forced. 
Like th'em, I base and guilty grew. 

Few are my years, not so my crimes; 

The age, which these sad looks declare. 
Is Sorrow's work, it is not Time's, 

And I am old in shame and care. 

Taught to believe the worid a place 
Where every stranger was a foe, 

Train'd in the arts that mark our race, 
To what new people could I go T 

Could I a better life embrace, 
Or live as virtue dictates? No ! — 

So through the land I wandering went, 
And little found of grief or joy ; 

But lost my bosom's sweet content 
W^lien first I loved — the Gipsy-Boy. 

A sturdy youth he was and tall. 

His looks would all his soul declare; 

His piercing eyes were deep and small. 
And strongly curl'd his raven-hair. 

Yes, Aaron had each manly charm, 
All in the May of youthful pride, 

He scarcely fear'd his father's arm, 
And every otlier arm defied. — 

Oft, when they grew in anger warm, 
(Whom will not love and power divide?) 

I rose, their wrathful souls to calm, 
Not yet in sinful combat tried. 

His father was our party's chief. 

And dark and dreadful was his look ; 

His presence fill'd my heart with grief, 
Although to me he kindly spoke. 

With Aaron I delighted went. 

His favour was my bliss and pride; 

In growing hope our days we spent. 
Love growing charms in either spied. 

It saw them, all which Nature lent. 
It lent them, all which slie denied. 

Could I the father's kindness prize. 
Or grateful looks on him bestow, 

Whom I beheld in wrath arise, 

When Aaron sunk beneath hit blow ? 

He drove him down with wicked band. 
It was a dreadful sight to see; 

Then vex'd him, till he left the land, 
And told his cruel love to me; — 

The clan were all at his command, 
Whatever hb command might be. 
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Tbe night was dark, the lanes were deep, 
And one by one they took their way; 

Be bade me lay me down and sleep, 
I only wept and wish'd for day. 

Accnrsed be the love he bore, 
Accarted was the force he used, 

So let him of hn God implore 
For mercy, and be so refused I 

You frown again,— to show my wrong, 
Can I in gentle language spcaki 

My woes are deep, my words are strong, — 
And hear me, or my heart will break. 

MAOISTKAn. 

I hear thy words, 1 fed thy pain : 
Foribear awhile to speak thy woes; 

Receive our aid, and then again 
The story of thy life disclose. 

For, though seduced and led astray, 
Thou 'st traveU'd far and wandered long; 

Thy God hath seen thee all the way, 
And all the turns that led thee wrong. 



PART II. 



Qnoadam ridaoiM ooill, nuno fonte pereani 
Deplonnt {Mbbu Docta dleqaa tut. 

Coks. Calli Ettg. 



MAOlSraATB. 

Coiu, now again thy woes impart. 
Tell all thy sorrows, all thy sin ; 

We cannot heal the throbbing heart 
Till we discern the wounds within. 

Compunction weeps our guilt away. 
The sinner's safety is his pain ; 

Such pangs for our offences pay, 
And these severer griefs are gain. 

VAGRANT. 

The son came back — he found us wed. 
Then dreadful was the oath he swore;- 

His way through Blackburn Forest led,— 
Hb father we beheld no more. 

Of all our daring clan not one 
Would on the doubtful subject dwell ; 

For all esteemed the injured son, 
And feared the tale which he could lei I. 

But I had mightier cause for fear. 
For slow and mournful round my bed 

1 saw a dreadful form appear, — 
It came when I and Aaron wed. 

(Yes ! we were wed, I know my crime, — 
We slept beneath the doiin tree; 

But I was grieving all the time. 
And Aaron frown'd my tears to see. 



For he not yet had felt the pain 

That rankles in a wounded breast; 
He waked to sin, then slept again. 

Forsook his God, yet took his rest. — 

But I was forced to feign delight, 

And joy in mirth and music sought, — 

And mem'ry now recalls the night, 
With such surprise and horror fraught, 

That reason felt a moment's flight. 
And left a mind to madness wrought) 

When waking, on my heaving breast 

I felt a hand as cold as death ; 
A sudden fear my voice suppress'd, 

A chilling terror stopp'd my breath.— 

I seem'd — no words can utter how ! 

for there my father-husband stood, — 
And thus he said : — ■ Will God allow, 

The great avenger, just and good, 
A wife to break her marriage-vow ? 

A son to shed his father^s blood 7» 

I trembled at the dismal sounds. 

But vainly strove a word to say ; 
So, pointing to his bleeding wounds, 

The threat'ning spectre stalk'd away.' 

I brought a lovely daughter forth. 

His father's child, in Aaron's bed; 
lie took her from me in his wrath, 

■ Where is my child ?» — « Thy child is dead. • 

'T was false. — We wander'd far and wide, 
Through town and country, field and fen, 

Till Aaron, fighting, fell and died, 
And I became a wife again. 

I then was young : — my husband sold 
My fancied charms for wicked price ; 

He gave me oft, for sinful gold, 

The slave, but not the friend of vice : — 

Dchold me. Heaven ! my pains behold, 
And let them for my sins suffice ! 

The wretch who lent me thus for gain. 
Despised mc when my youth was fled ; 

Then came disease, and brought me pain: — 
Come, death, and bear me to the dead ! 

For though I grieve, my grief is vain, 
And fruitless all the tears I shed. 

True, I was not to virtue train'd, 

Vet well 1 knew my deeds were ill; 
By each offence my heart was pain'd, 

1 wept, but I offended still; 
My better thoughts my life disdain'd. 

But yet the viler led my wilL 

My husband died, and now no more 
My smile was sought, or ask d my hand, 

A widow'd vagrant, vile and poor, 
Beneath a vagrant's vile command. 

* Tlw state of miod here dMcribed will acooaat tot • tUIod of i 
ihit naiaro, witboat baving racoane to any Mpcniataral apprar- 
Ance. 



48 



CRABBE'S POETICAL WORKS. 



G;a«elc8s I roved the eovntry rouod, 
To win my bread by fraudfiH arts. 

And loDg[ a poor subststence found, 
By spreading nets for simple hearts. 

Though poor, and abject, and despised, 
Their fortunes to the crowd I told ; 

I gave die yonog the love they prized, 
And promised wealth to bless the old; 

Schemes for the doubtful I devised. 
And c^rms for the forsaken sold. 

At length for arts like these confined 

In prison with a lawless crew, 
I soon perceived a kindred mind. 

And there my long-lost daughter knew. 

llis father's child, whom Aaron gave 

To wander with a distant clan, 
The miseries of the world to brave. 

And be the slave of vice and man. 

She knew my name — we met in pain, 
Our parting pangs can I express ? 

She sail'd a convict o'er the main. 
And left an heir to her distress. 

This is that heir to shame and pain, 
For whom I only could descry 

A world of trouble and disdain : 
Yet, could 1 bear to see her die. 

Or stretch her feeble hands in vain. 
And, weeping, beg of me supply? 

No ! though the fate thy mother knew 
Was shameful ! shameful though thy race 

Have wander'd all, a lawless crew, 
Outcasts, despised in every place ; 

Yet as the dark and muddy tide. 
When far from its polluted source, 

Becomes more pure, and, purified. 
Flows in a clear and happy course ;— 

In thee, dear infent ! so may end 
Our shame, in thee our sorrows cease ! 

And thy pare course will then extend. 
In floods of joy, o'er vales of peace. 

Oil ! by the God who loves to spare, 

Deny me not the boon I crave; 
Let til is loved child your mercy share. 

And let me find a peaceful grave; 
Make her yet spotless soul your care, 

And let my sins their portion have ; 
Her for a better fate prepare, 

And punish whom 't were sin to save! 

MAGISTBATE. 

Recall tlie word, renounce the thought. 
Command thy heart and bend thy knee. 

THere is to all a pardon brought, 
A ransom rich, assured and free; 

T is full when found, 't is found if sought. 
Oh ! seek it, till 't is scal'd to thee. 



VAGKAHT. 

But how Diy pardon shall 1 know ? 

MAGISn&TB. 

By feeling dread that 't is not sent, 
By tears for sin that freely flow. 

By grief, that all thy tears are spent. 
By thoughts on that great debt we owe, 

With all the mercy God has lent. 
By suffering what tliou canst not show. 

Yet showing how thine heart is rent. 
Till thou canst feel thy bosom glow. 

And say, « My Savioub, I kbpknt !i» 



WOMAN ! 



MR LBDYAaO, AS QUOTED BY M. PARKE IN RIS TRAVELS INTO 

ATRICA : 

« To • Woman I aever addreuod mytalf In tho laof aage of decency 
and frleodahlp, witboat reooiTln^ a decant and friendly antwer. 
If I was bongry or thir»iy, wat or tick, they did not besitate, 
like Hen, to perform a genarouc action : In so free and kind a 
manner did ibey contribate to mj relief, tbai if I was dry, I 
drank tbe sweetest draogbt ; and If fann^y, I ate tba ooarveat 
morsel with a doable relish. • 



Plage the white man on Afric's coast. 

Whose swarthy sons in blood delight. 
Who of their scorn to Europe boast. 

And paint their very demons white: * 
There, while the sterner sex disdains 

To sootlie the woes they cannot feel, 
¥roman will strive to heal his pains. 

And weep for those she cannot heal : 
Hers is warm pity's sacred glow; 

From all her stores, she bears a part. 
And bids the spring of hope re-flow, 

That languished in the fainting heart 

> What though so pale his haggard face. 

So sunk and sad his looks,*— she cries; 
M And far unlike our nobler race. 
With crisped locks and rolling eyes; 
Yet misery marks him of our kind ; 

We see 'htm lost, alone, afraid; 
And pangs of body, griefs in mind. 
Pronounce him man, and ask our aid. 

u Perhaps in some far^istant shore, 

There are who in these forms delight; 
Whose milky features please them more 
Than ours of jet, thus burnisb'd bright; 
Of such may be his weeping wife, 

Such children for their sire may call, 
And if we spare his ebbing life, 

Our kindness may preserve them all.* 

Thus her compassion Woman shows. 
Beneath the line her acts are these; 

Nor the wide waste of Lapland-snows 
Can her warm flow of pity freeze: — 
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« From aome tad land the •tFaager comes, 
Where joys, like oan, are nerer found; 

LfCt 's eooche hun in our happy homea, 
Where freedom sili, with plenty croini*d. 

« 'T is good the Banting soul to cheer* 

To see the fomish'd stranger fed; 
To milk for him the mother-deer, 
To smooth for him the furry hed. 
The Powen above our Lapland bless 
With good no other people know; 
T* enlarge the joys that we po siew 
By fieeling those that we bestow U 

« 

Thus in extremes of cold and heat. 

Where wandering man may trace his kind ; 



Wherever grief and want retreat, 
In Woman they compassion find ; 

She makes the female breast her seat, 
And dictates mercy to the mind. 

Man may the sterner virtues know, 

Determined justice, truth severe : 
But female hearts with pity glow. 

And Woman holds afttictlon dear; 
For guiltless woes her sorrows flow. 

And suffering vice compels her tear; 
'T is hers to soothe tlie ills below. 

And bid life's fairer views appear: 
To Wonun's gentle kind we owe 

What comforts and delights us here ; 
They its gay hopes on youth bestow, 

And care they soothe and age they cheer. 



et^t l^roU0d« 



P««lo BaJors euanat.— VlftGIL. 



TO BIB ORAOB 

THE DUKE OF RITTLAND, MARQUIS OF GBANBY; 

ItBOOSDBB OF GAMBRIDOB AJKD 8CARBOBOUGH; IX)RI>-LIEUTBHA1IT AND CUSTOS-'BOTULORrM 

or TBE oodutt of LBicESTsn; k. o. avd ll.d. 



Ut Lokd, 
Thb poem, for which I have -ventured to solicit your 
Grace's attention, was composed in a situation so near 
lo Belvoir Gasde, that the author had all the advantage 
to be derived from prospects extensive and beautiful, 
and from works of grandeur and sublimity: and though 
nothing of the influence arising from such situation 
should be discernible in diese -verses, either from want 
of adequate powers in the writer, or because his sub- 
jects do not assimilate with soch views, yet wonld it be 
natnrsl for him to indulge a wish, that he might in- 
scribe his labours to the lord of a scene which per- 
petually excited his admiration, and he would plead 
the propriety of placing the titles of the House of 
Rutland at the entrance of a volume written in the 
Vale of Belvoir. 

But, my Lord, a motive much more powerful than a 
tense of propriety, a graceful remembrance of benefits 
conferred by the noble family in which you preside, 
has been the great inducement for me to wish that I 
might bo permitted to inscribe this work to yourGrace : 
the honours of that time were to me unexpected, they 
weve unmerited, and they were transitory ; but since I 
am thus allowed to make puUic my gratitude, I am in 
some degrse restored to die honour of that period ; I 
have again the happiness to find myself favoured, and 
my exertions stimulaiad, by the condescension of the 
Duke of Rutland. 

It was my fortune, in a poem which yet circulates, 
to write of the virtues, talents, and heroic death of 



Lord Robert Manners, and to bear witness to the affec- 
tion of a brother whose grief was poignant, and to be 
soothed only by remembrance of his worth whom he so 
deeply deplored. In a patron thus fevourably predis- 
posed, my Lord, I might look for much lenity, and 
Could not fear the severity of critical examination: 
frx>m your Grace, who, happily, have no such impedi- 
ment to justice, I must not look for the same kind of 
indulgence. I am assured, by those whose situation 
gave them opportunity for knowledge, and whose 
abilities and attention guarded them from error, tfiat I 
must not expect my fsilings wHl escape detection fr«m 
want of discemm^t, neither am I to fear that any 
merit will be undistinguished through deficiency of 
taste. It is from this information, my Lord, and a con- 
sciousness of much which needs forgiveness, that 1 en- 
treat your Grace to read my verses, with a wish, I had 
almost added, with a purpose to be pleased, and to 
make every possible allowance for subjects not always 
pleasing, for manners sometimes gross, and for lan- 
guage too frequently incoirect. 

With the fullest confidence in your Grace's ability 
and favour, in the accuracy of your judgment, and the 
lenity of your decision ; with grateful remembrance of 
benefits received, and due consciousness of the little I 
could merit; with prayers that your Grace nnay long 
enjoy the dignities of the House of Rutland, and con- 
tinue to dictate improvement for the surrounding 
country ; — I terminate an address, in which a fear of 
offending your Grace has made me so cautious in my 

7 






50 



CRABBERS POETICAL WORKS. 



expression*, ihat I may juatly fear to offend many of 
my readers, who will think that something more of ani- 
mation should have been excited by the objects I view, 
the benevolence I honour, and the gratitude I profess. 

I have the honour to be, my Lord, 
Your Grace's 
Most obliged and obedient humble servant, 

GEORGE GRABBE. 



PREFACE. 



Whether, if I had not been encouraged by some proofs 
of public favour, I should have written the Poem now 
before the reader, is a question which I cannot posi- 
tively determine; but I will venture to assert, that I 
should not, in that case, have committed the work to 
the press; I should not have allowed my own opinion 
of it to have led me into further disappointment, ag^ainst 
the voice of judges impartial and indifferent, from 
whose sentence it had been fruitless to appeal : the suc- 
cess of a late publication, therefore, may be fairly 
assigned as the principal cause for the appearance 
of this. 

When the ensuing Letters were so far written, that 
I could form an opinion of tliem, and when I began to 
conceive that they might not be unacceptable to the 
public, I felt myself prompted by duty, as well as inte- 
rest, to put them to the press; I considered myself 
bound by gratitude for the favourablie treatment 1 had 
already received, to show that I was not unmindful of 
it; and, however this might be mixed with other 
motives, it operated with considerable force upon my 
mind, acting as a stimulus to exertions naturally tardy, 
and to expectations easily checked. 

It must nevertheless be acknowledged, that although 
such favourable opinion had been formed, I was not 
able, w^ith the requisite impartiality, to determine the 
comparative value of an unpublished manuscript, and 
a work sent into the world. Books, like children, when 
established, have doubdess our parental affection and 
good wishes; we rejoice to hear that they are doing 
well, and are received and respected in good company : 
but it is to manuscripts in the study, as to children in 
the nursery, that our care, our anxiety, and our tender- 
ness are principally directed : they are fondled as our 
endearing companions ; their faults are corrected with 
the lenity of partial love, and their good parts are ex- 
aggerated by the strength of parental imagination ; nor 
is it easy eveu for the more cool and reasonable among 
parents, thus circumstanced, to decide upon the com- 
parative merits of their offspring, whetlier they be 
children of the bed or issue of the brain. 

But, however favourable my own opinion may have 
been, or may still be, I could not venture to commit 
so long a Poem to the press without some endeavour 
to obtain the more valuable opinion of less partial 
judges : at the same time, I am willing to confos that 
I have lost some portion of the timidity once so pain- 
ful, and that I am encouraged to take upon myself the 
decision of various points, which heretofore I entreated 
my friends to decide. Those friends were then my 
council, whose opinion I was implicitly to follow ; they 



are now advisers, whose ideas I am at liberty to reject. 
This will not, I hope, seem like arrogance: it would be 
more safe, it would be more pleasant, still to have that 
reliance on the judgment of others; but it cannot 
always be obtained; nor are they, however frieudly 
disposed, ever ready to lend a helping hand to him 
whom they consider as one who ought by this time to 
have cast away the timidity of inexperience, and to 
have acquired the courage tliat would enable him to 
decide for himself. 

When it is confessed that I have less assistance from 
my friends, and that the appearance of this work is, 
in a great measure, occasioned by the success of a 
former, some readers will, I fear, entertain the opinion 
that the book before them was written in hasti?, and 
published without due examination and revisal : should 
this opinion be formed, there will doubtless occur 
many faults which may appear as originating in 
neglect: Now, readers are, I believe, disposed to treat 
with more than common severity those writei's v,Uo 
have been led into presumption by the approbation 
bestowed on their diftidence, and into idleness and 
unconcern, by the praises given to their attention. I am 
therefore even anxious it should be generally known 
that sufficient time and application were bestowed 
upon this work, and by this I mean that no material 
alteration would be effected by delay : it is true that 
this confession removes one plea for the errors of the 
book, want of time; but in my opinion, there is not 
much consolation to be drawn by reasonable minds 
from this resource : if a work fails, it appears (o be 
poor satisfaction when it is observed, that if the author 
had taken more care, the event had been less dis- 
graceful. 

When the reader enters into tlie Poem, he will find 
the author retired from view, and an imaginary per- 
sonage brought forward to describe his Borough for 
him: to him it seemed convenient to speak in the 
first person : but the inhabitant of a village, in the 
centre of the kingdom, could not appear in the cha- 
racter of a residing burgess in a large sea-port; and 
when, with this point, was considered what relations 
were to be given, what manners delineated, and what 
situations described, no method appeared to be so 
convenient as that of borrowing the assistance of an 
ideal friend: by this means the raider is in some de- 
gree kept from view of any particular place, nor will 
he perhaps be so likely to determine where those per- 
sons reside, and what their connexions, who are so 
intimately known to this man of straw. 

From the title of tliis Poem, some persons will, I fear, 
expect a political satire, — an attack upon corrupt prin- 
ciples in a general view, or upon the customs and 
manners of some particular place; of these they will 
find nothing satirized, nothing related. It may be 
that graver readers would have preferred a more histo- 
rical account of so considerable a Borough — its charter, 
privileges, trade, public structures, and subjects of this 
kind ; but I have an apology for the omission of these 
things, in the difficulty of describing them, and ill the 
utter repugnancy which subsists between the studies 
and objects of topography and poetry. What I thought 
I could best describe, that 1 attempted: — the sea, and 
the country in the immediate vicinity ; the dwellings, 
and the inhabitants; some incidents and characters, 
with an exhibition of morals and manners, offensive 
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Perhaps to those of extremely delicate feelings, but 
sometimes, I hope, neither nnamiable nor unaffecting : 
an Election indeed forms a part of one Letter, but the 
evil there described is not one 'greatly nor generally 
deplored, a^d there are probably many places of this 
kind where it is not felt. 

From the variety of relations, characters, and de- 
scriptions which a Boiough affords, several were reject- 
ed which a reader might reasonably expect to have met 
with : in this case he is entreated to believe that these, if 
they occurred to the author, were considered by him 
as beyond his ability, as subjects which he could not 
treat in a manner satisfisctory to himself. Possibly the 
admission of some will bethought to require more apo« 
logy than the rejection of others : in such variety, it is 
to be apprehended, that almost every reader will find 
something not according with his ideas of propriety, or 
something repulsive to the tone of his feelings; nor could 
this be avoided but by the sacrifice of every event, opi- 
nion, andeven expression, which could be thought liable 
to produce such effect ; and this casting away so largely 
of our cargo, through fears of danger, though it might 
help us to clear it, would render our vessel of little 
worth when she came into port. I may likewise enter- 
tain a hope, that this very variety, which gives scope to 
objection and censure, will also afford a better chance 
for approval and satisfaction. 

Of these objectionable parts many must be to me un • 
known ; of others some opinion may be formed, and 
for their admission some plea may be slated. 

In the first Letter is nothing which particularly calls 
for remark, except possibly the last line— giving a pro- 
mise to the reader that he should both smile and sigh 
in the perusal of the following Letters. This may ap- 
pear vain, and more than an author ought to promise; 
but let it be considered that the character assumed is 
that of a friend, who gives an account of objects, per- 
sons, and events to his correspondent, and who was 
therefore at liberty, without any imputation of this kind, 
to suppose in what manner he would be affected by such 
descriptions. 

Nothing, I trust, in the second Letter, which relates to 
the imitation of what are called weather-stains on build- 
ings, will seem to any invidious or offensive. I wished 
to make a comparison between those minute and cu- 
rious bodies which cover the surface of some edifices, 
and those kinds of stain which are formed of boles and 
ochres, and laid on with a brush. Now, as the work 
of time cannot be anticipated in such cases, it may be 
very judicious to have recourse to such expedients as 
will give to a recent structure the venerable appearance 
of antiquity; and in this case, though 1 might still ob- 
serve the vast difference between the living varieties of 
nature, and the distant imitation of the artist, yet I would 
not forbear to make use of his dexterity, because he 
could not clothe my freestone with mucor, lichen, and 
fyssus. 

The wants and mortifications of a poor Clergyman 
are the subjects of one portion of the third Letter ; and 
he being represented as a stranger in the Borough, it 
may bo necessary to make some apology for his ap-^ 
pearance in the Poem. Previous to a late meeting of a 
literary society, whose benevolent purpose is well known 
to tlie public, I was induced by a friend to compose a 
few verses, in which, with the general commendation of 
the design, should be introduced a hint that the bounty 



might be fmrther extended ; these verses a gentleman did 
me the honour to roeite at the meeting, and they were 
printed as an extract from the Poem, to which in fact 
they may be called an appendage. 

I am now arrived at that part of my work, whicb I 
may expect will bring upon me some animadversion. Re- 
ligion is a subject deeply in leresting tc the minds of many, 
and when these minds are weak, they are often led by 
a warmth of feeling into the violence of causeless re- 
sentment : I am therefore anxious that my purpose should 
be understood; and I wish to point out what things they 
are which an author may hold up to ridicule and be 
blameless. In referring to the two principal divisions 
of enthusiastical teachers, I have denominated them, as 
I conceive they are generally called, Calvinistic and 
Arminian Methodists. The Amdnians^ though divided 
and perhaps subdivided, are still, when particular ac- 
curacy is not intended, considered as one body, having 
had, for many years, one head, who is yet held in high 
respect by the varying members of the present day: 
but the Calvinistic societies are to be looked upon rather 
as separate and independent congregations ; and it is to 
one of these (unconnected, as is supposed, with any 
other) I more particularly allude. But while I am mak- 
ing use of thb division, I must entreat that I may not be 
considered as one who takes upon him to censure the 
religious opinions of any society or individual : the rea- 
der will find that the spirit of the enthusiast, and not 
his opinions, his manners, and not his creed, have en- 
gaged my attention. I have nothing to observe of the 
Calvinist and Arminian, considered as such; but my 
remarks are pointed at the enthusiast and the bigot, at 
their folly and their craft. .. 

To those readers who have seen the journals of the 
first Methodists, or the extracts quoted from them by 
their opposers * in the early times of this spiritual in- 
fluenza, arc sufficiently known all their leading notions 
and peculiarities ; so that I liave no need to enter into 
such unpleasant inquiries in this place : I have 
only to observe that their tenets remain the same, 
and have still the former effect on the minds of the 
converted : There is yet that imagined contention with 
the powers of darkness, that is at once so lamentable 
and so ludicrous : there is the same offensive familiarity 
with the Deity, with a full trust and confidence both in 
the immediate efficacy of their miserably delivered sup- 
plications, and in the reality of numberless small mira- 
cles wrought at their request and for their convenience; 
tliere still exists that delusion, by which some of the 
most common diseases of the body are regarded as proofs 
of the malignity of Satan contending for dominion over 
the soul : and there still remains the same wretched 
jargon, composed of scriptural language, debased by 
vulgar expressions, which has a kind of mystic influence 
on the minds of the ignorant. It will be recollected 
tliat it is the abuse of those scriptural t^ms which I 
conceive to be improper : they are doubtless most signi- 
ficant and efficacious when used with propriety ; but it 
it is painful to the mind of a soberly devout person, 
when he hears every rise and fall of the animal spirits, 
every whim and notion of enthusiastic ignorance, ex- 
pressed in the venerable language of the Apostles and 
Evangelists. 

• HethodUu tnd PspbU oompsied ; TrestlM on Gra«0. by BUlu4t 
Warbartoo, «ie. 
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TheeocceH of thete people U great, bat notsarprning ; 
as the powen they claim are given, and come not of 
education, many may, and therefore do, fancy they are 
eoSawed with them; to that they who do not venture to 
become preachen, yet exert the minor gifts, and gain 
reputation for the faculty of prayer, asaoon as they can 
address the Creator in daring flights of unpremeditated 
absurdity. The less indigent gan» the praise of hospi- 
tality, and die more harmonious become distinguished 
In tlicir choire: curiosity is kept alive by succession of 
ministers, and self-love is flattered by the consideration 
that they are the persons at whom the world wonders; 
add to this, that, in many of them, pride is gratified by 
their consequence as new members of a sect whom their 
conversion pleases, and by the liberty, which as scceders 
they take, of speaking contemptuously of the Church 
and ministers whom they have relinquished.. 

Of those denominated Cahnnistie MelkodUt$, I had 
principally one sect in view, or, to adopt the term of its 
founder, a church. This church consists of several con- 
gregations in town and country, unknown perhaps in 
many parts of the kingdom, but, where known, the 
cause of much curiosity and some amusement To- 
such of my readers as may judge an enthusiastic teacher 
and his peculiarities to be unworthy any serious atten- 
tion, I would observe that there is something unusually 
daring in the boast of this man, who claims the author- 
ity of a messenger sent from God, and declares widiout 
hesitation that his call was immediate ; that he is assisted 
by the sensible influence of the Spirit, and that miracles 
are perpemally wrought in his favour and for his con- 
venience. 

As it was and continues to be my desire to give proof 
that I had advanced notliing respecting this extraordinary 
person, his operations or assertions, which might not be 
readily justified by quotations from his own writings, I 
had collected several of these and disposed them under 
certain heads; but I found that by this means a very 
disproportioned share of attention must be given to the 
subject, and after some consideration, I have determined 
to relinquish the design ; and should any have curiosity 
to search whether my representation of the temper and 
disposition, the spirit and manners, the knowledge and 
capacity, of a very popular teacher he correct, he is re- 
ferred to «about fourscore pamphlets, whose titles will 
be found on the covers of the lata editions of the Bank 
of faiti, itself a wonderful performance, which (accord- 
ing to the turn of mind in the reader) will either highly 
excite, or totally extinguish, curiosity. In these works 
will he abnndandy seen, abuse and contempt of the 
Church of England and ill mhiisiers; vengeance and 
virulent denunciation against all offendeia: scorn for 
morality and heathen virtue, with that kind of learning 
which the author poasesses, and his peculiar style of 
composition. A few of the titles placed below will give 
some information to the reader req>e«ting the merit and 
design of those performances.^ 

As many of the preacher^s subjects are controverted 
and nice questions in divinity, he luu sometimes allowed 
himself relaxation from the severity of study, and fa- 

* isrter, la two fiartt ; Baad-Ckild ; Otf ttf Lltd« Faltk ; flstan't 
Lawtait : Forty Stripw Car Satan ; Mynfa aad Odoar af flalau ; lk« 
Nakad Bow of God; Ralo aad Riddio; Way aad Para for Wayfiirins 
Hob ; CiilUy of tho Bookt aad Exoelleaey of th« Paichaaau ; Cor- 
MapoBdoaca botwaaa IKMfvar AaHM, (iho wards m aoparaiad) aad 
PMomdm, etc 



voured his admirers with the effects of an humbler kind 
of inspiration, vis. that of the Muse. It must be con- 
fessed that 4hese fli^ta of fancy are very humble, and 
liave nothing of that daring and mysterious nature which 
the prose of the author leads ua to expect. 7%e Dumett- 
siom of eternal Lovx b a title of one of his more 
learned productions, with which might have been ex- 
pected (as a fit companion), The Bounds of infinite 
Grace i but no such work appears, and possibly the au- 
thor considered one attempt of this kind was sufficient 
to prove the extent and direction of his abilities. 

Of the whole of this mass of inquiry and decision, of 
denunciatMMi and instruction (could we suppose it read 
by intelligent persons), different opinions would proba- 
bly be formed; the more indignant and severe would 
condemn the whole as the produce of crafk and hypo- 
crisy, while the more lenient woold allow that such 
thinga might originate in the wandering imagination 
of a dreaming enthusiast. 

None of my readers will, I trust, do me so much in- 
justice as to suppose I have here any other motive than 
a vindication of what I have advanced in the verses 
which describe this kind of character, or that 1 had 
there any other purpose than to express (what 1 conceive 
to be) justifiable indignation against the assurance, die 
malignity, and (what is of more importance) the perni- 
cious influence of such sentiments on the minds of the 
simple and ignorant, who, if they give credit to his re- 
lations, must be no more than tools and instruments 
under the control and management of one called to be 
their AftosUe. 

Nothing would be more easy for me, as I have ob* 
served, than to bring forward quotations such as wouM 
justify all I have advanced; but even had 1 room, I can- 
not tell whether there be not something degrading in 
such kind of attack : the reader might smile at those 
miraculous accounts, but he would consider them and 
the language of the author a» beneath his further atten- 
tion : I therefore once more refer him to those pamph- 
lets, which will afford matter for pity and for contempt, 
by which some would be amused and others astonbhed 
—not without sorrow, when they reflect that thousands 
look up to the writer as a man literally inspired, to 
whose wants they administer with their substance, and 
to whose guidance they proilrale their spirit uid under- 
standing. 

Having been so long detained by thb Letter, I must 
not permit my desire of elucidating what may seem ob- 
scure, or of daifending what b liable to misconstruction, 
any further to prevail over a wish for brevity, and the 
fear of giving an air of importance to subjects which 
have perhaps little in ihemsdves.. 

The circumstance recorded in the §ftti Letter b a 
fact; although it nuy appear to many almost incredi- 
ble, that, in thb country, and but few years since, a close 
and successful man should be a stranger to the method 
of increasing money by the loan of it. The Minister of 
the place where the honest Fbherman resided has related 
to me the apprehension and' suspicion he witnessed : 
With trembling hand and dubious look, the careful man 
received and surveyed the bond given to him; and, after 
a sigh or two of lingering mistrust, he placed it in the 
coffer whence he had just before taken hb cash ; for 
which, and for whose increase, he now indulged a be- 
lief, that it was indeed hotli promise and security. 

If tlie Letter which treats of Inns should be found to 
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contain noihii^ imercttiiig or aDeommon i if itdescribe 
things which w« behold erery day, and aome which we 
do not wish to behold at any time ; let it be considered 
that this Letter is one of the shortest, and that from a 
Poem whose sdbject was a Borough, popolous uid 
wealdiy, Aeae pUces of public acoommodation could 
not, without some impropriety, be eidnded. 

I entertain the strongest, because the most reasonable 
hope, that no liberal practitioner in the Law will be of- 
fended by the notice taken of dishonourable and crafty 
attorneys. The increased difficulty of entering into the 
precession will in time render it much more free than 
it now is, from those who disgrace it : at present such 
persons remain ; and it wonld not be difficult to gi?e 
malances of neglect, ignorance, cruelty, oppression, and 
chicanery; nor are they by any means confined to one 
part of Ihe country: quacks and impoMors are indeed 
in every profession, as well with a lic«ice as without 
one. The character and actions of SwaUow might 
doubtless be eontnsled by the delineation of an able and 
upright Solicitor; but this Letter is of sufficient length, 
and Sttch persons, without question, are already known 
to my readers. 

When I obserre, under the article Physic, that the 
young and less experienced physician will write rather 
with a Tiew of making himself known, than to in- 
▼eetigate and publish some useful fact, I would not be 
thought to extend this remark to all the publications of 
such men. I could point out a work, containing ex- 
periments the most judicious, and conelusions the most 
interesting, made by a gentleman, tlien young, which 
would have given just celebrity to a man after long 
practice. The observation is nevertheless generally true ; 
many opinions have been adopted and many books 
written, not that the theory might be well defended, 
but that a young physician might be better known. 

If I have in one Letter praised the good-humour of a 
man confessedly too inattentive to business, and, in 
another, if I have written somewhat sarcastically of 
■ the brick-floored parlour which the butcher lets;* be 
credit given to me, that in the one case I ha^ no inten- 
tion to apologise for idleness, nor any design in the 
oth« to treat with contempt the resources of the poor. 
The good-hnmour is considered as the consolation of 
disappointment, and the room is so mentioned because 
the lodger is vain. Host of my readers will perceive 
this; but I shall be sorry if by any I am supposed to 
make pleas for the vices of men, or treat their wants 
and infirmities with derision or with disdain. 

It is probable, that really polite people, with culti- 
vated minds and harmonious tempers, may judge my 
description of a Card-club conversation to be highly 
exaggerated, if not totally fictitious; and I acknowledge 
that the club must admit a particular kind of members 
to afford snch specimens of acrimony and oljuigation : 
yet that snch language is spoken, and such manners 
exhibited, is most certain, chiefly among those who, 
being successful in life, without previous education, not 
very nice in their feelings* or very attentive to impro- 
prieties* sit down to game with no other view than that 
of adding the gain of the evening to the profits of the 
day; whom therefore disappointment itsdf makes 
angry, and, when caused by another, resentful and 
vindictive. 

The Letter on Itinerant Players will to some appear 
loo harshly written, tlieir profligacy exaggerated, and 



their distresses magnified; but though the respectability 
of a part of these people may gpive us a more favourable 
view of the whole body; though some actors be sober, 
and some managers prudent; Mill there a vice and mi- 
sery left, more than sufficient to justify my description. 
But if I could find only one woman who (passing forty 
years on many stages, and sustaining many principal 
characters) laments, in her unrespected old age, that 
there was no workhouse to which she could legally sue 
for admission ; if I could produce only one female, se> 
duced upon the boards, and starved in her lodging, 
compelled hy her poverty to sing, and by her sufferings 
to weep, without any prospect but misery, or any con- 
solation bnt death ; if I could exhibit only one youth 
who sought refuge from parental authority in the li- 
centious frsedom of a wandering company; yet, with 
three such examplesi I should feel myself justifiied in the 
account I have given :— but such charactefsand suffer- 
ings are common, and there are few of these societies 
which could not show members of this description. To 
some, indeed, the life has its satisfactions : they never 
expected to be free from labour, and their present kind 
they think is light : they have no delicate ideas of shame, 
and therefore duns and hisses give them no other pain 
than what arises from the fear of not being trusted, 
joined with the apprehension that they may have no- 
thing to subsist upon except their credit. 

For the Alms-House itfeelf, its Governors and Inhabi- 
tants, I have not much to offer, in favour of the subject 
or of the characters. One of these. Sir Denys Srand^ 
may be considered as too highly placed for an author 
(who seldom ventures above middle-life) to delineate; 
and indeed I had some idea of reserving him for another 
occasion, where he might have appeared with those in 
his own rank ; but then it is most uncertain whether 
he would ever appear, and he has been so many years 
prepared for the public whenever opportunity might 
offer, that I have at leiigth given him place, and though 
with his infleriors, yet as a ruler over them. Of these, 
one (Renfrew) may be thought too low and despicable 
to be admitted here; but he is a Borough-character, 
and, however disgusting in some respects a picture may 
be, it will please some, and be tolerated by many, if it 
can boast that one merit of being a faithful likeness. 

Blaney and CUlia, a male and female inhabitant of 
this mansion, are drawn at some length; and I may he 
thought to have given them attention which they do not 
merit I plead not for the originality, but for the trutli 
of the character; and though it may not be very pleas- 
ing, it may be useful to delineate (for certain minds) 
these mixtures of levity and vice; people who are thus 
incurably vain and determinately worldly; thus devoted 
to enjoyment and insensible of shame, and so miserably 
fond of their pleasures, that they court even the re- 
membrance with eager solicitation, by conjuring up the 
ghosts of departed indulgences with all the aid that me- 
mory can afford them. These characters demand some 
attention, because they hold out a warning to that nu- 
merous class of young people who are too lively to be 
discreet; to whom the purpose of lifo is amusement, 
and who are always in danger of felling into vicious 
habits, because they have too much activity to be quiet, 
and too little strength to he steady. 

The characters of the Hospital-Directors were'writtcn 
many years since, and, so far as I was capable of judg- 
ing, are drawn with fidelity. 1 mention this circum- 
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stance, that, if any reader should find a difference in 
the versification or expression, he will be thus enabled 
to account for it. 

The Poor are here almost of necessity introduced, for 
they must be considered, in every place, as a large and 
interesting portion of its inhabitants. I am aware of 
the great difficulty of acquiring just notions on the 
maintenance and management of this class of our fel- 
low-subjects, and I forbear to express any opinion of 
the various modes which have been discussed or adopt- 
ed: of one method only I venture to give my senti- 
ments, that of collecting the poor of a hundred into 
one building. This admission of a vast number of per- 
sons, of all ages and both sexes, of very different incli- 
nations, habits, and capacities, into a society, must, at 
a first view, I conceive, be looked upon as a cause of 
both vice and misery ; nor does any thing which I have 
heard or read invalidate the opinion; happily, it is not 
a prevailing one, as these houses are, I believe, still 
confined to that part of the kingdom where they origi- 
nated. 

To this subject follow several Letters describing the 
follies and crimes of persons in lower life, with one 
relation of a happier and more consolatory kind. It 
has been a subject of greater vexation to me than sucli 
a trifle ought to be, that I could not, without destroying 
all appearance of arrangement, separate these melan- 
choly narratives, and place the fallen Clerk in Office at 
a greater distance from the Clerk of the Parish, espe- 
cially as they resembled each other in several particu- 
lars; both being tempted, seduced, and wretched. Yet 
are there, I conceive, considerable marks of distinction : 
their guilt is of different kind ; nor would either have 
committed the offence of the other. The Clerk of the 
Parish could break the commandment, but he could 
not have been induced to have disowned an article of 
that creed for which he had so bravely contended, and 
on which he fully relied; and the upright mind of the 
Clerk in Office would have secured him from being 
guilty of wrong and robbery, though his weak and va- 
cillating intellect could not preserve him from infidelity 
and profaneness. Their melancholy is nearly alike, but 
not its consequences. Jachin retained his belief, and 
though he hated life, he could never be induced to quit 
it voluntarily ; but /4bel was driven to terminate his mi- 
sery in a way which the unfixedness of his relit;ious 
opinions rather accelerated than retarded. I am there- 
fore not without hope tliat the more observant of my 
readers will perceive many marks of discrimination in 
these characters. 

The Life of Ellen Orfbrd, though sufficiently bur- 
thened with error and misfortune, has in it little be- 
sides, which resembles those of the above unhappy men, 
and is still more unlike that of Grimes^ in a subsequent 
Letter. There is in this character cheerfulness and re- 
signation, a more uniform piety, and an immovable 
trust in the aid of religion : this, with the light texture 
of the introductory part, will, I hope, take off from 
that idea of sameness which the repetition of crimes 
and distresses is likely to create. The character of 
Grimes^ his obdui^cy and apparent want of feeling, his 
gloomy kind of misanthropy, the progress of his mad- 
ness, and the horrors of his imagination, I must leave 
to the judgment and observation of my readers. The 
mind here exhibited is one untouched by pity, unstung 
by remorse, and uncorrected by shame : yet is this har- 



dihood of temper and spirit broken by want, disease, 
solitude, and disappointment ; and he becomes the vic- 
tim of a distempered and horror-stricken fancy. It is 
evident, therefore, that no feeble vision, no half-visible 
ghost, not the momentary glance of an unbodied being, 
nor the half-audible voice of an invisible one, would be 
created by the continual workings of distress on a 
mind so depraved and flinty. The ruffian of Mr Scott* 
has a mind of this nature :iie has no shame or remorse : 
but the corrosion of hopeless want, the wasting of un- 
abating disease, and the gloom of unvaried solitude, 
will have their effect on every nature; and the harder 
that nature is, and the longer time required to work 
upon it, so much the more strong and indelible is the 
impression. This is all the reason I am able to give, 
why a man of feeling so dull should yet become insane, 
or that his insanity shonld be of so horrible a nature. 

That a Letter on Prisons should follow those narra- 
tives is unfortunate, but not to be easily avoided. I 
confess it is not pleasant to be detained so long by sub- 
jects so repulsive to the feelings of many, as the suffer- 
ings of mankind : but though I assuredly would have 
altered this arrangement, had I been able to have done 
it by substituting a better, yet am I not of opinion that 
my verses, or indeed the verses of any other person, 
can so represent the evils and distresses of life as to 
make any material impression on the mind, and much 
less any of injurious nature. Alas! sufferings real, evi- 
dent, continually before us, have not effects very serious 
or lasting, even in the minds of the more reflecting and 
compassionate; nor indeed does it seem right that the 
pain caused by sympathy should serve for more than a 
stimulus to benevolence. If then the strength and soli- 
dity of truth placed before our eyes have effect so feeble 
and transitory, I need not be very apprehensive that ray 
representations of Poor-houses and Prisons, of wants 
and sufferings, however faithfully taken, will excite any 
feelings which can be seriously lamented. It has al- 
ways been held as a salutary exercise of the mind, to 
contemplate the evils and miseries of our nature : I am 
not therefore without hope, that even tliis gloomy sub- 
ject of Imprisonment, and more especially the Dream 
of the condemned Highwayman, will excite in some 
minds that mingled pity and abhorrence, which, while 
it is not unpleasant to the feelings, is useful in its ope- 
ration : it ties and binds us to all mankind by sensa- 
tions cbmmon to us all, and in some degree connects 
us, without degradation, even to the most miserable and 
guilty of our fellow-men. 

Our concluding subject is Education ; and some at- 
tempt is made to describe its various seminaries, from 
that of the Poor Widow, who pronounces the alphabet 
for infants, to scats whence the light of learning is 
shed abroad on the world. If, in this Letter, I describe 
the lives of literary men as embittered by much evil ; 
if they be often disappointed, and sometimes unfitted 
for the world they improve ; let it be considered that 
they are described as men who possess diat great pl(»i- 
sure, the exercise of their own talents, and the delight 
which flows from their own exertions : they have joy in 
their pursuits, and glory in their acquirements of know- 
ledge. Their victory over difficulties affords the most 
rational cause of triumph, and the attainment of new 
ideas leads to incalculable riches, such as gratify the 
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glorioas ararice of aspiriDg and comprehensiTe miDds. 
Here th«D I place the reward of learning. — Our Univer- 
sities |>rodttce men of the first scholastic attainments, 
who are heirs to large poueesions, or descendants from 
noble families. Now, to those so fovoored, talents and 
acquirements are, unquestionably, means of arriTing at 
the most elevated and important situations; but these 
must be the lot of a few: in general, the diligence, 
acuteness, and peneverance of a youth at the Univer- 
sity, have no other reward than some College honours 
and emoluments, which they desire to exchange, many 
of them for very moderate incomes, in the obscurity of 
some distant village : so that, in stating the reward of 
an ardent and powerful mind to consist principally ( I 
might have said entirely) in its own views, efforts, and 
excursions, I place it upon a sure foundation, though 
not one so elevated as the more ambitious aspire to. It 
is surely some encouragement to a studious man to re- 
flect, that if he be disappointed, he cannot be without 
gratification ; and that if he gets but a very humble 
portion of what the world can give> he has a continual 
fruition of unwearying enjoyment, of which it has not 
power to deprive him. 

Long as I have detained the reader, I take leave to 
add a few words on the subject of imitation, or, more 
plainly speaking, borrowing. In the course of a long 
Poem, and more especially of two long ones, it is very 
difficult to avoid a recurrence of the same thoughts, 
and of similar expressions ; and, however careful I have 
been myself in detecting and removing these kinds of 
repetitions, my readers, I question not, would, if dis- 
posed to seek them, find many remaining. For these I 
can only plead that common excuse — they are the of- 
fences of a bad memory, and not of voluntary inatten- 
tion; to which I must add the difficulty (I have already 
mentioned) of avoiding the error : this kind of plaj^ia- 
rism will therefore, I conceive, be treated with lenity : 
and of the more criminal kind, borrowing from otliers, 
I plead, witli much confidence, « not guilty.n But 
while I claim exemption from guilt, 1 do not affirm 
that much of sentiment and much of expression may 
not be detected in the vast collection of English poetry : 
it is sufficient for an author, that he uses not the words 
or ideas of another without acknowledgment, and this, 
and no more than this, I mean, by disclaiming debts of 
the kind ; yet resemblances are sometimes so very strik- 
ing, that it requires faith in a reader to admit they were 
undesigned. A line in the second Letter, 

Aad ■onaacatt thamtelret memorlsU Ba«d, 

was written long before the author, in an accidental re- 
conne to Juvenal, read — 

Qwodoqalden data tant iptli qnoquo fits Mpalcfarit. 

Sat. z. 1. 146. 

and for this I believe the reader will readily give me 
credit. But there is another apparent imitation in the 
life of Blaney (Letter xiv), a simile of so particular a 
kind, that its occurrence to two writers at the same 
tinje must appear as an extraordinary event; for this 
reason I once determined to exclude it from the relation; 
but, as it was truly unborrowed, and suited the place 
in which it stood, this seemed, on after-consideration, 
to be an act of cowardice, and the lines are therefore 
printed as they were written about two months before 
the very same thought (prosaically ^resi) appeared in a 



periodical work of the last summer. It is highly pro- 
bable, in these cases, that both may derive the idea from 
a forgotten but common source ; and in tliis way I 
must entreat the reader to do me justice, by accounting 
for other such resemblances, should any be detected. 

I know not whether to some readers the placing two 
or three Latin quotations to a Letter may not appear 
pedantic and ostentatious, while both they and the Eng- 
lish ones may be thought unnecessary. For the neces- 
sity 1 have not much to advance; but if they be allow- 
able (and certainly the best writers have adopted them), 
then, where two or three different subjects occur, so 
many of these mottoes seem to be required : nor will a 
charge of pedantry remain, when it is considered that 
these things are generally taken from some books fami- 
liar to the school-boy, and the selecting them is facili- 
tated by the use of a book of common-place : yet, with 
this help, the task of motto-hunting has been so un- 
pleasant to me, that I have in various instances given 
up the quotation I was in pursuit of, and substituted 
such English verse or prose as I could find or invent for 
my purpose 



THE BOROUGH. 

LETTER I. 

GENERAL DESCRIPTION. 

TImm did iha rnler of the deep ordain. 

To baild proad nsriM, and to rnle tbo main. 

Pope's Homer's iliaii, book vi. line 45. 

Sach scenaa hat Deptford. nary-bnildlnff to«rn, 

Woolwidi and Wafipinj, (mellia^ atrons of pitch ; 

Sndi Lambeth, euTj of each bond and gown. 
And Twlckonbam such, which fairer Mrnet onrlrh. 
PoPB'a Imllatiou of Speu$4r, 



-Et cam copJestiba* andic 



£qaor«« mlaoentnr oqnc : caret ignibn* »tber, 
Carcaqne noi premitnr tenebrit hieralMioe taUque ; 
nUcatlent tamen has, prtrlientqao micantia laneo 
Fulnloa : fulmineis ardcscunt ignibut undae. 
OriD. LUlamoqtk. lib. x\, rer. 5'»* 



The Difficulty of describing 
rison with certain Views 
and Quay — The Shipping 
ing — Sea-Boys and Port- 
Scenery again compared- 
tage and adjoining Heath, 
tertainment — The Sea : a 
— A Shipwreck at Ni|jht, 
Evening Amusements in 
for the imperfect View w 
Subjects. 



Town Scenery — A Compa- 
in the Country — The River 
and Business — Ship-Build- 
Views — Village and Town 
-Walks from Town— Cot- 
etc. — House of Sunday En- 
Summer and Winter View 
and its Effects on shore — 
the Borough— An Apology 
hich can be given of these 



■ Dbscribk the Borough* — though our idle tribe 
May love description, can we so describe, 
That you shall fairly streets and buildings trace. 
And all that gives distinction to a place! 
This cannot be; yet, moved by your request, 
A part I paint — let fancy form the rest. 

Cities and towns, the various haunts of men, 
Require the pencil ; they defy the pen : 
Could he, who sang so well the Grecian fleet. 
So well have sung of alley, lane, or street? 
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can mcttsured Hoes these Tarioas buildings show, 
The Town-Hall Turaiog, or the Prospect Row? 
Can I the seats of wealth and want eiplore, 
And lengthen oat my lays from door to doort 

Tlien let thy fancy aid me— I repair 
From this tall mansion of our last-yearns mayor, 
Till we the outskirts of the Borough reach, 
And these half-buried buildings next the beach; 
Where hang at open doors the net and cork, 
While squalid sea-dames mend the meshy 4ork ; 
Till comes the hour, when fishing through the tide. 
The weary husband throws his freight aside; 
A living mass, which now demands the wife, 
Til' alternate labours of their humble life. 

Can scenes like these withdraw thee from thy wood, 
Thy upland forest or thy valley's flood) 
Seek then thy garden's shrubby bound, and look, 
As it steals by, upon the bordering brook ; 
That winding streamlet, limpid, lingering, slow. 
Where the reeds whisper when the lephyrs blow ; 
Where in the midst, upon her throne of green, 
Sits the large lily * as the waters queen ; 
And makes the current, forced awhile to stay, 
Murmur and bubble as it shoots away; 
Draw then the strongest contrast to that stream, 
And our broad river will before thee seem. 

With ceaseless motion comes and goes the tide, 
Flowing, it fills the channel vast and wide; 
Then back to sea, with strong majestic sweep 
It rolls, in ebb yet terrible and deep ; 
Here sampire-banks ' and salt-wort 3 bound the flood. 
There stakes and sea-weeds withering on the mud; 
And higher up, a ridge of all things base, 
Which some strong tide has roU'd upon the place. 

Thy gentle river boasts its pigmy boat. 
Urged on by pains, half grounded, half afloat^ 
While at her stem an angler takes his stand. 
And marks the fish he purposes to land ; 
From that clear space, where, in the cheerful ray 
Of the warm sun, the scaly people play. 

Far other craft our prouder river shows. 
Hoys, pinks and sloops; brigs, hrigantines, and snows; 
Nor angler we on our wide stream descry, 
But one poor dredger where his oysters lie : 
He, cold and wet, and driving with the tide. 
Beats his weak arms against his tarry side, 
Tlien drains the remnant of diluted gin. 
To aid the warmth that languishes within ; 
Renewing oft his poor attempts to beat 
His tingling fingen into gathering heat. 

He shall again be seen when evening comes. 
And social parties crowd their fovourite rooms : 
Where on the table pipes and papers lie, 
The steaming bowl or foaming tankard by; 
'T is then, with alt these comforU spread around, 
Tliey hear the painful dredger^s welcome sound; 
And few themselves the savoury boon deny, 
The food that feeds, the liring luxury. 

Yon is our quay ! those smaller hoys from town. 
Its various wares, for country-use, bring down; 
Those laden wagons, in return, impart 
The country-produce to the city mart; 

•The white wai^MUy. Nt"P*i» *''**' 

> Tha ^Intsd (Isafwert. SottMmta U here meent, net the trie 
■piro, tha eritkmmm mmHHi 

> The teleda of boianltM, 



Hark I to the clamour in that miry road, 

Bounded and narrow'd by yon vessels' load; 

The lumbering wealth she empties round the place. 

Package, and parcel, hogshead, chest, and case: 

While the loud seaman and the angry hind, j 

Mingling in business, bellow to the wind. | 

Near these a crew amphibious, in the docks, | 

Rear, for the sea, those castles on the stocks : i 

See I the long keel, which soon the waves must hide ; | 
See ! the strong ribs which form the roomy side ; 
Bolts yielding slowly to the sturdiest stroke, | 

And planks * which curve and crackle in the smoke. I 
Around the whole rise cloudy wreaths, and far 
Bear the warm pungence of o'er-boiling tar. 

Dabbling on shore half-naked sea-boys crowd. 
Swim round a ship, oi* swing upon the shroud; 
Or in a boat purloin'd, with paddles play, 
And grow familiar witli the watery way : 
Young though they be, they feel whose sons tliey are, 
They know what British seamen do and dare; 
Proud of that fome, they raise and they enjoy 
The rustic wonder of the village-boy. 

Before you bid these busy scenes adieu. 
Behold the wealth that lies in public view. 
Those far-extended heaps of coal and coke, 
Where fresh-fill'd lime-kilns breathe their stifling smoke. 
Tills shall pass off, and you behold, instead, 
The night-fire gleaming on its chalky bed ; 
When from the light-house brighter beams will rise, 
To show the shipman where the shallow lies. 

Thy walks are ever pleasant; every scene 

Is rich in beauty, lively, or serene 

Rich — is that varied view with woods around, 
Seen from the seat, within the shrubb'ry bound ; 
Where shines the distant lake, and where appear 
From ruins bolting, unmolested deer; 
Lively — the village-green, the inn, the place, 
Where the good widow schools her infant race. 
Shops, whence are heard tlie hammer and the saw. 
And village-pleasures unreproved by law; 
Then how serene I when in your favourite room. 
Gales from your jasmines soothe the evening gloom; 
When from your upland paddock you look down. 
And just perceive the smoke which hides the towni 
When weary peasants at the close of day 
Walk to their cots, and part upon the way; 
When cattle slowly cross the shallow brook. 
And shepherds pen their folds, and rest upon thoir crook. 

We pi une our hedges, prime our slender trees, 
And nothing looks untutor'd and at ease; 
On the wide heath, or in the floVry vale, 
We scent the vapours of the sea-bom gale; 
Broad-beaten paths lead on from stile to stile, 
And sewers from streets, the road-side banks defile; 
Our guarded fields a sense of danger show. 
Where garden-crops with com and clover grow; 
Fences are form'd of wreck and placed around, 
(With tenters tipp'd) a strong repulsive bound; 
Wide and deep ditches by the ^rdens run, 
And there in amburii lie the trap uid gua ; 
Or yon broad board, which guards each tempting prise, 
• Like a tall bidiy, lifts its head and lies.* 
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There stands a cottage with an open door, 
Its garden undefended blooms before : 
Her wheel is still, and orertum'd her stool, 
While the lone widow seeks the neighboring pool : 
This gives lu hope, all views of town to shun- 
No ! here are tokens of the sailor-son ; 
That old bluejacket, and that shirt of check. 
And silken kerchief for the seanuin's neck ; 
Sea-spoils and shells from many a distant shore. 
And furry robe from frozen Labrador. 

Our busy streets and sylvan-walks between. 
Fen, marshes, bog and heath all intervene ; 
Here pits of crag, with spongy, plashy base. 
To some. enrich tb' uncultivated space : 
For there are blossoms rare, and, curious mrii, 
The gale's rich balm, and sun-dew's crimson blush. 
Whose vdvet leaf with radiant beauty dresa'd. 
Forms a gay pillow for the plover's breast 

Not distant for, a house commodious made, 
(Londy yet public stands) for Sunday- trade ; 
Thither, for this day free, gay parties go, 
Their tea-house walk, their tippling rendezvous; 
There humble couples sit in corner-bowers. 
Or gaily ramble for th* allotted hours! 
Sailors and lasses from the town attend. 
The servant-lover, the apprentice-friend ; 
With all the idle social tribes who seek. 
And find their humble pleasures once a week. 

Turn to the watery world ! — but who to thee 
(A wonder yet unview'd) shall paint — the sea ? 
Various and vast, sublime in all its forms, 
When lull'd by zephyrs, or when roused by storms. 
Its colours changing, when from clouds and sun 
Shades after shades upon the surface run ; 
Embrown'd and horrid now, and now serene, 
In limpid blue, and evanescent green ; 
And oft the foggy banks on ocean lie. 
Lift the fair sail, and cheat th' experienced eye.* 

Be it the summer-noon : a sandy space 
The ebbing tide has left upon its place ; 
Then just the hot and stony beach above, 
Light twinkling streams in bright confusion move ; 
(For heated thus, the warmer air ascends, 
And with the cooler in its fall contends) — 
Then the broad bosom of the ocean keeps 
An equal motion ; swelling as it sleeps, 
Then slowly sinking; curling to the strand, 
Faint, lazy waves o'ercreep the ridgy sand, 
Or tap the tarry boat with gentle blow, 
And back return in silence, smooth and slow. 
Ships in the calm seem anchor d; for they glide 
On the still sea, ui^ed solely by the tide ; 
Art thou not present, this calm scene before, 
Where all beside is pebbly length of shore, 
And far as eye can reach, it can discern no more? 

Yet sometimes comes a ruffling cloud to make 
The quiet surface of the ocean shake ; 
As an awakened giant with a frown 
Might show his wrath, and then to sleep sink down. 

View now the winter-storm ! above, one cloud, 
Black and unbroken, all the skies o'ershroud ; 



* Of th* •fiset of Umm mUtt, known bj ihe name of fo^-banlu, 
woodorftil Md indoed iacrodlblo nIatlOM are given ; bat tboir pro- 
l>«ny of appearinf 10 eiorate ablpt ataea, and to bring ibam in view, 
it, 1 beliero, geaorally aeknowladgad. 



Th' unwieldy porpoise through the day before 
Had roll'd in view o§ boding men on shore; 
And sometimes hid and sometimes show'd his form, 
Dark as the cloud, and furious as the storm. 

All where the eye delights, yet dreads to roam. 
The breaking billows cast the flying foam 
Upon the billows rising — all the deep 
Is restless change ; the wares so swell'd and steep, 
Breaking and sinking, and the sunken swells. 
Nor one, one moment, in its station dwells: 
But nearer land you may the billows trace, 
As if contending in their watery chase; 
May watch the mightiest till the shoal they reach. 
Then break and hurry to their utmost stretch ; 
Gurl'd as tliey come, they strike with furious force, 
And then re-flowing, take their grating course, 
Raking the roiuded flints, which ages past 
RoU'd by their rage, and shall to ages last 

Far off the petrel in the troubled way 
Swims with her brood, or flutters in the spray; 
She rises often, often drops again, 
Aud sports at ease on the tempestuous main. 

High o'er the restless deep, above the reach 
Of gimners's hope, vast flights of wild-ducks stretch ; 
Far as the eye can glance on cither side, 
In a broad space and level line they glide; 
All in their wedge-like figures from the north, 
Day after day, flight after flight, go forth. 

In-shorc their passage tribes of sea-gulls urge, 
And drop for prey within the sweeping surge ; 
Oft in the rough opposing blast they fly 
Far back, then turn, and all their force apply. 
While to the storm they give their weak complaining cry ; 
Or clap the sleek white pinion to the breast, 
And in the restless ocean dip for rest. 

Darkness begins to reign ; the louder wind 
Appals the weak and awes the firmer mind ; 
But frights not him, whom evening and the spray 
In part conceal — yon prowler on his way : 
Lo ! he lias something seen ; he runs apace. 
As if he fear d companion in the chase ; 
He sees his prize, and now he turns again, 
Slowly and sorrowing—* Was your search in vain ?<• 
Gruffly he answers, « 'T is a sorry sight ! 
A seaman's body : there 'II be more to-night !» 

Hark ! to those soiuids ! they 're from distress at sea : 
How quick they come! What terrors may there be! 
Yes, 't is a driven vessel : 1 discern 
Lights, signs of terror, gleaming from the stern ; 
Others behold tliem too, and from the town 
In various parties seamen hurry down; 
Their wives pursue, and damsels ui^ed by dread, 
Lest men so dear be into danger led ; 
Their head the gown has hooded, and their call 
In this sad night is piercing like the squall ; 
They feel their kinds of power, and when they meet, 
Chide, fondle, weep, dare, threaten, or entreat. 

See one poor girl, all terror and alarm. 
Has fondly seized upon her lover's arm; 
• Thou shalt not venture ;> and he answers « No ! 
I will not> — still she cries, •> Thou shalt not go.* 

No need of this ; not here the stoutest boat 
Can through such breakers, o'er such billows float : 
Yet may they view these lights upon the beach, 
Which yield them hope, whom help can never reach. 

8 
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From parted cloud« the moon her radiance throws 
On the wild waves, and all the danger shows; 
But shows them beaming in her shining vest, 
Terrific splendour ! gloom in glory dress'd ! 
This for a moment, and then clouds again 
Hide every beam, and fear and darkness reign. 

But hear we now tliose sounds? Do lights appear ? 
I see them not ! the storm alone I hear : 
And lo ! the sailors homeward take their way ; 
Man must endure — let us submit and pray. 

Such are our winter-views ; but night comes on — 
Now business sleeps, and daily cares arc gone; 
Now parties form, and some their friends assist 
To waste the idle hours at sober whist ; 
The tavern's pleasure or the concert's charm 
Unnumber'd moments of their sting disarm ; 
Play-bills and open doors a crowd invite, 
To pass off one dread portion of the night ; 
And show and song and luxury combined. 
Lift off from man thb burthen of mankind. 

Others advent' rous walk abroad and meet 
Returning parties pacing through tlic street ; 
When various voices, in the dying day, 
Hum in our walks, and greet us in our way; 
When tavern-lights flit on from room to room, 
And guide the tippling sailor staggering homo : 
There as we pass, the jingling bells betray 
How business rises with the closing day : 
Now walking silent, by the river's side, 
The ear perceives the rippling of the tide; 
Or measured cadence jof tlie lads who tow 
Some enter'd hoy, to fix her in he^ row ; 
Or hollow sound, which from the parish-bell 
To some departed spirit bids farewell ! 

Thus shall you something of our BoaouoH know, 
Far as a verse, with Fancy's aid, can show ; 
Of sea or river, of a quay or street. 
The best description must be incomplete; 
But when a happier theme succeeds, and when 
Men are our subjects and the deeds of men ; 
Then may we find the Muse in happier style. 
And we may sometimes «igh and sometimes smile. 
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THE CHURCH. 
-Fsttlaat «■!■ deoifrere rdox 



Fl<wcala» ■agatoe MUensqM brtviMlna vlts 
Poitio ! dam bibimu, dam Mrta, aagaaaia, paallat 
AMcimaA, obra^t bob iaiallactt Maaetas. 

Jbtbial. Saiir. ti, Ma. i»$. 

Aad wbaa at last iby lore tball dia. 

Wilt thoa raoeiva kU pan lag braath T 
Will iboa raprau each tiragsliac slgk, 

Aad ebear wflh ualla* tba bad of daatb T 

PsacT. 



Several Meanings of the word CAwrcA— The Building so 
called, here intended— Its Antiquity and Grandeur- 
Columns and A lies— The Tower: the Stains made by 
Time compared with the mock Antiquity of the Artist 
—Progress of Vegeution on such Buildings— Bells- 
Tombs: one in decay — Mural Monuments, and the 
Nature of their Inscriptions — An Instance in a de- 



parted Buiigeas — Churchyard Graves — Mourners for 
the Dead — A Story of a betrothed Pair in humble Life, 
and Effects of Grief in the Survivor. 



• WiAT is a Church?> — Let Truth and Reason speak, 
They would reply, > The faithful, pure, and meek , 
From Christian folds, the one selected race, 
Of all professions, and in every place. > 

« What is a Church?* — • A flock, ■ our vicar cries, 

■ W^hom bishops govern and whom priests advise ; 
Wherein are various states and due degrees, 

The bench for honour, and the stall for ease; 
That ease be mine, which, after all his cares, 
The pious, peaceful prebendary shares. * 

■ What is a Church?- — Our honest sexton tells, 

■ 'Tis a tall building, with a tower and bells; 
Where priest and clerj^ with joint exertion strive 
To keep the ardour of their flock alive ; 

That, by his periods eloquent and grave; 
This, by responses, and a well-set stave : 
These for the living ; but when life be fled, 
I toll myself the requiem for the dead.* 

T is to this Church I call thee, and that place 
Where slept our fathers when they 'd run their race: 
We too shall rest, and then our children keep 
Their road in life, and then, forgotten, deep; 
Meanwhile the building slowly falls away, 
And, like the builders, wilt in time decay. 

The old foundation — but it is not clear 
When it was laid — you care not for the year; 
On this, as parts decay'd by time and storms, 
Arose these various disproportion'd forms; 
Yet Gothic, all the leam'd who visit us 
(And our small wonders) have decided thus; 
« Yon noble gothic arch,* aTlial gothic door; « 
So have they said ; of proof you '11 need no more. 

Here large plain columns rise in solemn style, 
You 'd love the gloom they make in either aile; 
When the sun's rays, enfeebled as they pass 
(And shorn of splendour) through the storied glass, 
Faintly display the figures on the floor, 
Which pleeised distinctly in tlieir place before. 

But ere you enter, yon bold tower survey, 
Tall and entire, and venerably grey. 
For time has soften'd what was harsh when new, 
And now the stains are all of sober hue; 
The living stains which Nature's hand alone. 
Profuse of life, pours forth upon the stone ; 
For ever growing; where the common eya 
Can but the bare and rocky bed descry : 
There Science loves to trace her tribes minuto, 
Thejuiceless foliage, and the tasteless fruit; 
There she perceives them round the surface creep. 
And while they meet, their due distinction keep; 
Mix'd but not blended ; each its name retains, 
And these are Nature's ever-during stains. 

And wouldst thou, artist ! with thy tints and brush, 
Form shades like these? Pretender, where thy blush? 
In three short hours shall thy presuming hand 
Th* effect of three slow centuries command ?> 
Thou mayst thy various greens and greys contrive. 
They are not lichens, nor like aught alive; — 

Mr it thoald ba objaciad, tbat oeatarla* ara aot ilower ibaa boart, 
beeaaM iba ipaod of tiaia laatt be aalfora, I woaM aenrar, tbat 
I aadantaed u> aiacb« aad maaa tbat ibay ara ilowar la ao otkar 
soate, ihaa bacaaM tbcy are aoi lie Med m 
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But yet proceed, and when thy tintt are loat, 
• Fled in the shower, or crumbled by the froat; 
When all thy work is done away as clean 
As if thou never spread'st thy grey and green; 
Then mayst thon see how Nature's work is done. 
How slowly true she lays her colours on ; 
When her least speck upon the hardest flint, 
Has mark and form and is a living tint ; 
And so embodied with the rock, that few 
Can the small germ upon the substance view.' 

Seeds, to our eye invisible, will find 
On the rude rock the bed that fits their kind; 
There, in the rugged soil, they safely dwell. 
Till showers and snows the subtle atoms swell. 
And spread th' enduring foliage ; — then we trace 
The freckled flower upon the dinty base ; 
These all increase, till in unnotic^ years 
The stony tower as grey with age appears; 
With coats of vegetation, thinly spread. 
Coat above coat, the living on the dead ; 
These then dissolve to dust, and make a way 
For bolder foliage, nursed by their decay : 
The long-enduring ferns in time will all 
Die and depose their dust upon the wall ; 
Where the wing'd seed may rest, till many a flower 
Show Flora's triumph o'er the falling tower. 

But ours yet stands, and has its bells renown'd 
For stxe magnificent and solemn sound ; 
Each has its motto : some contrived to telJ, 
In monkish rhyme, the uses of a bell;' 
Such wondrous good, as few conceive could ^ring 
From ten loud coppers when their clappers swing. 
Enter'd tlie Church; we to a tomb proceed, 
Whose names and titles fiew attempt to read; 
Old English letters, and those half pick'd out. 
Leave us, unskilful readers, much in doubt: 
Our sons shall see its more degraded state ; 
The tomb of grandeur hastens to its fate : 
That marble arch, .our sexton's favourite show. 
With all those rufPd and painted pairs below; 
The noble lady and the lord who rest 
Supine, as courtly dame and warrior dress'd ; 
AU ace departed from their state sublime. 
Mangled and wounded in their war with time, 
Colleagued with mischief: here a leg is fled, 
And lo ! the baron with but half a bead ; 
Midway is cleft the arch ; the very base 
Is batter'd round and shifted from its place. 

Wonder not, mortal, at thy quick decay — 
See ! men of marble piece-meal melt away ; 
When whose the image we no longer read, 
But monuments themselves memorials need.^ 



* This kiwi of T«g«ail<Mi, u U baffint vpoa titiosoa* ttooM, U T«rr 
tkln, and freqaonUy aot 10 ba diatiacuhhad from ibe tarfaoa of tbo 
fliat. Tba byuat jolitho* of Liaovaa (lepraria joiUhos of iba pro- 
•eat rjuum)^ aa adbatiTO camlae erott oa rodn aad old baildlagt. 
i»aa, area by Mloatifle perMna, ukea for the tabsuaoa oa wMch it 
«pf«ad. A groat Tarloty of tbaaa mlaata Tosotablot are to bo Coaad 
ott MBo part* of tbo ooatt, wbera ibe beacb. formod of ttoaoa of 
▼arioa* kiadt, la aadiatarbad, aod expoied to arary cbaoga of 
weather: ia tbb titaatioa, the differeat apaciea of Ucbea, in tbair 
djifereot siagaa of ^roirth, bare an appearanoe iatereatJog aad 
agraaablo aren to thota who are ignorant ot aB4 iadlfferent to tb0 
caaaa. 

■ Tba MToral pnrpoaa* for wbicb bolla ara aaad are expraisad in 
two Latin reraaa of tbla kind. 

' Q«aadpqnld«Bi data laat Ipaia qaoqae fata lapalchrla. 

JorBMAL. Sat. s, I. 146. 



With few such stately proofs of grief or pride 
By wealth creeled, is our Church supplied ; 
But we have mural tablets, every size. 
That woe could wish, or vanity devise. 

Death levels man, — the wicked and the just, 
The wise, the weak, lie blended in the dust ; 
And by the honours dealt to every name. 
The king of terrors seems to level fame. 
— See ! here lamented wives, and every wife 
The pride and comfort of her husband's life ; 
Here, to her spouse, vrith every virtue graced, 
Hb mournful vridow has a trophy placed ; 
And here 't is doubtful if the duteous son, 
Or the good father, be in praise outdone. 

This may be nature ; when our friends we lose. 
Our alter'd feelings alter too our views ; 
What in their tempers teased us or distress'd, 
Is, vrith our anger and the dead, at rest ; 
And much we grieve, no longer trial made, 
For that impatience which we then displayed ; 
Now to their love and worth of every kind 
A soft compunction turns th^ afflicted mind ; 
Virtues neglected then, adoved become. 
And graces slighted, blossom on the tomb. 

'T is wel>; but let not love nor grief believe 
That we assent (who neither loved nor grieve) 
To all that praise which on the tomb is read, 
To all that passion dictates for the dead; 
But more indignant, we the tomb deride. 
Whose bold inscription flattery sells to pride. 

Read of this Burgess— on the stone appear 
How worthy he! how virtuous! and how dear! 
What wailing was there when his spirit fled. 
How monm'd his lady for her lord when dead, 
And tears abundant through the town were shed ; 
See ! he was liberal, kind, religious, wise, 
And free from all disgrace and all disguise; 
His sterling worth, which words cannot express, 
Lives with his friends, their pride and their distress. 

All this of Jacob Dolmes? for his the name; 
He thus kind, liberal, just, religious? — shame! 
What is the truth? Old Jacob married thrice; 
He dealt in coals, and aVrice was his vice; 
He ruled the Borough when his year came on, 
And some forget, and some are glad he 's gone ; 
For never yet with shilling could he part. 
But when it left his hand, it struck his hearL 

Yet, here will love its Uist attentions pay, 
And place memorials on these beds of clay. 
t<ai^e level stones lie flat upon the grave. 
And half a century's sun and. tempest brave; 
But many an honest tear and heartfelt sigh 
Have follow'd those who now unnoticed lie;. 
Of these what numbers cest on. every side ! 
Without one token left by grief or pride; 
Their graves soon levell'd to the earth, and then 
Will other hillocks rise o'er other men ; 
Daily the dead on the decay'd are thrust. 
And generations follow, • dust to dust.» 

Tes! there are real mourners — I have seen 
A fair, sad girl, mild, suffering, and serene; 
Attention (through the day) her duties claim'd. 
And to be useful as resign'd she aim'd : 
Neatly she dress'd, nor vainly seem'd t' expect 
Pity for grici, or pardon for neglect ; 
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Bat when her wearied parents sank to sleep, 

She soni^ht her place to meditate and weep : 

Then to her mind was all the past displayed, 

That feithful memory brings to Sorrow's aid : 

For then she thought on one regretted youth, 

Her tender trust, and his unquestion'd truth ; 

In ev'ry place she wandered, where they 'd been, 

And sadly-sacred held the parting-scene; 

Where last for sea he took his leave — that place 

With double interest would she nightly trace; 

For long the courtship was, and he would say. 

Each time he sail'd, — « This once, and then the day :• 

Yet prudence tarried, but when last he txf^t. 

He drew from pitying love a full consent. 

Happy he sail'd, and great the care she took, 
That he should softly sleep, and smartly look; 
White was his better linen, and his check 
Was made more trim than any on the deck ; 
And every comfort men at sea can know 
Was hers to buy, to make, and to bestow : 
For he to Greenland sail'd, and much she told. 
How he should guard against the climate's cold; 
Yet saw not danger; dangers he 'd withstood, 
Nor could she trace the fever in his blood : 
His messmates smiled at flushings in his cheek, 
And he too smiled, but seldom would he speak; 
For now he found the danger, felt the pain. 
With grievous symptoms he could not explain; 
[lope was awaken'd, as for home he sail'd, 
But quickly sank, and never more prevail'd. 

He call'd his friend, and prefaced with a sigh 
A lover's message — ■ Thomas, I must die: 
Would I could see my Sally, and could rest 
My throbbing temples on her faithful breast. 
And gazing go ! — if not, this trifle take. 
And say, till death I wore it for her sake; 
Yes ! I must die — blow on, sweet breeze, blow on ! 
Give me one look, before my life be gone. 
Oh ! give me that, and let me not despair. 
One last fond look — and now repeat the prayer. « 

He had his wish, had more ; I will not paint 
The lovers* meeting : she beheld him faint, — 
With tender fears, she took a nearer view, 
Her terrors doubling as her hopes withdrew ; 
He tried to smile, and, half succeeding, said, 
• Yes! I must die;* and hope for ever fled. 

Still long she nursed him : tender thoughts meantime 
Were interchanged, and hopes and views sublime. 
To her he came to die, and every day 
She took some portion of the dread away; 
With him she pray'd, to him his Bible read. 
Soothed the faint heart, and held the aching head : 
She came with smiles the hour of pain to cheer ; 
Apart she sigh'd; alone, she shed the tear; 
Then, as if breaking from a cloud, she gave 
Fresh light, and gilt the prospect of the grave. 
One day he lighter seem'd, and they forgot 
The care, the dread, the anguish of their lot; 
They spoke with cheerfulness, and seem'd to think. 
Yet said not so — •> Perhaps he will not sink :• 
A sodden brightness in his look appear'd, 
A sudden vigour in his voice was heard ; — 
She had been reading in the Book of Prayer, 
And led him forth, and placed him in his chair; 
lively he seem'd, and spoke of all he knew. 
The friendly many, and the favourite few; 



Nor one that day did he to mind recall 

But she has treasured, and she loves them all ; 

When in her way she meets them, they appear 

Peculiar people — death has made them dear. 

He named his friend, but then his hand she pres^d, 

And fondly whisper'd, • Thou must go to rest;t 

■ I go,> he said; but as he spoke, she found 

His hand more cold, and fluttering was the sound! 

Then gazed affrighten'd; but she caught a last, 

A dying look of love, — and all was past ! 

She placed a decent stone his grave above. 
Neatly engraved — an offering of her love ; 
For that she vm)ught, for that forsook her bed. 
Awake alike to duty and the dead ; 
She would have grieved, had friends presumed to spare 
The least assistance— 't was her proper care. 

Here will she come, and on the grave will sit. 
Folding her arms, in long abstracted fit; 
But if observer pass, will take her round. 
And careless seem, for she would not be found ; 
Then go again, and thus her hour employ. 
While visions please her, and while woes destroy. 

Forbear, sweet maid! nor be by fancy led. 
To hold mysterious converse with the dead; 
For sure at length thy thoughts, thy spirits pain. 
In this sad conflict will disturb thy brain : 
All have their tasks and trials; thine are hard. 
But short the time, and glorious the reward; 
Thy patient spirit to thy duties give, 
Regard the dead, but to the living live.' 
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THE VICAR— THE CURATE, ETC. 

Aad telling warn the soT'rfllgn'tt tbins ob sarth 
Wot parnAciiy for an Inward bralie. 

SnAKtPaAaB, Hemty IV, Part I, Act. I. 

So gentle, yet so brisk, to wondroui sweet. 
So fit to prattle at a lady's foot. 

CacacaiLL. 

Much ar« the precloas honrs of yontb ailspent 
In climbing Uarnlag's rugged, stoop ascent : 
When to tbo top tbe bold adTonturer 's got. 
He reigns vain monarch of a barren apot ; 
Wfailo in tbe vale of ignorance below, 
Folly and Tioe to rank laxuriance grow ; 
Honours and wealth pour In on every side. 
And proad prefement rolls her golden tide. 

GMoaCBiu.. 



VICAK. 

The lately departed Minister of the Borough —His sooth- 
ing and supplicatory Manners — His cool and timid 
Affections— No Praise due to such negative Virtue- 
Address to Characters of this Kind— The Vicar's Em- 
ployments — His Talents and moderate Ambition — His 
Dislike of Innovation— His mild but ineffectual Be- 
nevolence — A Summary of his Character. 

' It has been observed to me, that In the first part of the atorj I 
have represented this young woman as resigned and attentive to 
her dalles; from which it shoald appeer that the concluding advloo 
is nnnooessary ; bnt if the reader will construe the expression ■ to 
the living live,* Into Uie sense<>->live entirely for them, auead to 
duties only which are real, and not those imposed by the iasaglna- 
tion, I shall have bo need ia alter the line whfdi terMlnSiea the 
story. 
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CUIATB. 

Mode of paying the Rorough-Minister'The Curate has 
no such Resources — His Learning and PoTerty — Er- 
roneous Idea of his Parent —His Fedings as a Bosband 
and Father— The dutiful Regard of his numerous 
Family—His Pleasure as a Writer, how interrupted — 
No Resource in the Press — Vulgar Insult — His Account 
of a Literary Society, and a Fund for the Relief of in- 
digent Authors, etc. 



WsBKB ends our chancel in a vaulted space, 
Seep the departed vicars of the place; 
Of most, all mention, memory, thought are past— 
But take a slight memorial of the last. 

To what famed college we our Vicar owe, 
To what fair county, let historians show: 
Few now remember when the mild young man. 
Ruddy and fair, his Sunday-task began ; 
Few live to speak of that soft soothing look 
He cast around, as he prepared his book: 
It was a kind of supplicating smile. 
But nothing hopeless of applause, the while ; 
And when he finished, his corrected pride 
Felt the desert, and yet the praise denied. 
Thus he his race began, and to the end 
His constant care was, no man to offend; 
No haughty virtues stirr'd his peaceful mind, 
Nor urged the priest to leave the flock behind ; 
He was his Hastei^s soldier, but not one 
To lead an army of his martyrs on : 
Fear was his ruling passion; yet was love. 
Of timid kind, once known his heart to move; 
It led his patient spirit where it paid 
Its languid offerings to a listening maid; 
She, with her widow'd mother, heard him speak. 
And sought awhile to find what he would seek : 
Smiling he came, he smiled when he withdrew. 
And paid the same attention to the two ; 
Meeting and parting without joy or pain, 
He seem'd to come that he might go again. 
The wondering girl, no prude, but something nice. 
At length was chill'd by his unmelting ice; 
She found her tortoise held such sluggish pace. 
That she must turn and meet him in the chase : 
This not approving, she withdrew till one 
Came who appear'd with livelier hope to run ; 
Who sought a readier way the heart to move, 
Than by faint dalliance of unfixing love. 
Accuse me not that I approving paint 
Impatient hope or love without restraint; 
Or think the passions, a tumultuous throng, 
Strong as they are, ungovernably strong : 
But is the laurel to the soldier due, 
Who cautious comes not into danger^s view? 
What worth has virtue by desire untried, 
When Nature's self enlists on duty's side? 

The married dalne in vain assail'd the truth 
And guarded bosom of the Hebrew-youth; 
But with the daughter of the Priest of On 
The love was lawful, and the guard was gone; 
But Joseph's fame had lessen'd in our view, 
Had he, refusing, fled the maiden too. 

Yet our good priest to Joseph's praise aspired. 
As once rgecting what his heart desired ; 



• I am escaped,* he said, when Don9 pursued; 
When none attack'd him, • I am unsubdued;* 

• Oh pleasing pangs of love,* ho sang again. 
Cold to the joy, and stranger to the pain. 
Ev'n in his age would he address the young, 

• I too have felt these fires, and they are strong ;• 
But from the time he left his favourite maid. 

To ancient females his devoirs were paid; 
And still they miss him after morning prayer; 
Nor yet successor fills the Vicat^s chair. 
Where kindred spirits in his praise agree, 
A happy few, as mild and cool as he ; 
The easy followers in the female train. 
Led without love, and captives without chain. 

Te lilies male! think (as your tea you sip, 
While the tovm small-talk flows from lip to lip; 
Intrigues half-gathered, conversation-scraps. 
Kitchen-cabals, and nursery-mishaps,) 
If the vast world may not some scene produce. 
Some sute where your small talents might have use; 
Within seraglios you might harmless move, 
'Mid ranks of beauty, and in haunts of love; 
There from too daring man the treasures guard. 
An easy duty, and its own reward; 
Nature's soft substitutes, you there might save 
From crime the tyrant, and from wrong the slave. 

But let applause be dealt in all we may. 
Our priest was cheerful, and in season gay; 
His frequent visiu seldom fail'd to please; 
Easy himself, he sought his neighbour's ease : 
To a small garden with delight he came. 
And gave successive flowers a summei^s fame; 
These he presented with a grace his own 
To his fair friends, and made their beauties known, 
Not without moral compliment; how they 

* Like flowers were sweet, and must like flowers decay. » 

Simple he was, and loTcd the simple truth. 
Yet had some useful cunning from his youth ; 
A cunning never to dishonour lent, 
And rather for defence than conquest meant; 
'T was fear of power, with some desire to rise. 
But not enough to make him enemies. 
He ever aim'd to please ; add to offend 
Was ever cautious; for he sought a ftiend; 

Yet for the friendship never much would pay. 

Content to bow, be silent, and obey. 

And by a soothing suffrance find his way. 
Fiddling and fishing were his arts : at times 

He altei'd sermons, and he aim'd at rhymes; 

And his fiiir friends, not yet intent on cards, 

Oft he amused with riddles and charades. 

Mild were his doctrines, and not one discourse 

But gain'd in softness what it lost in force: 

Kind his opinions ; he would not receive 

An ill report, nor evil act believe; 

« If true, 't was wrong; but blemish great or small 

Have all mankind ; yea, sinners are we all.* 
If ever fretful thought disturb'd his breast. 

If aught of gloom that cheerful mind oppress'd. 

It sprang from innovation; it was then 

He spake of mischief made by resdess men; 

Not by new doctrines : never in his life 

Would he attend to controversial strife; 

For sects he cared not: • They are not of us. 

Nor need we, brethren, their concerns discuss ; 
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But 't is the change, the schiun at home I feel; 
Ills few perceive, and none have skill to heal : 
Not at tlie altar our young brethren read 
(Facing their flock) the decalogue and creed ; 
But at their duty, in their desks they stand, 
With naked surplice, lacking hood and band : 
Churches are now of holy song bereft. 
And half our ancient customs changed or left; 
Few sprigs of ivy are at Christmas seen, 
Nor crimson berry tips the holly's green ; 
Mistaken choirs refuse the solemn strain 
Of ancient Steruhold, which from ours amain 
Comes flying forth from aile to ailc about, 
Sweet links of harmony and long drawn out.* 

These were to him essentials; all things new 
He deem'd superfluous, useless, or untrue; 
To all beside indifferent, easy, cold, 
Here the fire kindled, and the woe was told. 

Habit with him was all the test of truth, 
■ It must be right : I 've done it from my youth.* 
Questions he answer'd in as brief a way, 
« It must be wrong — it was of yesterday.* 

Though mild benevolence our priest possess'd, 
'T was but by wishes or by words cxpress'd : 
Circles in water, as they wider flow. 
The less conspicuous in their progresr grow ; 
And when at last they touch upon the shore. 
Distinction ceases, and they 're vicw'd no more. 
His love, like that last circle, all embraced. 
But with effect that never could be traced. 

Now rests our Vicar. They who knew him best, 
Proclaim bis life t* have been entirely rest; 
Free from all evils which disturb his mind 
Whom studies vex and controversies blind. 
The rich approved,— of them in awe he stood ; 
The poor admired, — they all believed him good ; 
The old and serious of his habits spoke ; 
The frank and youthful loved his pleasant joke; 
Mothers approved a safe contented guest. 
And daughters one who back'd each small request : 
In him his flock found nothing to condemn ; 
Him sectaries liked, — he never troubled them ; 
No trifles fail'd his yielding mind to please. 
And all his passions sunk in early ease; 
Nor one so old has left this world of sin 
More like the being that he enterd in. 



THE CURATE. 



Ask you what lands our pastor tithes? — Alas! 
But few our acres, and but short our graM : 
In some fat pastures of the rich, indeed, ' 
May roll the single cow or favourite steed; 
Who, stable-fed, is here for pleasure seen. 
His sleek sides bathing in the dewy green : 
But these, our hilly heath and common wide 
Yield a slight portion for the parish-guide; 
No crops luxuriant in our borders stand. 
For here we plough the ocean, not the land ; 
Still reason wills that we our pastor pay. 
And custom does it on a certain day : 
Much is the duty, small the legal due, 
And this with grateful minds we keep in view ; 
Each makes his off ring, some by habit led, 
Some by the thought, that all men must be fed ; 



Duty and love, and piety and pride, 

Have each their force, and for the priest provide. 

Not thus our Curate, one whom all believe 
Pious and just, and for whose ^te they grieve; 
AH see him poor, but ev'n the vulgar know 
He merits love, and their respect bestow. 
A man so Icam'd you shall but seldom see. 
Nor one so honour'd, so aggrieved as he; — 
Not grieved by years alone; though his appear 
Dark and more dark ; severer on severe: 
Not in his need, — and yet we all must grant 
How painful 't is for feeling age to want : 
Nor in his body's sufferings ; yet we know 
Where time has plough'd, there misery loves to sow ; 
But in the wearied mind, that all in vain 
Wars with distress, and struggles with its pain. 

His father saw his powers — « I 'II give,* quoth he, 
« My first-born learning; 't will a portion be :• 
Unhappy gift! a portion for a son ! 
But all he had : — he leam'd, and was undone! 

Better, apprenticed to an humble trade. 
Had he the cassock for the priesthood made, 
Or thrown the shuttle, or the saddle shaped, 
And all these pangs of feeling souls escaped. 

He once had hope — hope ardent, lively, light; 
His JFeelings pleasant, and his prospects bright: 
Eager of fame, he read, he thought, he wrote, 
Weigh'd the Greek page, and added note on note; 
At morn, at evening at his work was he. 
And drcam'd what his Euripides would be. 

Then care began ; — he loved, he woo'd, he wed ; 
Hope checr'd him still, and Hymen bleas'd his bed — 
A Curate's bed ! then came the woful years; 
The husband's terrors, and the father's tears; 
A wife grown feeble, mourning, pining, vex'd, 
Witli wants and woes — by daily cares perplex'd ; 
No more a help, a smiling, soothing aid. 
But boding, drooping, sickly, and afraid. 

A kind physican, and without a fee, 
Gave his opinion— « Send her to the sea.w 
■ Alas!* the good man answer'd, « can I send 
A friendless woman ? Can I find a friend T 
No; I must with her, in her need, repair 
To that new place; the poor lie every where;— 
Some priest will pay me for my pious pains : * — 
He said, he came, and here he yet remains. 

Behold his dwelling; this poor hut he hires. 
Where he from view, though not from want, retires; 
Where four fair daughters, and five sorrowing sons. 
Partake his sufferings, and dismiss his duns; 
All join their efforts, and in patience learn 
To want the comforts they aspire to earn ; 
For the sick mother something they 'd obtain, 
To soothe her grief and mitigate her pain ; 
For the sad father something they'd procure, 
To ease the burthen they themselves endure. 

Virtues like these at once delight and press 
On the fond fother with a proud distress ; 
On all around he looks widi care and love. 
Grieved to behold, but happy to approve. 

Then from his care, his love, his grief he steals. 
And by himself an author's pleasure feels: 
Each line detains him ; he omits not one. 
And all the sorrows of his state are gone. — 
Alas! eVn then, in that delicious hour. 
He feels his fortune, and laments its power. 



THE BOROUGH. 
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Some tradesman's bill his wandering eyes engage, 
Some scrawl for payment thrust 'twizt page and page; 
Some bold, load rapping at his hnmble door, 
Some surly message he has heard before, 
Awake, alarm, and tell him he is poor. 

An angry dealer, Tulgar, rich, and proud. 
Thinks of his bill, and passing, raps aloud; 
The elder daughter medUy makes him way — 
■ I want my money, and I cannot stay : 
My mill is stopp'd ; what. Miss ! I cannot grind; 
Go tell your Aither he must raise the wind :■ 
Still trembling, troubled, the dejected maid 
Says, • Sir! my fother ! — • and then stops afraid : 
Ev'n his hard heart is soften'd, and he hears 
Her Toice with pity; he respects her tears; 
Bis stubborn features half admit a smile, 
And his tone softens — t Well ! I '11 wait awhile.* 

Pity ! a man so good, so mild, so meek. 
At such an age, should hare his bread to seek ; 
And all those rude and fierce attacks to dread. 
That are more harrowing than the want of bread ; 
Ah ! who shall whisper to that misery peace ! 
And say that want and insolence shall cease? 

« But why not publish 1« — those who know too well. 
Dealers in Greek, are fearful 't will not sell ; 
Then he himself is timid, troubled, slow. 
Nor likes his labours nor bis griefs to show; 
The hope of fame may in his heart have place, 
But he has dread and horror of disgrace; 
VoT has he that confiding, easy way, 
That might his learning and himself display ; 
But to his work he from the world retreats. 
And frets and glories o'er the fisTOurite sheets. 

But see ! the man himself; and sure I trace 
Signs of new joy exulting in that fsce 
O'er care that sleeps — we err, or we discern ^ 
Life in thy looks — the reason may we learn I 

« Tes,« he replied, « 1 'm happy, I confess, 
To learn that some are pleased with happiness 
Which others feel — there are who now combine 
The worthiest natures in the best design. 
To aid the lettei'd poor, and soothe such ills as mine: 
We who more keenly feel the world's contempt. 
And from its miseries are the least exempt ; 
Now hope shall whisper to the wounded breast, 
And grief, in soothing expectation, rest 

• Yes, I am taught that men who think, who feel, 
Unite the pains of thoughtful men to heal; 
Not with disdainful pride, whose bounties make 
The needy curse the benefits they take; 
Not with the idle ranity that knows 
Only a selfish joy when it bestows; 
Not with o'erbearing wealth, that, in disdain. 
Hurls the superfluous bliss at groaning pain ; 
But these are men who yield such blen'd relief, 
That with the grierance they destroy the grief; 
Their timely aid the needy sufferers find, 
Their generous manner soothes the suffering mind ; 
Theirs is a gracious bounty, form'd to raise 
Him whom it aids; their charity is praise; 
A common bounty may relieve distress, 
But whom tlie vulgar succour, they oppress ; 
This though a favour, is an honour too, 
Though mercy's duty, yet 't is merit's due; 
When our relief from such resources rise, 
All painful sense of obligation dies; 



And grateful feelings in the bosom wake. 

For 't is their offerings, not their alnu, we take. 

« Long may these founts of charity remain. 
And never shrink, but to be fill'd again ; 
True ! to the author they are now confined, 
To him who gave the treasure of his mind, 
His time, his health, and thankless found mankind : 
But there is hope that from these founts may flow 
A sideway stream, and equal good bestow; 
Good that may reach us, whom the day's distress 
Keeps from the fame and perils of tlie press ; 
Whom study beckons from the ills of life, 
And they from study ; melancholy strife I 
Who tlien can say, but bounty now so free, 
And so diffused, may find its way to me? 

• Tes! I may see my decent table yet 
Cheer'd with the meal that adds not to my debt; 
May talk of those to whom so much we owe. 
And guess their names whom yet we may not know ; 
Bless'd we shall say are those who thus can give, 
And next who thus upon the bounty live; 
Then shall I close with thanks my humble meal, 
And feel so well— Oh ! God * how 1 shall feel \» 
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SECTS AND PROFESSIONS IN RELIGION. 



-B«t cast yoor vyat agilB, 



And tI«w thoM errort wklcb new tecu aalDUia, 

Or which of old dictarb'd the Charche*' pMoafpl relga : 

Aad wo aa polal each porlod of tb« tliM 

When they bogan and who bogat tbo criiM ; 

Can oalcolate how long th' oclipM eodarod ; 

Who iatorpoMd ; what diglu wore obeearod ; 

Of all which are already paM'd away. 

Wo know the riae, the progreu, and doeay. 

DaTOBR, Himd tmd Ptmtktr, Part II. 

Oh I Mid the Hind, how auny sont haro yoa 
Who eall yon iMther, whoa yon nerer knew t 
B«i BHMt of thoB who that relation plead 
Are inch nngnclon* yootb* at with yon dead ; 
They gape at rich rcToanet which yon hold, 
Aad fain woald nibble at year grandana gold. 

Btmd mmd Pmtktr. 



Sects and Profesuons in Religion are numerous and suc- 
cessive — General Effect of false Zeal — Deists — Fa- 
natical Idea of Church Reformers — The Church of 
Rome — Baptists — Swedenborgians — Universalists — 
Jews. 

Aleihodists of two kinds; Calvinistic and Arminian. 

The Preaching of a Calvinistic Enthusiast— His Con tempt 
of Learning— Dislike to sound Morality : why— His 
Idea of Conversion — His Success and Pretensions' to 
Humility. 

The Arminian Teacher of the older Flock— Their No- 
tions of the Operations and Power of Satan— Descrip- 
tion of his Devices — Their Opinion of regular Minis- 
ters — Comparison of these with the Preacher himself 
— A Rebuke to his Hearers; introduces a Description 
of the powerful Effects of the Word in the early and 

. awakening Days of Methodism. 



• Sects in Religion ?»— Yes, of every race 
Wc nurse some portion in our fovourd place; 
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CRABBE'S POETICAL WORKS. 



Not one warm preacher of one growing sect 
Can say our Borough treats him (with neglect : 
Frequent as fashions, they with us appear. 
And you might ask, a How think we for the year!* 
They come to us as riders in a trade. 
And with much art exhibit and persuade. 

Minds are for sects of Tsrious kinds decreed. 
As diff rent soils are fbrm'd for diff rent seed; 
Some when couTerted sigh in sore amaze, 
And some are wrapt in joy's ecstatic hiaze ; 
Others again will change to each Extreme, 
They know not why — as hurried in a dream ; 
Unstable they, like water, take all forms. 
Are quick and stagnant, have their calms and storms; 
High on the bills, they in the sunbeams glow. 
Then muddily they more, debased and slow; 
Or cold and frozen rest, and neither rise nor flow. 

Yet none the cool and priident teacher prize. 
On him they dote who wakes their ecstacies; 
With passions ready primed such guide they meet, 
And warm and kindle with th' imparted heat; 
*T is he who wakes the nameless strong desire. 
The melting rapture, and the glowing fire; 
'T is he who pierces deep the tortured breast. 
And stirs the terrors, never more to rest. 

Opposed to these we have a prouder kind. 
Rash without heat, and without raptures blind ; 
These our Glad Tidings unconcern'd peruse. 
Search without awe, and without fear refuse; 
The truths, the blessings found in Sacred Writ, 
Gall forth their spleen, and exercise their wit; 
Respect from these nor saints nor martyrs gain. 
The zeal they scorn, and they deride the pain ; 
And take their transient, cool, contemptuous view, 
Of that which must be tried, and doubtless — maybetrue. 

Friends of our faith we have, whom doubts like these, 
And keen remarks, and bold objections please; 
They grant such doubts have weaker minds oppress'd, 
Till sound conviction gave the troubled rest. 

• But still,» tliey cry, « let none their censures spare, 
They but confirm the glorious hopes we share; 
From doubt, disdain, derision, scorn, and lies. 
With five-fold triumph sacred truth shall rise.w 

Yes ! 1 allow, so truth shall stand at last. 
And gain fresh glory by the conflict past : — 
As Solway-Hoss (a barren mass and cold. 
Death :to the seed, and poison to the fold,) 
The smiling plain and fertile vale o'erlaid. 
Choked the green sod, and kilfd the springing blade ; 
That, changed by culture, may in time be seen, 
Enrich'd by golden grain, and pastnie green ; 
And these fair acres rented and enjoy'd. 
May those exeel by Solway-Moss destroyed. ■ 

Still must have mourn'd the tenant of the day, 
For hopes destroy'd, and harvests swept away; 
To him the gain of future years unknown. 
The instant grief and suffering were his own : 
So must I grieve for many a wounded heart, 
Chill'd by those doubts which bolder minds impart : 
Truth in the end shall shine divinely clear, 
But sad the darkness till those times appear; 
Contests for truth, as wars for freedom, i^ield 
Glory and joy to those who gain the field : 

' For »n aoeoaat of this oitraordiMry and inioreftlDf; eTeni, I 
refer ny raaden to (k« Jovrmab of the year 177a. 



But Still the Christian must in pity sigh 
For all who suffer, and uncertain die. 

Here are, who all the Church maintains approve. 
But yet the Church herself .they will not love; 
In angry speech, they blame the carnal tie, 
Which pure Religion lost her spirit by ; 
What time from prisons, flames, and tortures led. 
She sluraber'd careless in a royal bed; 
To m^ke, they add, the Churches' glory shine, 
Should Diocletian reign, not Constantine. 

« In pomp,B they cry, « is England's Church anrayd. 
Her cool reformers wrought like men afraid, 
We would have puU'd her gorgeous temples down. 
And spum'd her mitre, and defiled her gown ; 
We would have trodden low botli bench and stall. 
Nor left a tytlie remaining, great or small. » 

Let us be serious — Should such trials come. 
Are they themselves prepared for martyrdom ? 
It seems to us that our reformers knew 
Th' important work they undertook to do; 
An equal priesthood they were loth to try, 
Lest zeal and care should with ambition die ; 
To them it seem'd that, take the tenth away. 
Yet priests must eat, and you must feed or pay : 
Would they indeed, who hold such pay in scorn, 
Put on the muzzle when they tread the com 7 
Would they all, gratis, watch and tend the fold, 
Nor take one fleece to keep them from the cold ? 

Men are not equal, and 't is meet and right 
That robes and titles our respect excite ; 
Order requires it ; 't is by vulgar pride 
That such regard is censured and denied ; 
Or by that false enthusiastic zeal 
That thinks the spirit will the priest reveal. 
And show to all men, by their powerful speech. 
Who are appointed and inspired to teach : 
Alas ! could we the dangerous rule believe. 
Whom for their teacher should the crowd receive? 
Since all the varying kinds demand respect. 
All press you on to join their chosen sect. 
Although but in this single point agreed, 
• Desert your churches and adopt our creed.* 

We know full well how much our forms offend 
The burthen'd papist and the simple friend ; 
Him, who new robes for every service takes. 
And who in drab and beaver sighs and shakes; 
He on the priest, whom hood and band adorn, 
Looks with the sleepy eye of silent scorn ; 
But him I would not for my friend and guide. 
Who views such things with spleen, or wears with pride. 

See next our several sects, — but first behold 
The Church of Rome, who here is poor and old : 
Use not triumphant rail'ry, or at least. 
Let not thy mother be a whore and beast ; 
Great was her pride indeed in ancient times. 
Yet shall we think of nothing but her crimes ? 
Exalted high above all earthly things. 
She placed her foot upon the neck of kings; 
But some have deeply since avenged the crown. 
And thrown her glory and her honours down ; 
Nor neck nor ear can she of kings command, 
Nor place a foot upon her own feir land. 

Among her sons, with us a quiet few. 
Obscure themselves, her ancient state review; 
And fond and melancholy glances cast 
On power insulted, and on triumph pasa'd • 
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They look, they can but look, with many a sigh, 
On aacred buildin|^ doom'd in dust to lie; 
« On seats,* they tell, • where priests *mid tapers dim 
Breathed the warm prayer, or tuned the midnight hymn ; 
Where trembling penitents their guilt confiess'd. 
Where want had succour, and contrition rest; 
There weary men from trouble found relief. 
There men in sorrow found repose from grief: 
To scenes like these the fainting soul retired ; 
Revenge and anger in these cells expired; 
By pity soothed, remorse lost half her fears. 
And soften'd pride dropp'd penitential tears. 

« Then convent-walls and nunnery-tpires arose. 
In pleasant spots which monk or abbot chose; 
W^hen counts and barons saints devoted fed. 
And, making cheap exchange, had pray'r for bread. 

« Now all is lost — the earth where abbeys stood 
Is layman's land, the glebe, the stream, the wood ; 
His oxen low where monks retired to eat. 
His cows repose upon the prioi^s seat ; 
And wanton doves within the cloisters bill, 
Where the chaste votary warr'd with wanton will.* 

Such is the change they mourn ; but they restrain 
The rage of grief, and passively complain. 

We 've Baptists old and new ; forbear to ask 
What the distinction — I decline the task ; 
This I perceive, that when a sect grows old, 
Converts are few, and the converted cold : 
First comes the hot-bed heat, and while it glows 
The plants spring up, and each with vigour grows; 
Then comes the cooler day, and though awhile 
The verdure prospers and the blossoms smile. 
Yet poor the fruit, and form'd by long delay, 
Nor will the profits for the cn!ture pay ; 
The skilful gard'ner then no longer stops. 
But turns to other beds for bearing crops. 

Some Swedenborgians in our streets are found. 
Those wandering walkers on enchanted ground; 
Who in our world can other worlds survey. 
And speak with spirits though confined in clay : 
Of BiUe-mysteries they the keys possess. 
Assured themselves, where wiser men but guess : 
'T is theirs to see around, about, above, — 
How spirits mingle tlioughts, and angek move; 
Those whom our grosser news from us exclude, 
To them appear— a heavenly multitude; 
While the dark sayings, seal'd to men like us, 
Their priests interpret, and their flocks discuss. 
But while these gifted men, a favour'd fold, 
Hew powers exhibit and new worlds behold ; 
Is there not danger lest their minds confound 
The pure above them with the gross around 7 
May not these Phaetons, who thus contrive 
T wixt heaven above and earth beneath to drive. 
When from their flaming chariots they descend. 
The worlds they visit in their fancies blend? 
Alas! too sure on both they bring disgrace. 
Their earth is crazy, and their heav'n is base. 

We have, it seems, vrfao tnsat, and doubtless well. 
Of a chastising, not awarding hell ; 
Who are assured that an offended God 
Will cease to use the thander and the rod ; 
A soul on earth, by crime and folly stain'd 
When here corrected has improvement gain'd; 
In other sute still more improved to grow. 
And nobler powers in happier world to know; 



New strength to use in each divine employ, 

And, more enjoying, looking to man joy. 
A pleasing vision ! could we thus be sure 

Polluted souls would be at length so pure ; 

The view is happy, we may think it just. 

It may be true — but who shall add it must? 

To the plain words and sense of sacred' writ, 

With all my heart I reverently submit ; 

But where it leaves me doubtful, I 'm afraid 

To call conjecture to my reason's aid ; 

Thy thoughto, thy ways, great God ! are not as mine, 

And to thy mercy I my soul resign. 

Jews are with us, but far nnlike to diose. 

Who, led by David, warred with Israel's foes ; 

Unlike to those whom his imperial son 

Taught truths divine— the preacher Solomon : 

Nor war nor wisdom yield onr Jews delight ; 

They will not study, and they dare not fight* 
These are, with us, a slavidi, knavish crew. 
Shame and dishonour to the name of Jew; 
The poorest masters of the meanest arts, 
With cunning heads, and cold and cautions hearts; 
They grope their dirty way to pet^ gains. 
While poorly paid for their nehuious pains. 
Amasing race ! deprived of land and laws, 
A general languagei and a public cause; 
With a religion none can now obey. 
With a reproach that none can take away : 
A people still, whose common ties are gone; 
Who, mix'd with every race, are lost in none. 

What said their prophet 1—« Sbouldst thou disobey, 
The Lord shall take thee from thy land away; 
Thou shalt a by-word and a proverb be, 
And all shall wonder at thy woes and thee ; 
Daughter and son shalt thou^ while captive, have. 
And see them made the bond-maid and the slave; 
He, whom thou Icavest, the Lord thy God, shall bring 
War to thy country on an eagle-wing : 
A people strong and dreadful to behold, ^ 
Stem to the young, remorseless to the old ; 
Masters whose speech thou canst not understand. 
By cruel signs shall give the harsh command: 
Doubtful of life shalt thou by night, by day, 
For grief, and dread, and trouble pine away ; 
Thy evening-wish,— Would God I I saw the sun ; 
Thy morning-sigh,— Would God ! the day were done. 
Thus shalt thou suffer, and to distant times 
R<^ret thy misery, and lament thy crimes.*' 

A part there are, whom doubtless man might trast. 
Worthy as wealthy, purs, religious, just; 
They who with patiesice, yet with rapture look 
On the strong promise of the sacred book : 
As unfulfill'd th' endearing words they visiw, 
And blind to truth, yet own their prophets true; 
Well pleased they look for Sion's coming state, 
Nor think of Julian's boast and Julian's fate. ^ 

More might I add ; I mii^t describe the flocks 
Made by seceders from the ancient stocks ; 



iSoaiemi7obje6ttotkl«MMftleB:«oiiteaI bef Imv« le as- 
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Those who will not to any guide sobmit. 
Nor find one creed to their conceptions fit — 
Each sect, they judge, in lomething goesastrey, 
And every church has lost the certain way ; 
Then for themselves they carve out creed and laws, 
And weigh their atoms, and divide their straws. 

A sect remains which, though divided long 
In hostile parties, both are fierce and strong, 
And into each enlists a warm and lealous throng. 
Soon as they rose in fame, the strife arose, 
The Galvinistic these, th' Arminian those; 
With Wesley some remain'd,the remnant Whitfield chose. 
Now various leaders both the parties take, 
And the divided hosts their new divisions make. 

See yonder preacher ! to his people pass, 
Borne up and swcH'd by tabernacle-gas ; 
Much he discourses, and of various points, 
All unconnected, void of limbs and joints; 
He rails, persuades, explains, and moves the will, 
By fierce bold words, and strong mechanic skill. 

« That Gospel, Paul with seal and love maintain'd. 
To others lost, to you is now explain'd ; 
No worldly learning can these points discuss. 
Books teach them not as they are taught to us; 
Illiterate call us ! let their wisest man 
Draw forth his thousands as your teacher can : 
They give tlieir moral precepts ; so, they say, 
Did Epictetus once, and Seneca; 
One was a slave, and slaves we all must be, 
Until the Spirit comes and sets us free. 
Yet hear you nothing from such men but works; 
They make the christian service like the Turks'. 

• Hark to the churchman : day by day he cries, 
* Children of men, be virtuous and be wise ; 

Seek patience, justice, temp'rance, meekness, truth; 
In age be courteous, be sedate in youth.* — 
So they advise, and when such things be read. 
How can we wonder that their flocks are dead! 

a The heathens wrote of virtue, they could dwell 
On such light points : in them it might be well, 
They might for virtue strive; but I maintain. 
Our strife for virtue would 1>e proud and vain. 
When Samson carried Gasa's gates so far, 
Lack'd he a helping hand to bear the bar? 
Thus the most virtuous must in bondage groan : 
Samson is grace, and carries all alone.* 

a Hear you not priests their feeble spirits spend. 
In bidding sinners turn to God, and mend; 
To check their passions and to walk aright. 
To run the race, and fight the glorious fight? 
Nay more— to pray, to study, to improve. 
To grow in goodness, to advance in love ? 

• Oh ! babes and sucklings, dull of heart abd slow, 
Can grace be gradual? Can conversion gvowT 

The work is done by instantaneous call ; 
Converts at once are made, or not at all ; 
Nothing is left to grow, reform, amend ; 
The first emotion is the movement's end : 
If once forgiven, debt can be no more ; 
If once adopted, will the heir be poor? 
The man who gains the twenty-thousand prise. 
Does he by little and by little rise? 

I WteaTOT has sttrnded to iht b«^ or prpacfalag of thoM tm~ 
ikwiMtIc poopla, BMi kave obMrred mmtk of this klad of abcard 
•ad feolbh applloBiJoa of aoriptara hlatory ; H l aa a ii to ikaa as 
raasoaia^. 



There can no fbrtime for the soul be made, 
By peddling cares and savings in her trade. 

• Why are our sins forgiven? — ^Priests reply, 
— * Because by faith on ntercy we rely; 
Because, believing, we repent and pray.' — 

Is this their doctrine?— then they go astray : 
We 're pardon'd neither for belief nor deed. 
For faith nor practice, principle nor creed; 
Nor for our sorrow for our former sin. 
Nor for our fears when better thoughts begin ; 
Nor prayers nor penance in the cause avail, 
All strong remorse, all soft contrition fsil ;-~ 
It is the caU! till that proclaims us free. 
In darkness, doubt, and bondage we must be; 
Till that assures us, we 've in vain endured, 
And all is ov^ r when we 're once assured. 

a This is conversion : — First there comes a cry 
Which utters, * Sinner, thou 'rt condemn'd to die ;' 
Then the struck soul to every aid repairs, 
To church and altar, ministers and prayers ; 
In vain she strives, —involved, inguIPd in sin, 
She looks for hell, and seems already in : 
When in this travail, the new birth comes on. 
And in an instant every pang is gone; 
The mighty work is done without our pains, — 
(^laim but a part, and not a part remains. 

« All this experience tells the soul, and yet 
These moral men tlicir pence and farthings set 
Against the terrors of the countless debt : 
But such compounders when tliey come to jail, 
W*ill find that virtues never serve as bail. 

t So much to duties : now to learning look. 
And see their priesthood piling book on book ; 
Yea, books of infidels, we 're told, and plays, 
Put out by heathens in the wink'd-on days; 
The very letters are of crooked kind, 
And show the strange perverseneas of their mind. 
Have I this learning? When the Lord would speak. 
Think ye he needs the Latin or the Greek? 
And lo ! with all their learning, when they rise 
To preach, in view the ready sermon lies; 
Some low-priied stuff they purchased at the stalls. 
And more like Seneca's than mine or Paul's: 
Children of bondage, how should they explain 
The spirit's freedom, while they wear a chain ? 
They study words, for meanings grow perplex'd. 
And slowly hunt for truth from text to text, 
Through Greek and Hebrew :— we the meaning seek 
Of that within, who every tongue can speak : 
This all can witness; yet the more I know, 
The more a meek and humble mind I show. 

• No; let the pope, the high and mighty priest, 
Lord- to the poor, and servant to the beast; 

Let bishops, deans, and prebendaries swell 
With pride and fatness till their hearts rebel : 
I 'm meek and modest^If I could be proud, 
Tliis crowded meeting, lo! th' amazing crowd! 
Your mute attention, and your maek respect, 
My spirit's fervour, and my words' effect. 
Might stir th' unguarded soul ; and oft to ma 
The tempter speaks, whom I compel to flee; 
He goes in fear, for he my force has tried,—- 
Such is my power! but can you call it pride? 

« No, fellow-pilgrims ! of the things I 've shown 
I might be proud, were they indeed my own ! 
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But tbey are lent ; and well you know the source 
Of all that's mine, and must confide of course ; 
Mine ! no, I err ; *t is but conaign'd to me. 
And I am nought but steward and trustee.* 



Fai other doctrines yon Arminian speaks; 

• Seek grace,* he cries, « for he shall find who seeks.* 

This is the ancient stock by Wesley led; 

They the pure body, he the rererend head : 

All innovation they with dread decline. 

Their John the eldiBr, was the John dirine. 

Hence, still their moTing prayer, the melting hymn. 

The Taried accent, and the active limb; 

Hence that implicit faith in Satan's might. 

And their own matchless prowess in the fight. 

In every act they see that lurking foe, 

Let loose awhile, about the world to go ; 

A dragon flying round the earth, to kill 

The heavenly hope, and prompt the carnal will; 

Whom sainted knights attack in sinners* cause. 

And force the wounded victim from his paws; 
Who but for them would man's whole race subdue. 
For not a hireling will the foe pursue. 

■ Show me one churchman who will rise and pray 

Through half the night, though laboring all the day. 

Always abounding~-show me him, I say ;> — 

Thus cries the preacher, and he adds, ■ their sheep 

Satan devours at leisure as they sleep. 

Not so with us ; we drive him from the fold. 
For ever barking and for ever bold : 
While they securely slumber, all his schemes 
Take full effect,— the devil never dreams : 
Watchful and changeful through the world he goes. 
And few can trace this deadliest of thdr foes ; 
But I detect, and at his work surprise 
The subtle serpent und^ all disguise. 

m Thus to man's soul the foe of souls will speak, 
— * A saint elect, you can have nought to seek ; 
Why all this labour in so plain a case. 
Such care to run, when certain of tlie race ?' 
All this he urges to the carnal will. 
He knows you *re slothful, and would have you still : 
Be this your answer, — * Satan, I will keep 
' Still on the watch till you are laid asleep.' 
Thua too the Christian's progress he '11 retard :— 
*■ The gates of mercy are for ever ban'd j 
And that with bolu so driven and so stout. 
Ten thousand workmen cannot wrench them out' 
To this deceit you have but one reply,— 
Gvwe to the father of all lies, the lie. 

• A sistef's weakness he 'U by fits surprise, 
His her wild laughter, his her piteous cries; 
And should a pastor at her side attend. 
He 'U use her organs to abuse her friend : 
These are possessions— unbelieving wits 
Impute them all to nauire: * They're her fits, 
*■ Caused by commotions in the nerves and brains;*— 
Vain talk ! but they'll be fitted for their pains. 

« These are in part the ills the foe has wrought, 
And these the churchman thinks not worth his thought; 
They hid the troubled try for peace and rest, 
Compose their minds, and be no more distress'd ; 
As well might they command the passive shore 
To keep secure, and be o'erflow'd no more ,- 
To the wrong subject is their skill applied,— 
To act like workmen, they should stem the tide. 



« These are the church-physicians; they are paid 
With noble fees for their advice and aid ; 
Yet know they not the inward pulse to feel. 
To ease the anguish, or the wound to heal. 
With the sick sinner, thus their work begins, 
' Do you repent you of your former sins? 
Will you amend if you revive and live 7 
And, pardon seeking, will you pardon give? 
Have you belief in what your Lord has done. 
And are you thankful T— all is well, my son.' 

• A way far different ours— we thus surprise 
A soul with questions, and demand replies; 

• ' How dropp'd you first,' I ask, * the legal yokel 
What the first word the living Wimcss spoke? 
Perceived you thunders roar and lightnings shine, 
And tempeste gathering ere the birth divine ! 
Did fire, and storm, and earthquake all appear 
Before that still small voice, ff'liat dost thou here? 
Hast thou by day and night, and soon and late. 
Waited and watch'd before Admission-gate; 
And so a pilgrim and a soldier pass'd 
To Sion's hill through battle and through blast ? 
Then in thy way didst thou thy foe attack. 
And madest thou proud ApoUyon turn his back?' 

• Heart-searching thinga are these, and shake the 

mind. 
Yea, like the rusding of a mighty wind. 

• Thus would I ask:—* Nay, let me question now. 
How sink my sayings in your bosom? how? 

Feel you a quickening? drops the subject deep? 

Stupid and stony, no ? you 're all asleep ; 

Lisdess and lazy, waiting for a close. 

As if at church— Do I allow repose ? 

Am I a legal minister? do I 

With form or rubrick, rule or rite comply? 

Then whence this quiet, tell me, I beseech? 

One might believe you heard your rector preach, 

Orhis assistant dreamcr:—Oh! return. 

Ye times of burning, when the heart would bum I 

Now hearto are ice, and you, my freezing fold, 

Have spirits sunk and sad, and bosoms stony-cold.' 

■ Oh ! now again for those prevailing powers. 
Which once began this mighty work of ours; 
When the wide field, God's temple, was the pUu», 
And birds flew by to catch a breath of grace ; 
When 'mid his timid friends and threatening foef. 
Our lealous chief like Paul at Athens rose : 
When with infernal spite and knotty clubs 
The ill-one arm'd his scoundrels and his scrubs; 
And there were flying all around the spot 
Brands at the preacher, but they touch'd him not; 
Stakes brought to smite him, threaten'd in his causey 
And tongues, attuned to curses, roar'd applause; 
Louder and louder grew his awful tones, 
Sobbing and sighs were heard, and rueful groans; 
Soft women fainted, prouder man ezpress'd 
Wonder and wo, and butchers smote the breast; 
Eyes wept, ears, tingled ; stiffening on each head. 
The hair drew back, and Satan howl'd and fled. 

« In that soft season when the gentle breew 
Rises all round, and swells by slow degrees; 
Till tempests gather, when through all the sky 
The thunders rattle, and the lightnmgs fly; 
When rain in torrents wood and vale deform. 
And all is horror, hurricane, and slorm : 
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« So, when the preacher in that glorious time* 
Than clouds more melting, more than storm sublime, 
Dropp'd the new word, there came a charm around ; 
Tremors and terrors rose upon the sound ; 
^The stubborn spirits by his force he broke, 
As the fork'd lightning rires the knotted oak: 
Fear, hope, dismay, all ugns of shame or grace, 
Ghain'd every foot, or fieatured every face; 
Then took liis sacred trump a louder swell. 
And now they groan'd, they sicken'd and they fell; 
Again he sounded, and we heard the cry 
Of the word-wounded, as about to die; 
Further and further spread the conquering word, 
As loud be cried, — ' the battle of the Lord !' 
Ev^n those apart who were the sound denied. 
Fell down instinctiTe, and in spirit died. 
Nor staid he yet — his eye, his frown, his speech, 
His very gesture had a power to teach ; 
With outstretch'd arms, strong voice, and piercing call, 
He won the field, and made the Dagons fall ; 
And thus in triumph took liis glorious way, 
Through scenes of horror, terror, and dismay.* 



LETTER V. 



ELFiTIONS. 

Saj tb«o which oIam to greatar felly (toop. 
The great In prom tie, or the poor la hopoT 

Be braTe, for year leader Is briTe, aod TOira reforiMitloa ; there 
•hall be In Eoglaod MTen halfpeoay loaves sold for a penny ; and 
the threeJiooped pot shall have ten hoops. I will nnke It felony 
to drink snail beer : all shall eat and drink on my soore, and I 
will apparel them all In one IWery, that they may agree like bro- 
thers ; and they shall all worship me as their lord. 

SnAuriAu's JEmry VI. 



The Evils of the Contest, and how in part to be avoided 
—The Miseries endured by a Friend of the Candidate 
—The various Liberties taken with him, who has no 
personal interest in the Success — The unreasonable 
Expectations of Voters— The Censures of the opposing 
Party — The Vices as well as Follies shown in such 
Time of Contest— Plans "and Cunning of Electors-^ 
Evils which remain after the Decision, opposed in 
vain by the efforts of the Friendly, and of the Suc- 
cessful; among whom is the Mayor — Story of his 
Advancement till he was raised to the Government of 
the Borough — These Erils not to be placed in Balance 
with the Liberty of the People, bat are yet Subjects of 
just Complaint 



Yis, our Election 's past, end we 've been free. 
Somewhat as madmen without keepers be; 
And such desire of freedom has been shown, 
That both the parties wish'd her all their own: 
All our free smiths and cobblers in the town 
Were loth to lay such pleasant freedom down; 
To put the bludgeon and cockade aside. 
And let iu pass unhurt and undefied. 

True ! you might then your party's sign produce, 
And so escape with only half the abuse; 
With half the danger as you walk'd along. 
With rage and threatening but from half the throng: 



This you might do, and not your fortune mend. 
For where you lost a foe, you gain'd a friend : 
And to distress you, vex you, and expose. 
Election-friends are worse than any foes ; 
The party-curse is with the canvass past. 
But party-friendship, for your grief, will last. 

Friends of all kinds, the civil and the rude, 
Who humbly wish, or boldly dare to intrude; 
These beg or take a liberty to come 
(Friends should be free), and make your house their 

home; 
They know that warmly you their cause espouse. 
And come to make their boastings and their bows : 
You scorn their manners, you their words mistrust, 
But you must hear them, and they know you must. 

One plainly sees a friendship firm and true. 
Between the noble candidate and you ; 
So humbly begs (and states at large the case), 
• You '11 think of Bobby and the little place. * 

Stifling his shame by drink, a wretch will come. 
And prate your wife and daughter from the room : 
In pain you hear him, and at heart despise, 
Tet with heroic mind your pangs disguise ! 
And still in patience to the sot attend. 
To show what man can bear to serve a friend. 

One enters hcmgry — not to be denied, 
And takes his place and jokes — « We 're of a side.* 
Yet worse, the proser who, upon the strength 
Of his one vote, has tales of three hours' length; 
This sorry rogue you bear, yet with surprise 
Start at bis oaths, and sicken at his lies. 

Then comes there one, and tells in friendly way. 
What the opponents in their anger say; 
All that through life has vex'd you, all abuse, 
Will this kind friend in pure regard produce; 
And having through your own offences nm. 
Adds (as appendage) what your friends have done. 

Has any female cousin made a trip 
To Gretna-Green, or more vexatious slip? 
Has your wife's brother, or your uncle's son 
Done aught amiss, or is he thought t' have done? 
Is there of all your kindred some who lack 
Vision direct, or have a gibbous back? 
From your unlucky name may quips and pims 
Be made by these upbraiding Goths and Huns? 
To some great public character have you 
Afisign'd the fame to worth and talents due. 
Proud of your praise ? — In this, in any case, 
Where the brute-spirit may affix disgrace, 
These friends will smiling bring it, and the while 
You silent sit, and practise for a smile. 

Vain of their power, and of their value sure, 
They nearly guess the tortures you endure; 
Nor spare one pang — for they perceive your heart 
Goes with the cause; you 'd die before you 'd start ; 
Do what they may, they 're sure you '11 not o^nd 
Men who have pledged their honours to your friend. 

Those friends indeed, who start as in a race, 
May love the sport, and laugh at this disgrace; 
They have in view the glory and the prise, 
Nor heed the dirty steps by which they rise : 
But we their poor associates lose the fkme. 
Though more than partners in the toil and shame. 

Were this the whole ; and did the time produce 
But shame and toil, but riot and abuse; 
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We mi^ht be then from serious griefs exempt. 
And view the whole with pity and contempt 
Alas! but here the vilest passions rule; 
It is Seduction's, is Temptation's school ; 
Where vices mingle in the oddest ways, 
The grossest slander and the dirtiest praise; 
Flattery enough to make the vainest sick. 
And clumsy stratagem, and scoundrel trick : 
Nay more, your anger and contempt to cause, 
These, while they fish for profit, claim applause; 
Bribed, bought, and bound, they banish shame and fear; 
Tell you they're staunch, and have a soul sincere ; 
Then talk of honour, and if doubt 's express'd, 
Show where it lies, and smite upon the breast. 
Among these worthies, some at first declare 
For whom they vote; he then has most to spare; 
Others hang off — when coming to the poet 
Is spurring time, and then he '11 spare the most : 
While some demurring, wait, and find at last 
The bidding languish, and the market pass'd ; 
These will affect all bribery to condemn, 
And be it Satan laughs, he laughs at them. 

Some too are pious — One desired the Lord 
To teach him where « to drop bis litde word ; 
To lend his vole, where it will profit best; 
Promotion came not from the east or west ; 
But as their freedom had promoted some, 
lie should be^lad to know which way 't would come. 
It was a naughty world, and where to sell 
His precious chaise, was more than he could tell. • 

« But yon succeeded 7» — true, at mighty cost. 
And our good friend, I fear, will think he's lost : 
Inns, hones, chaises, dinners, balls, and notes ; 
What fill'd their purses, and what drench'd their throats ; 
The private pension, and indulgent lease, — 
Rave all been granted to these friends who fleece; 
Friends who will hang like burs upon his coat. 
And boundless judge the value of a vote. 

And though the terrors of the time be pass'd. 
There still remain the scatterings of the blast; 
The boughs are parted that entwined before, 
And ancient harmony exists no more; 
The gusts of wrath our peaceful seats deform, 
And sadly flows the sighing of the storm : 
Those who have gain'd are sorry for the gloom, 
But they who lost, unwilling peace should come ; 
There open envy, here suppress'd delight. 
Yet live till time shall better thoughts excite. 
And so prepeire us by a six-years' truce, 
Again for riot, insult, and abuse. 

Our worthy mayor, on the victorious part. 
Cries out for peace, and cries with all his heart ; 
He, civil creature I ever does his best. 
To banish wrath from every voter's breast ; 
«i For where,i» says he, with reason strong and plain, 
« Where is the profit? what will anger gain?* 
His short stout person he is wont to brace 
In good brown broad-cloth, edged with two-inch lace, 
When in his seat; and still the coat seems new, 
Preserved by common use of seaman's blue. 

He was a fisher from his earliest day, 
And placed his nets within the Borough's bay ; 
Where by his skates, his herrings, and his soles, 
He lived, nor dream'd of corporation-doles; * 

' I am inforned that tome explsBStim li bere Becawsry, thoofh I 



But toiling saved, and saving, never ceased 

Till he had box'd up rwelve score pounds at least : 

He knew not money's power, but judged it best 

Safe in his trunk to let his treasure rest ; 

Yet to a friend complain'd : « Sad charge, to keep 

So many pounds, and then I cannot sleep :* 

t Then put it out,» replied the friend : — • What! give 

My money up? why then I could not live.n 

« Nay, but for interest place it in his hands, 

Who '11 give you mortgc^e on his house or lands.* 

a Oh but,* said Daniel, « that *s a dangerous plan ; 

He may be robb'd like any other man :• 

> Still he is bound, and you may be at rest. 
More safe the money than within your chest; 
And you '11 receive, from all deductions clear. 
Five pounds for every hundred, every year.» 

• What good in that?» quoth Daniel, « for't is plain, 
If part I take, there can but part remain :• 

> What ! you, my friend, so skill'd in gainful things, 
Have you to learn what interest money brings 7 • 

■ Not 8o,it said Daniel, ■ perfectly I know. 

He 's the most interest who has most to show.* 

■ True! and he '11 show the more, the more he lends; 
Thus he his weight and consequence extends; 

For they who borrow must restore each sum. 
And pay for use — What, Daniel, art thou dumb 7 ■ ■ 
For much amazed was that good man — ■ Indeed!* 
Said he with gladdning eye, ■ will money breed? 
How have I lived I I grieve, with all my heart, 
For my late knowledge in this precious art: — 
Five pounds for every hundred will he give? 

And then the hundred? 1 begin to live.*— 

So he began, and other means he found, 
Xs he went on, to multiply a pound : 
Though blind so long to interest, all allow 
That no man better understands it now : 
Him in our body-corporate we chose. 
And once among us, he above us rose; 
Stepping from post to post, he reach'd the chair. 
And there he now reposes — that 's the mayor. 

But 't b not he, 't is not the kinder few, 
The mild, Ihe good, who can our peace renew ; 
A peevish humour swells in every eye. 
The warm are angry, and the cool are shy; 
There is no more the social board at whist, 
The good old partners are with scorn dismissed; 
No more with dog and lantern comes the maid. 
To guide the mistress when the rubber's play'd; 
Sad shifts are made lest ribands blue and green 
%ould at one table, at one time be seen : 
On care and merit none will now rely, 
T is party sells, what party-friends must buy ; 
The warmest burgess wears a bodger's coat, 
And foshion gains less int'rcst than a vote; 
Uncheck'd the vintner still his poison vends, • 
For he too votes, and can command his friends. 

But this admitted ; be it still agreed, 
These ill effectt from noble cause proceed ; 



SIB ignoraat for what cUu of nf rcaden It can be reqalred. Some 
corporate bodies bare actual property, a* appears by tbeir reoeivlBg 
reou ; and tbey obtain aioaey on tbe adailMiOB of mmmbtn into 
tbeir Mciety : tbit they may lawftiliy «bare porhapi. Tbere ar*. 
noraoTer, otber dole*, of atill ffreater tbIuo, of which it U not b«- 
ceuary for ne to evplain tbe Batore, or to Inqalre iato tbe le- 
gallty. 
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Though tike some Tile excrescences they be. 
The tree they spring from is a sacred tree. 
And its true produce, strength and liberty. 

Yet if we could th' attendant ills suppress, 
If we could make the sum of mischief less ; 
If we could warm and angry men persuade 
No more man's common comforts to invade ; 
And that old case and harmony re-seat 
In all our meetings, so in joy to meet; 
Much would of glory to the Huse ensue, 
And our good vicar would have less to do. 



LETTER VI. 



PROFESSIONS— LAW. 

Qald l«gM lioe aoribM 
proflclant T 

HORACB. 



Vc ! nttero alhi, mea nanc ftdaon 
Aperluatsr, dam qoc iperaTi fora. 

Mahilidi. 



Trades and Professions of every Kind to be found in the 
Borough — Its Seamen and Soldiers — Law, the Danger 
of the Subject — Goddrington's Offence — Attorneys in- 
creased j their splendid Appearance, how supported — 
Some worthy Exceptions — Spirit of Litigation, how 
stirred up — A Boy articled as a Clerk ; his Ideas — 
How this Profession perverts the Judgment — Actions 
appear through this Medium in a false Light — Suc- 
cess from honest Application — Archer, a worthy Cha- 
racter — Swallow, a Character of different Kind—His 
Origin, Progress, Success, etc. 



« Tbades and Professions*— these are themes the Muse, 
I^eft to her freedom, would forbear to chuse; 
But to our Borough they in truth belong. 
And we, perforce, must take them in our song. 

Be it then known that we can boast of these 
In all denominations, ranks, degrees; 
All who our numerous wants through life supply, 
Who soothe us sick, attend us when we die. 
Or for the dead their various talents try. 
Then have we those who live by secret arts. 
By hunting fortunes, and by stealing hearts ; 
Or who by nobler means themselves advance; 
Or who subsist by charity and chance. 

Say, of our native heroes shall I boast. 
Bom in our streets, to thunder on our coast, 
Our Borough-seamen 7 Gould the timid Muse 
More patriot-ardour in their breasts infuse ; 
Or could she paint their merit or their skill. 
She wants not love, alacrity, or will ; 
But needless all, that ardour is their own, 
And for their deeds, thonselves have made them known. 

Soldiers in arms ! Defenders of our soil ! 
Who from destruction save us; who from spoil 
Prelect the sons of peace, who traffic, or who toil ; 
Would I could duly praise you; that each deed 
Your foes might honour, and your friends might read : 
This too is needless; you 've imprinted well 
Your powers, and toki what I sliould feebly tell : 



Beside, a Muse like mine, to satire prone. 
Would fail in themes where there is praise alone. 
— Law shall I sing, or what to Law belongs? 
Alas! there may be danger in such songs; 
A foolish rhyme, 't is said, a trifling thing. 
The law found treason, for it touch'd the king. 
But kings have mercy, in these happy times. 
Or surely one had suffered for his rhymes ; 
Our glorious Edwards and our Henrys bold. 
So touch'd, had kept the reprobate in hold ; 
But he escaped, — nor fear, thank Heav'n, have I, 
Who love my king, for such offence to die. 
But I am taught the danger would be much, 
If these poor lines should one attorney touch — 
(One of those Umhs of law who 're always here ; 
The heads come down to guide them twice a year.) 
I might not swing indeed, but he in sport 
Would whip a rhymer on from court to court ; 
Stop him in each, and make him pay for all 
The long proceedings in tliat dreaded Hall : — 
Then let my numbers flow discreetly on, 
Wam'd by the fate of luckless Coddrington,' 
Lest some attorney (pardon me the name) 
Should wound a poor solicitor for fame. 

One man of law in George the Second's reign 
W' as all our frugal fathers would maintain ; 
He too was kept for forms ; a man of peace, 
To frame a contract, or to draw a lease : . 
He had a clerk, with whom he used to write 
All the day long, with whom he drank at night; 
Spare was his visage, moderate his bill. 
And he so kind, men doubted of his skill. 

Who thinks of this, with some amazement sees^ 
For one so poor, three flourishing at ease; 
Nay, one in splendour! — see that mansion tall. 
That lofty door, the for^resounding hall ; 
Well-furnish'd rooms, plate shining on the board, 
Gay liveried lads, and cellar proudly stored : 
Then say how comes it that such fortunes crown 
These sons of strife, these terrors of the town ? 

Lo ! that small office ! tliere th' incautious guest 
Goes blindfold in, and that maintains the rest ; 
Tliere in his web, th' observant spider lies, 
And peers about for fat intruding flies ; 
Doubtful at first, he hears the distant hum, 
And feels them flutt'ring as they nearer come ; 
They busx and blink, and doubtfully they tread 
On Uie strong birdlime of the utmost thread ; 
But when they 're once entangled by the gin. 
With what an eager clasp he draws them in ! 
Nor shall they 'scape, till after long delay, 
And all that sweetens life is drawn away. 

• Nay, this,* you cry, « is common-place, the tale 
Of petty tradesmen o'er their evening-ale ; 
There are who, liring by the legal pen, 
Are held in honour, — * honourable men.'* 

Doubtless — there are who hold manorial courts. 
Or whom the trust of powerful friends supports; 
Or who, by labouring through a length of time. 
Have pick'd their way, unsullied by a crime. 
These are the few— in this, in every place, 
Fix the litigious rupture-stirring race; 
Who to contention as to trade are led, 
To whom dispute and strife are bliss and bread. 

' The aoooaak of Goddriogtoa ooean ia ^Tka iHrromrfor Unfit- 
tmm :> ka tafferad in the relga of Ribhanl 111. 
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There is a doubtful pauper, and we think 
*T it not with us to give him meat and drink ; 
There is a child, and 't is not mighty clear 
'Whether die mother lived with us a year : 
A road 's indicted, and our seniors doubt 
If in our proper boundary or without : 
But what says our attorney? He our friend 
Tdls us't is just and manly to contend. 

« What ! to a neighbouring parish yield your cause, 
While you have money, and the nation laws? 
What ! lose without a trial, that which tried, 
May^nay it must — be |^en on our side ? 
All men of spirit would contend; such men 
Than loie a pound would rathtf haiard ten. 
What, be imposed on 7 No ! a British soul 
Despises imposition, hates control ; 
The law is open ; let them, if they dare. 
Support their cause ; the Borough need not spare : 
All I advise is vigour and good-will : 
Is it agreed then?— Shall I £le a bill 7 > 

The trader, grazier, merchant, priest and all, 
Whose sons aspiring, to professions call, 
Ghuse from their lads some bold and subtle boy, 
And judge him fitted for this grave employ : 
Him a keen old practitioner admits, 
To write five years and exercise his wits : 
The youth has heard— it is in fact his creed- 
Mankind dispute, that lawyers may be fee'd : 
Jails, bailiffs, writs, all terms and threats of law. 
Grow now familiar as once top and taw ; 
Bage, hatred, fear, the mind's severer ills, . 
All bring employment, all augment his bills : 
As feels the surgeon for the mangled limb. 
The mangled mind is but a job fqr him ; 
Thus taught to think, these legal reasoners draw 
Morals and maxims firom their views of law; 
They cease to judge by precepts taught in schools. 
By man's plain sense, or by religious rules; 
No ! nor by law itself, in truth discem'd, 
But as iti statutes may be warp'd and tum'd : 
How tliey should judge of man, his word and deed. 
They in their books and not their bosoms read : 
Of some good act you speak with just applause, 
« No ! no !• says he, ■ 't would be a losing cause :fl 
Blame you some tyrant's deed? — he answers « Nay, 
He 'U get a verdict ; heed you what you say.* 
Thus to conclusions from examples led. 
The heart resigns all judgment to the head; 
Law, law alone for ever kept in view, 
His measures guides, and rules his conscience too ; 
Of ten commandments, he confesses three 
Are yet in force, and tells you which they be, 
As law instructs him, thus : ■ Your neighboui's wife 
You must not take, his chattels, nor his life ; 
Break these decrees, for damage you must pay ; 
These you must reverence, and the rest — you may.w 

Law was design'd to keep a state in peace ; 
To punish robbery, that wrong might cease ; 
To be impregnable; a constant fort. 
To which the weak and injured might resort : 
But these perverted minds its force employ. 
Not to protect mankind, but to annoy; 
And long as ammunition can be found, 
Its lightning flashes and its thunders sound. 

Or kiw with lawyers is an ample still, 
Wrought by the passions' heat with chymic skill : 



While the fire bums, the gains are quickly made. 

And freely flow the profits of the trade ; 

Nay, when die fierceness fails, these artists blow 

The dying fire, and make the embers glow. 

As long as diey can make the smaller profits flow ; 

At length the process of itself will stop. 

When they perceive they 've drawn out every drop. 

Yet I repeat, there are , who nobly strive 
To keep the sense of moral worth alive; 
Men who would starve, ere meanly deign to live 
On what dqcepdon and chican'ry give, 
And these at length succeed ; they have their strife, 
Their apprehensions, slops, and rubs in life; 
But honour, application, care and skill. 
Shall bend opposing fortune to their will. 

Of such is Archer, he who keeps in awe 
Contending pardes by his threats of law : 
He, roughly honest, has been long a guide 
In Borough-business, on the conquering side; 
And seen so much of both sides, and so long. 
He thinks the bias of man's mind goes wrong : 
Thus, though he 's friendly, he is still severe. 
Surly though kind, suspiciously sincere : 
So much he 's seen of baseness in the mind. 
That, while a friend to man, he scorns mankind : 
He knows the human heart, and sees with dread, 
By slight temptation, how the strong are led ; 
He knows how interest can asunder rend 
The bond of parent, master, guardian, friend. 
To form a new and a degrading tie 
'Twixt needy vice and tempting villany. 
Sound in himself, yet when such flaws appear, 
He doubts of all, and leams that self to fear : 
For where so dark the moral riew is grown, 
A timid conscience trembles for her own ; 
The pitchy taint of general vice is such 
As daubs the fancy, and you dread the touch. 

Far unlike him was one in former times, 
Famed for the spoil he gathered by bis crimes ; 
Who, while his brethren nibbling held their prey. 
He like an eagle seized and bore the whole away. 

Swallow, a poor attorney, brought his boy 
Up at his desk, and gave him his employ ; 
He would have bound him to an honest trade, 
Gould preparations have been duly made. 
The clerkship ended, both die sire and son 
Together did what business could be done ; 
Sometimes they'd luck to stir up small disputes 
Among their f trends, and raise them into suits : 
Though close and hard, the father was content 
With this resource, now old and indolent : 
But his young Swallow, gaping and alive 
To fiercer feelings, was resolved to thrive : — 
« Father,* he said, • but litde can they win. 
Who hunt in couples where the game is thin ; 
Let 's part in peace, and each pursue his gain 
Where it may start — our love may yet remain.* 
The parent growl'd, he couldn't think that love 
Made the young cockatrice his den remove ; 
But, taught by habit, he the truth suppress'd, 
Forced a frank look, and said he • thought it best.i* 
Not long they'd parted ere dispute arose; 
The game they hunted quickly made them foes : 
Some house, the father by his art had won, 
Seem'd a fit cause of contest to the son. 
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Who raised a claimant, and then found a way 

By a staunch witness to secure his prey. 

The people cursed him, but in times of need 

Trusted in one so certain to succeed : 

By law's dark by-ways he had stored his mind 

With wicked knowledge, how to cheat mankind. 

Few are the freeholds in our ancient town ; 

A copy-ri(;ht from heir to heir came down, 

From whence some heat arose, when there was doubt, 

In point of heirship ; but tlie fire went out. 

Till our attorney had the art to raise 

The dying spark, and blow it to a blaze : 

For this he now began his friends to treat; 

His way to starve them was to make them eat. 

And drink oblivious draughts — to his applause 

It must be said, he never starved a cause ; 

He 'd roast and boil'd upon his board ; the boast 

Of half his victims was his boil'd and roast ; 

And these af every hour — he seldom took 

Aside his client, till he 'd praised his cook ; 

Nor to an office led him, there in pain 

To give his story and go out again ; 

But first the brandy and the chine were seen. 

And then the business came by starts belw^een. 

• Well, if 't is so, the house to you belongs ; 
But have you money to redress these wrongs! 
Nay, look not sad, my friend; if you 're correct. 
You '11 find the friendship that you 'd not expect.» 

If right the man, the house was Swallow's own; 
If wrong, his kindness and good-will were shown : 
• Rogue !■ « Villain !» ■ Scoundrel !» cried the losers all ; 
He let them cry, for what would that recall 7 
At length he left us, took a village scat. 
And like a vulture look'd abroad for meat; 
The Borough-booty, give it all its praise, 
Had only served the appetite to raise; 
But if from simple heirs he drew their land, 
He might a noble feast at will command; 
Still he proceeded by his former rules. 
His bait, their pleasures, when he fish'd for fools ;— 
Flagons and haunches on his board were placed, 
And subtle avarice look'd like thoughtless waste: 
Most of his friends, though youth from him had fled, 
Were young, were minors, of their sires in dread ; 
Or those whom widow'd mothers kept in bounds, 
And check'd their generous rage for steeds and hounds; 
Or such as travell'd 'cross the land to view 
A Christian's conflict with a boxing Jew: 
Some too had run upon Newmarket heath 
With so much speed that they were out of breath ; 
Others had tasted claret, till they now 
To humbler port would turn, and knew not how. 
All these for favours would to Swallow run, 
Who never sought their thanks for all he 'd done; 
He kindly took them by the hand, then bow'd 
Politely low, and thus his love avow'd — 
(For he 'd a ^y that many judged polite, 
A cunning dog— he 'd fawn before he 'd bite) — 

« Observe, my friends, the frailty of our race 
When age unmans us — let me state a case : 
There's our friend Rupert — we shall soon redress 
H'ts present evil — drink to our success — 
I flatter not ; but did you ever see 
Limbs better tum'd ? a prettier boy than he? 
His senses all acute, his passions such 
As nature gave— «he never does too much ; 



His the bold wish the cup of joy to drain. 
And strength to bear it without qualm or pain. 

M Now view his father as he dozing lies, 
Whose senses wake not when he opes his eyes ; 
Who slips and shuffles when he means to walk. 
And lisps and gabbles if he tries to talk ; 
Feeling he 's none, he could as soon destroy 
The eartli itself, as aught it holds enjoy ; 
A nurse attends him to lay straight his limbs, 
Present his gruel, and respect his whims: 
Now shall this dotard from our hero hold 
His lands and lordships? Shall he hide his gold? 
That which he cannot use, and dare not show. 
And will not give — why longer should he owe ? 
Yet, 't would be murder should we snap the locks, 
And take the thing he worships from the box ; 
So let him dote and dream: but, till he die, 
Shall not our generous heir receive supply ? 
For ever sitting on the river's brink, 
And ever thirsty, shall he fear to drink? 
The means are simple, let him only wish, 
Then say he 's willing, and I '11 fill his dish.- 

They all applauded, and not least the boy. 
Who now replied, « It fiU'd his heart with joy 
To find he needed not deliv'rance crave 
Of death, or wish the justice in the grave; 
Who, while he spent, would every art retain 
Of luring home the scatter'd gold again : 
Just as a fountain gaily spirts and plays 
With what returns in still and secret ways.* 

Short was the dream of bliss; he quickly found, 
His father's acres all were Swallow's ground. 
Yet to those arts would other heroes lend 
A willing ear, and Swallow was their friend : 
Ever successful, some began to think 
That Satan help'd him to his pen and ink; 
And shrewd suspicions ran about the place, 
■ There was a compact a — I must leave the case. 
But of the parties, had the fiend been one. 
The business could not have been speedier done : 
Still when a man has angled day and night. 
The silliest gudgeons will refuse to bite: 
So Swallow tried no more; but if they came 
To seek his friendship, that remain'd the same: 
Thus he retired in peace, and some would say 
He 'd balk'd his partner, and had learn'd to pray. 
To this some zealots lent an ear, and sought 
How Swallow felt, then said « a change is wroaghC:» 
'T was true there wanted all the signs of grace. 
But there were strong professions in their place: 
Then too, the less that men from him expect. 
The more the praise to the converting sect ; 
He had not yet subscribed to all their creed, 
Nor own'd a call, but he confess'd the need : 
His acquiescent speech, his gracious look. 
That pure attention, when the brethren spoke. 
Was all contrition, — he lutd felt the wound, 
And with confession would again be sound. 

True, Swallow's board had still the sumptnoos treat : 
But could they blame? the warmest zealots eat. 
He drank — 'twas needful his poor nerves to brace: 
He swore — 't was habit ; he was grieved — *t was grace. 
What could they do a new-bom seal to nurse? 
« His wealth s undoubted — let him hold our purse ; 
He '11 add his bounty, and the house we '11 raise 
Hard by the church, and gather all her strays ; 



THE BOROUGH. 



i3 






I 



We 11 watch her sinners as they home retire, 
And pluck the brands from the derouring fire.* 

Alas! such speech was but an empty boast; 
The good men reckon'd, but without their host : 
Swallow, delighted, took the trusted store. 
And own'd the sum — they did not ask for more. 
Till more was needed; when they call'd for aid — 
And had it ?— No, their agent was afraid ! 
« Gould he but know to whom he should refund, 
He would most gladly— nay, he 'd go beyond ; 
But when such numbers claim'd, when some were gone, 
And olhere going — he must hold it on. 
The Lord would help them. * — Loud their anger grew, 
And while they ihreat'ning from his door withdrew, 
Ue bow'd politely low, and bade them all adieu. 

But lives the man by whom suck deeds are done? 
Yes, many such — but Swallow's race is run ; 
llis name is lost, — for though his sons have name. 
It is not his, they all escape the shame ; 
Nor is there vestige now of all he had, 
Hts means are wasted, for his heir was mad : 
Still we of Swallow as a monster speak, 
A hard bad man, who prey'd upon the weak. 
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The Worth and ExecUence of the true Physician— Merit, 
not the sole Cause of Success— Modes of advancing 
Ueputalion—Moiives of medical Men for publishing 
their Works— The great Evil of Quackery— Present 
State of advertising Quacks — Their Hazard — Some 
fail, and why— Causes of Success- How Men of Un- 
derstanding are prevailed upon to have recourse to 
Empirics, and to permit their Names to be advertised 

Evils of Quackery ; to nervous Females ; to Youth ; 

to Infants— History of an advertising Empiric, etc. 



Nbxt, to a graver tribe we turn our view. 
And yield the praise to worth and science due; 
But this with serious words and sober style. 
For these are friends with whom we seldom smile ; 
Helpers of men ' they 're call'd, and we confess 
Theirs the deep study, theirs the lucky guess. 
We own that numbers join with care and skill, 
A temperate judgment, a devoted will; 
Men who suppress their feelings, but who feel 
The painful symptoms tliey delight to beal: 
Patient in all their trials, they sustain 
The starts of passion, the reproacb uf pain; 

' Opiftsrqae per orben dicor. 



With hearts affected, but with looks serene. 
Intent they wait through all the solemn scene. 
Glad if a hope shonk) rise from nature's strife, 
To aid their skill and save the lingering life; 
But this must virtue's generous effort be, 
And spring from nobler motives than a fee: 
To the physicians of the soul, and these. 
Turn the distress'd for safety, hope, and ease. 

But as physicians of that nobler kind 
Have their warm xealots, and their sectaries blind. 
So among these for knowledge most renown'd, 
Are dreamers strange, and stubborn bigots found. 
Some, too, admitted to tliis honoured name. 
Have, without learning, found a way to fame ; 
And some by learning — young physicians write, 
To set their merit in tlie fairest light ; 
With them a treatise is a bait that draws 
Approviog voices — 't is to gain applause. 
And to exalt them in the public view, 
More than a life of worthy toil could do. 
When 't is proposed to make tlie man renown'd, 
In every age, convenient doubts abound ; 
Convenient themes in every period start. 
Which be may treat with all the pomp of art; 
Curbus conjectures he may always make. 
And either side of dubious questions take: 
He may a system broach, or, if he please. 
Start new opinions of an old disease; 
Or may some simple in the woodland trace. 
And be its patron, till it runs its race; 
As rustic damsels from their woods are won. 
And live in splendotir till their race be run ; 
It weighs not much on what their powers be shown, 
When all his purpose is to make them known. 

To show the world what long experience gains, 
Requires not courage, though it calls for pains; 
But at life's outset to inform mankind 
Is a bold effort of a valiant mind. 

The great (;ood man, for noblest cause, displays 
What many labours taught, and many days; 
These sound instruction from experience give, 
The others show us how they mean to live ; 
That they have genius, and they hope mankind 
Will to its efforts be no longer blind. 

There are beside, whom powerful friends advance, 
Whom ftishion favours, person, patrons, chance ; 
And merit sighs to see a fortune made 
By daring rashness or by dull parade. 

But these are trifling evils ; there is one 
Which walks uncheck'd, and triumphs in the sun. 
Tlierc was a time, when we beheld the quack, 
On public stage, the licensod trade attack ; 
Tic made his labour d speech with poor parade. 
And then a laughing zany lent him aid : 
Smiling we pass'd him, but we felt the while 
Pity so much, that soon we ceased to smile; 
Assured that llucnt speech and flbVry vest 
Disguised the troubles of a man distress'd. 

But now our quacks are gamesters, and they play 
With craft and skill to ruin and betray; 
With monstrous promise they delude the mind. 
And thrive on all that tortures human-kind. 

Void of all honour, avaricious, rash. 
The daring tribe compound their boasted trash — 
Tincture or syrup, lotion, drop or pill : 
All tempt the sick to trust the lying bill ; 
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And twenty names of cobblers tarn'd to squires, 
Aid the bold language of these blushless liars. 
There are among them those who cannot read, 
And yet they'll buy a patent, and succeed; 
Will dare to promise dying sufferers aid, 
For who, when dead, can threaten or upbraid ? 
With cruel avarice still they recommend 
More draughts, more syrup to the journey's end. 
« I feel it not;* — « Then take it every hour :■ 

■ It makes me worse; •—•Why then it shows its power :> 

■ i fear to die;* — • Let not your spirits sink, 
You're always safe, while you believe and drink." 

How strange to add, in tliis nefarious trade. 
That men of parts arc dupes by dunces made! 
That creatures, nature meant should clean our streets, 
Have purchased lands and mansions, parks and seats; 
Wretches with conscience so obtuse, they leave 
Their untaught sons their parents to deceive; 
And when they re laid upon their dying-bed, 
No tliought of murder comes into their head, 
Nor one revengeful ghost to them appears, 
To fill the soul with penitential fears. 

Yet not the whole of this imposing train 
Their gardens, seats, and carriages obtain; 
Chiefly, indeed, tliey to the robbers fall. 
Who are most fitted to disgrace them all : 
But there is hazard — patents must be bought. 
Venders and puffers for the poison sought; 
And then in many a paper through the year, 
Must cures and cases, oaths and proofs appear ; 
, Men snatch'd from grai^es, as they were dropping in. 
Their lungs cough'd up, their bones pierced through the 

skin; 
Their liver all one scirrhus, and the frame 
Poiaon'd with evils which they dare not name; 
Men who spent all upon physicians' foes, 
Who never slept, nor had a moment's ease. 
Arc now as roaches sound, and all as brisk as bee^. 

If the sick gudgeons to the bait attend, 
And come in shoals, the angler gains his end ; 
But should the advertising cash be spent. 
Ere yet tlie town has due attention lent, 
Then bursts the bubble, and the hungry cheat 
Pines for the bread he ill deserves to eat; 
Jt is a lottery, and he shares perhaps 
The rich man's feast, or begs the pauper's scraps. 

From powerful causes spring th' empiric's gains, 
Man's love of life, his weakness, and his pains; 
These first induce him the vile trash to try, 
Then lend hi* name, that oilier men may buy: 
This love of life, which in our nature rules. 
To vile imposture makes us dupes and tools; 
Then pain compels th' impatient soul to seize 
On promised hopes of instantaneous ease ; 
And weakness loo with every wish complies, 
Worn out and won by importunities. 

Troubled with something in your bite or blood, 
You think your doctor does you little good; 
And, grown impatient, yon require in haste 
The nervous cordial, nor dislike the taste ; 
It comforts, heals, and strengthens ; nay, yon think 
It makes you better every time you drink : 
•• Then lend your name* —you 're loth, but yet confcfiK 
Its powers are great, and so you acquiesce; 
Yet think a moment, ere your name you lend, 
With whose 't is placed, and what you recommend ; 



Who tipples brandy will some comfort feel, 
But will he to the med'cinc set his seal? 
Wait, and you '11 find the cordial you admire 
Has added fuel to your fever's fire : 
Say, should a robber chance your pune to spare, 
Would you the honour of the man declare ? 
Would you assist his purpose? swell his crime ? 
Besides, he might not spare a second time. 

Compassion sometimes sets the fatal sign ; 
The man was poor, and humbly begg'd a line; 
Else how should noble names and titles back 
The spreading praise of some advent'rous quack? 
But he the moment watches, and entreats 
Your honour's name, — your honour joins the cheats ; 
You judged the med'cine harmless, and you lent 
What help you could, and with the best intent; 
But can it please you, thus to league with all 
Whom he can beg or bribe to swell the scrawl ? 
Would you these wrappers with your name adorn, 
Which hold the poison for the yet unborn? 

No class escapes them — from the poor man's pay 
The nostrum takes no trifling part away; 
See ! those square patent bottles from the shop. 
Now decoration to the cupboard's top ; 
And there a fovourite hoard you '11 6nd within. 
Companions meet ! the julep and the gin. 

Time too with cash is wasted ; 't is the fate 
Of real helpers to be call'd too late; 
This find the sick, when (time and patience gone) 
Death with a tenfold terror hurries on. 
Suppose the case surpasses human skill. 
There comes a quack to flatter weakness still ; 
What greater evil can a flatterer do. 
Than from himself to take the sufferer's view ? 
To turn from sacred thoughts his reasoning powers. 
And rob a sinner of his dying hours? 
Yet this they dare, and craving to the last. 
In hope's strong bondage hold their victim fast : 
For soul or body no concern have tliey. 
All their inquiry, ■ Can the patient pay? 
And will he swallow draughts until his dying day ?» 

Observe what ills to nervous females flow, 
When the heart flutters, and the pulse is low; 
If once induced these cordial sips to try. 
All feel the case, and few the danger fly; 
For while obtain'd, of drams tliey 've all the force, 
And when denied, then drams are the resource. 

Nor these the only evils — there are those 
Who for the troubled mind prepare repose ; 
They write : the young are tenderly address'd. 
Much danger hinted, much concern expre«s'd; 
They dwell on ft^Mxloms lads are prone to take. 
Which makes the doctor tremble for their sake ; 
Still if the youthful patient will but trust 
In one so kind, so pitiful, and just; 
If he will take the tonic all the time. 
And hold but moderate intercourse with crime, 
The sage will gravely give his honest word. 
That strength and spirits shall be both restored; 
In plainer English — if you mean to sin. 
Fly to the drops, and instantly begin. 

Who would not lend a sympathizing«igh, 
To hear yon infant's pity-moving cry? 
That feeble sob, unlike the new-horn note, 
Which came with vigour from the opening throat; 
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When air and light fint rush'd on longs and cyee, 

And there was life and spirit in the cries ; 

Now an ahortive, faint attempt to waep, 

Is all we hear; sensation is asleep: 

The boy was healthy, and at first express'd 

Bis feelings loudly, when he fail'd to rest; 

When cramm'd with food, and tightened erery limb, 

To cry aloud was what pertain'd to him ; 

Then the good nurse (who, had she borne a brain, 

Had sought tlie cause that made her babe complain,) 

Mas all her efforts, loving soul ! applied, 

To set the cry, and not the cause, aside; 

She gave her powerful sweet without remorse. 

The sleeping cordial — she had tried its force. 

Repeating oft : the infant freed from pain, 

Rejected food, but took the dose again. 

Sinking to sleep; while she her joy express'd. 

That her dear charge could sweetly take -his rest: 

Soon may she spare her cordial ; not a doubt 

Remains but quickly he will rest withouL 

Tliis moves our grief and pity, and we sigh 
To tliink what numbers from these causes die; 
But what contempt and anger should we show. 
Did we the lives of these iq;»postors know ! 

Ere for the world's 1 left the cares of school. 
One T remember who assumed the fool : 
A part well suited — when the idler boys 
Would shout around him, and he loved the noise ; 
They call'd him Neddy ;-^Neddy bad the art 
To play with skill his ignominious part ; 
When he his trifles would for sale display. 
And act the mimic for a school-boy's pay. 
For many years he plied his humble trade, 
And used his tricks and talents to persuade; 
The fellow barely read, but chanced to look 
Among the fragmenls of a tattei'd book ; 
Where after many efforts made to spell 
One puzzling word, he found it oxymel; 
A potent thing, 't was said, to cure the ills 
Of ailing lungs— the oxymel of squills: 
Squills he procured, but found the bitter strong. 
And most unpleasant; none would take it long; 
But the pure acid and the sweet would make 
A medicine numbers would for pleasure take. 

There was a fellow near, an artful knave, 
Who knew the plan, and much assistance gave; 
He wrote the puffs, and every talent plied 
To make it sell : it sold, and then he died. 

Now all the profit fell to Ned's control, 
And Pride and Avarice quarrell'd for his soul ; 
When mighty profits by the trash were made, 
Pride built a palace, Avarice groan'd and paid ; 
Pride placed the signs of grandeur all about, 
And Avarice barr'd his friends and children out. 

Now see him doctor*, yes, the idle fool. 
The butt, the robber of the lads at school ; 
Who then knew nothing, nothing since acquired. 
Became a doctor, honoured and admired; 
His dress, his frown, his dignity, were such, 
Some who had known him thought his knowledge 

much; 
Nay, men of skill, of apprehension quick. 
Spite of their knowledge, trusted him when sick : 
Tliough he could neither reason, write, nor spell, 
They yet had hope his trash would make them well : 
And while they scorn'd his parts, they took his oxymel. 



Oh ! when his nerves had once received a shock. 
Sir Isaac Nfewton might have gone to Rock : ^ 
Hence impositions of the grossest kind, 
Hence thought is feeble, understanding blind ; 
Uence sums enormous by those cheats are mado, 
And deaths unnumbered by their dreadful trade. 

Alas! in vain is my contempt express'd, 
To stronger passions are their words address'd ; 
To pain, to fear, to terror, their appeal. 
To those who, weakly reasoning, strongly feel. 

What then our hopes? — perhaps there may by law 
Be method found, these pests to curb and awe; 
Yet in this land of freedom, law is slack 
With any being to commence attack; 
Then let us trust to science — there are diose 
Who can their falsehoods and their frauds disclose. 
All their vile trash detect, and their low tricks expose: 
Perhaps their numbers may in time confound 
Their arts — as scorpions give themselves the wound : 
For when these curers dwell in every place. 
While of the cured we not a man can trace. 
Strong truth may then the public mind persuade, 
And spoil tlie fruits of this nefarious trade. 



LETTER VIII. 



TRADES. 

IVoa pOMldonteai malta Tooareria 
R«cta bMt«m : recliu oecapst 
NoMMi Beaii, qal Deoram 
ll«aerib« Mpieator all, 
Darasqaa osllcl paaporlom paii. 

Uoa. lib. iv, od. 9. 

Noa axor MlTam la Tall, aoa tlia« : aanat 
Vlclal odarant ; aoU, paari atqaa paelke. 
Hirarb, can ta argaaio post oaaia poaat, 
SI aaaio pnettat, qaam aoa OMraarli, aaioraai T 

UoR. 8au lib. I. 

Noa preptar riiam Ikelaqt patriiaoala qoldais, 
Sad Tiiio cBd propiar patrlaumla vlTaat. 

JoTKRAL. Sal. 12. 



No extensive Manufactories in the Borough : yet consi- 
derable fortunes made there— 111 Judgment of ParenU 
in disposing of their Sons— The best educated not the 
most likely to succeed— Instance— Want of Success 
compensated by the lenient Power of some Avocations 
— The Naturalist — The Weaver an Entomologist, etc. 
—A Prize-Flower— Story of Walter and William. 



Or manuftictnres, trade, inventions rare, 
Steam-towers and looms, you 'd know our Borough's 

share — 
'T is small : we boost not these rich subjects here, 
Who hazard thrice ten thousand pounds a-year; 
We 've no huge buildings, where incessant noise 
Is made by springs and spindles, girls and boys; 
Where, 'mid such thundering sounds, the maiden's song 
Is « Harmony in uprov » * all day long. 

' Aa aaiplrlc wbo flomrlthed il tba saaae tiaii) with U*i<> Gt<^*' 
roaa. 
• Tha tiila of a than plaee of baaoar by ArbnibaM. 
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till common minds with us, in common trade, 
e gain'd more wealth than ever student tnade; 
I yet a merchant, when he gives his son 
college-learning, thinks his duty done; 
ay to wealth he leaves his boy to find, 

when he 's made for the discovery blind. 
DUOS and his wife perceived their ejder boy 
k to his learning, and it gave them joy; 
( they encouraged, and were bless'd to «ee 
ir son a fellow with a high degree; 
iing fell, he married, and his sire 
lared 't was all a father could require; 
dren then bless'd them, and when letters came, 

parents proudly told each grandchild's name. 

eantime the sons at home in trade were placed, 

ley their object— just the father's taste; 

ng he lived and long, and when he died, 

;ave them all his fortune to divide: 

Martin,* said he, «at vast expense wa« taught; 

gain'd his wish, and has tlie ease he sought.* 

[lus the good priest (the Christian scholar!) finds 

It estimate is made by vulgar minds; 

ees his brothers, who had every gift 

driving now assisted in their thrift ; 

le he whom learning, habits, all prevent, 

rgely mulct for each impediment. 

:t let us own that trade has much of chance, 
all the careful by their care advance; 
1 the same parts and prospects, one a seat 
ds for himself; one finds it in the Fleet. 
] to the wealthy you will see denied 
forts and joys that with the poor abide: 
-e are who labour through the year, and yet 
nore have gain'd than — not to be in debt ; 
t still maintain the same laborious course, 
pleasure hails them from some favourite source ; 
health, amusements, children, wife or friend, 
1 life's dull views their consolations blend. 

3r these alone possess the lenient power 
>othing life in the despondiog hour; 
e favourite studies, some delightful care, 
mind, with trouble and distresses, share; 
by a coin, a flower, a verse, a boat, 
stagnant spirits have been set afloat ; 
' pleased at first, and then the habit grew, 
tlie fond heart no higher pleasure knew ; 
from all cares and other comforts freed, 
mportant nothing took in life the lead. 

ith all his phlegm, it broke a Dutchman's heart, 
vast price, with one loved root to part; 
toys like these fill many a British mind, 
>ugh their hearts are found of firmer kind, 
't have I smiled tlie happy pride lo see 
umble tradesmen, in their evening glee; 
n of some pleasing, fancied good possess'd, 
grew alert, was busy, and was bless'd ; 
ther the call-bird yield the hour's delight, 
aagnified in microscope, the mite ; 
hether tumblers, croppers, carriers seiie 
gentle mind, they rale it and they please. 

ere is my friend the Wearer; strong desires 
1 in his breast ; 't is beauty he admires : 
to the shady grove he wings his way, 
feels in hope the raptures of the day- 



Eager be looks; and soon, to glad his eyes. 
From the sweet bower, by nature form'd, arise 
Bright troops of vii^in moths and fresh-born butterflies; 
Who biroke that morning from their half-year's sleep. 
To fly o'er flow'rs where they were wont to creep. 

Above the sovereign oak, a sovereign skims, 
The purple Emp'ror, strong in wing and limbs: 
There fair Camilla takes her flight serene, 
Adonis blue, and Paphia silver-queen ; 
With every filmy fly from mead or bower. 
And hungry Sphinx who threads the honey'd flower ; 
She o'er the Larkspur's bed, where sweets abound. 
Views ev'ry bell, and hums th' approving sound ; 
Poised on her busy plumes, with feeling nice 
She draws from every flower, nor tries a floret twice. 

He fears no bailiffs wrath, no baron's blame, 
His is untax'd and undisputed game; 
Nor leas the place of curious plant be knows;* 
He both his Flora and his Fauna shows ; 
For him is blooming in its rich array 
.The glorious flower which bore the palm away ; 
In vain a rival tried his utmost art. 
His was the prize, and joy o'crflov/d his heart. 

• This, this ! is beauty ; cast, I pray, your eyes 
On this my glory! see the grace! the sixe! 
Was ever stem so tall, so stont, so strong, 
Exact in breadth, in just proportion long ! 
These brilliant hues are all distinct and clean. 
No kindred tint, no blending streaks between ; 
This is no shaded, run-off,' pin-eyed^ thing, 
A king of flowers, a flower for England's king : 
I own my pride, and tliank the favouring star 
Which shed such beauty on my fair Bizarre. •4 

Thus may the poor the cheap indulgence seize. 
While the most wealthy pine and pray for ease; 
Content not always waits upon success. 
And more may he enjoy who profits less. 

Walter and William took (their father dead) 
Jointly the trade to which they both were bred ; 
When fix'd, they married, and they quickly found 
With due success their honest labours crown'd : 
Few were their losses, but although a few, 
Walter was vex'd, and somewhat peevish grew : 
« You put your trust in every pleading fool,» 
Said he to William, and grew strange and cooL 

• Brother, forbear,* he answer'd ; « take your due, 
Nor let my lack of caution injure you :• 

Half friends they parted,— better so to close, 
Than longer wait lo part entirely foes. 

Walter had knowledge, prudence, jealous care; 
He let no idle views his bosom share; 
He never thought nor felt for other men— 

• Let one mind one, and all are minded then.< 

• la botaaloBi Uaffaags * tkt katitai,* th» hvoarIt«Milortlt«atioB 
of th« more tcaroe (paciM. 

' Thl», It matt be ackaowlodged, It ooalrary to the oplaloa of 
TboiBMo, aad I belieT* of toiae other poets, who, la dewribiag the 
▼try ing haes of oar moet beaatifal flowort, have ooaiideiad thaai 
■i Imi aad bleoded with each other: whereui their beaaly, la the 
eye ofa florist (aad I ooooelTe Id that of the uaiaitiaied also), de- 
peads upoa the distlnolBess of tbeir colours: the stronger the 
booading liae, aad the less tbey break iato the aelehboarlng tiat, 
so Dioch the richer and more valnabie Is the flower ooteemed. 

> An aarioala, or any other siagle flower. Is so callad whaa the 
ttfgma (the part which arises from the seed-Tess«l) Is protruded 
beyond the tube of the flower, and becomes visible. 

* This word, so fhr as It relates to flowers, means those Tarlagatod 
with three or mure eoloor^ irragviarly and IndetermlaatelT. 
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Friends he respected, and belieyed them just. 
But they were men, and he would no man trust ; 
He tried and watch'd his people day and night, — 
The good it harm'd not ; for the bad 't was right : 
He could their humours hear, nay disrespect. 
But he could yield no pardon to neglect; 
That all about him were of him afraid, 
■ Was right,* he said — u so should we be obey'd.* 

These merchant-maxims, much good-fortune loo, 
And ever keeping one grand point in view, 
To yast amount his once small portion drew. 

William was kind and easy; he complied 
With all requests, or gricred when he denied ,* 
To please his wife he made a costly trip, 
To please his child he^ let a bai^in slip ; 
Prone to compassion, mild with the distress'd. 
He bore with all who poverty profess'd, , 
And some would he assist, nor one would he arrest 
He had some loss at sea, bad debts at land, 
His clerk absconded with some bills in hand. 
And plans so often fBiil'd that he no longer plann'd. 
To a small house (his brother's) he withdrew, 
At easy rent — the man was not a Jew ; 
And tliere his losses and his cares he bore. 
Nor found that want of wealth could make him poor. 

No, he in fact was rich ; nor could he move. 
But he was follow'd by the looks of love ; 
All he had suffer d, every former grief. 
Made those around more studious in relief; 
He saw a cheerful smile in every ftice. 
And lost all thoughts of error and disgrace. 

Pleasant it was to see them in their walk 
Bound their small garden, and to hear them talk ; 
Free are their children, but tlieir love refrains 
From all offence — none murmurs, none complains ; 
Whether a book amused them, speech or play, 
Their looks were lively, and tlieir hearts were gay ; 
There no forced efforts for delight were made, 
Joy came with prudence, and without parade ; 
Their common comforts they had all in view. 
Light were their troubles, and their wishes few: 
Thrift made them easy for the coming day, 
Beligion took the dread of death away ; 
A cheerful spirit still insured content, 
And love smiled round them wheresoe'er they went. 

Walter, meantime, with all his wealth's increase, 
Gain'd many points, but could not purchase peace ; 
When he withdrew from business for an hour. 
Some fled his presence, all confess'd his power ; 
He sought affection, but received instead 
Fear undisguised, and love-repelling dread ; 
He look'd around him — ■ Harriet, dost thou love?« 
41 1 do my duty,* said the timid dove; 
« Good HeaVn, your duty! prithee, tell me now^ 
To love and honour — was not that your vow ? 
Gome, my good Harriet, I would gladly seek 
Your inmost thought — Why can't the woman speak? 
Have you not all things 7 t—u Sir, do I complain 7«— 
c No, that 's my part, which I perform in vain ; 
I want a simple answer, and direct — 
But you evade; yes ! 't is as I suspect. 
Come then, my children! Watt! upon your knees 
Vow that you love me.» — ■ Yes, sir, if you please.* — 
« Again ! by Heav'n, it mads me; I require 
Love, and they *ll do vbatever I desire : 



Thus too my people shun ate; I would spend 

A thousand pounds to get a single friend ; 

I would be happy— I have means to pay 

For love and friendship, and you run away; 

Ungrateful creatures! why, you seem to dread 

My very looks ; 1 know you wish me dead. 

Gome hither, Nancy ! you must hold me dear ; 

Hither, I say; why! what have you to fear? 

You see I 'm gentle — Come, you trifler, come; 

My God ! she trembles ! Idiot, leave the room ! 

Madam ! your children hale me ; I suppose 

They know their cue : you make them all my foes; 

I 've not a friend in all the world — not one : 

I 'd be a bankrupt sooner ; nay, 't is done ; 

In every better hope of life I fill. 

You 're all tormentors, and my house a jail; 

Out of my sight ! I 'II sit and make my will — 

What, glad to go? stay, devils, and be still ; 

'T is to your uncle's cot you wish to run. 

To learn to live at ease and be undone ; 

film you can love, who lost his whole estate. 

And I, who gain you fortunes, have your hate; 

'T is in my absence, you yourselves enjoy : 

Tom! are you glad to lose me? tell me, boy: 

Yes! does he answer?* — « Yes! upon my soul;* 

• No awe, no fear, no duty, no control ! 

Away ! away ! ten thousand devils seize 

All I possess, and plunder where tliey please ! 

What 's wealth to me?— yes, yes ! it gives me sway, 

And you shall feci it — Go! begone, I say.*- 



LETTER IX. 



AMUSEMENTS. 

laterpOD* lak iaientui flsadla earit, 

Ut poMli saino qaaarU taflbrr* labonm. 

Catfll. lib, 3> 



>NMtrs feUtoat 



Laxatarqae chely», viret iuilgat •licqoe 
TeapMtiTS qalM, PMjor po*t o(la vlrtas. 

Statioi Stlt. lib. Iv. 

iuM|ae mtn M Icliat nallaia dlicriBeo bsbebant ; 
Omoia poBlu •»■( : dcertnt qooque lUtora poDlo. 

Ovid. MmmmmvA. lib. I. 



Common Amusements of a Bathing-place— Morning 
Bides, Walks, etc.— Company resorting to tlie Town 
—Different Choice of Lodgings— Cheap Indulgences 
-Sea-side Walks— Wealthy Invalid— Summer-Even- 
ing on the Sands— Sea Productions—* Water parted 
from the Sea*— Winter Views serene— In what Cases 
to be avoided — Sailing upon the Biver— A small Islet 
of Sand off the Coast— Visited by Compsoiy— Cover- 
ed by the Flowing of the Tide — Adventure in that 
Place. 

Or our amoaemcnts ask you ? — Wo amuse 
Ourselves and friends widi sea-side wallis and views. 
Or take a morning ride, a novel, or the news ; 
Or, seeking nothing, glide about the street, 
And so engaged, with various parties meet ; 
Awhile we stop, discourse of wind and tide, 
Bathing and books, the raffle, and the ride: 
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Thus, with the aid which shops and sailing give, 
Life passes on ; 't is labour, but wc live. 

When evening comes, our invalids awake, 
Nerves cease to tremble, heads forbear to ache; 
Then cheerful meals the sunken spirits raise, 
Cards or the dance, wine, visiting, or plays. 

Soon as the season comes, and crowds arrive. 
To their superior rooms the wealthy drive; 
Others look round for lodging snug and small. 
Such is their taste — they 've hatred to a hall ; 
Hence one his ^v'rite habitation gets, . 
The brirk-floor'd parlour which the butcher lets ; 
Where, through his single light, he may regard 
The various business of a common yard, 
Bounded by backs of buildings form'd of clay, 
By stable, sties, and coops, etncxlera. 

Tile needy-vain, themselves awhile to shun, 
For dissipation to these dog-holes run; 
Where each (assuming petty pomp) appears, . 
And quite forgets tlie shopboard and the shears. 

For them are cheap amusements : they may slip 
Beyond the town, and take a private dip ; 
When they may urge that, to be safe they mean, 
They 've heard there 's danger in a light machine ; 
They too can gratis move the quays about. 
And gather kind replies to every doubt; 
There they a pacing, lounging tribe may view, 
The stranger's guides, who 've little else to do; 
The Borough's placemen, where no more they gain 
Than keeps them idle, civil, poor, and vain. 
Then may the poorest with the wealthy look 
On ocean, glorious page of Nature's book ! 
JHay see its varying views in every hour, 
All softness now, then rising with all power, 
As sleeping to invite, or thrcat'ning to devour : 
'T is this which gives us all our choicest views; 
It's waters heal us, and its shores amuse. 

See ! those fair nymphs upon that rising strand, 
Yon long salt lake has parted from the land ; 
Well pleased to press that path, so clean, so pure. 
To seem in danger, yet to feel secure ; 
Trifling willi terror, while they strive to shun 
The curling billows ; laughing as they run ; 
They know the neck that joins the shore and sea, 
Or, ah ! how changed tliat fearless laugh would be. 

Observe how various parties take tlieir way, 
By sea-side walks, or make the sand-hills gay ; 
There group'd are laughing maids and sighing swains, 
And some apart who feel unpitied pains; 
Pains from diseases, pains which those who feel, 
To the physician, not the fair, reveal : 
For nymphs (propitious to tlie lover's sigh) 
Leave these poor patients to complain and die. 
Lo! whereon that huge anchor sadly leans 
Tliat sick tall figure, lost in other scenes ; 
He late from India's clime impatient sail'd. 
There, as his fortune grew, his spirits ^il'd ; 
For each delight, in search of wealth he went. 
For ease alone, the wealth acquired is spent — 
And spent in vain ; enrich'd, aggrieved, be sees 
The envied poor possess'd of joy and ease : 
And now he flies from place to place, to gain 
Strength for enjoyment, and still flics in rain : 
Mark ! with what sadness, of that pleasant crew, 
Boist'rous in mirth, he takes a transient view ; 



And fixing then his eye upon the sea, 
Thinks what has been and what must shortly be: 
Is it not strange that man should health destroy, 
For joys that come when he is dead to joy? 

Now is it pleasant in the summer-eve, 
When a broad shore retiring waters leave, 
Awhile to wait upon the 6rm fair sand. 
When all is calm at sea, all still at land; 
And there the ocean's produce to explore. 
As floating by, or rolling on the shore; 
Those living jellies ' which the flesh inflame. 
Fierce as a nettle, and from that its name; 
Some in huge masses, some that you may bring. 
In the small compass of a lady's ring; 
Figured by hand divine — there 's not a gem 
Wrought by man's art to be compared to them; 
Soft, brilliant, tender, through the wave they glow, 
And make the moon-beam brighter where tliey flow. 
Involved in sea- wrack, here you find a race, 
Which science doubting, knows not where to place. 
On shell or stone is dropp'd the embryo-seed, 
And quickly vegetates a vital breed.' 

While thus with pleasing wonder you inspect 
Treasures tlie vulgar in tlieir scorn reject. 
See as they float along th' entangled weeds 
Slowly approach, upborne on bladdery beads; 
Wait till they land, and you shall then behold 
The fiery sparks those tangled frons infold, 
Myriads of living points ;3 th' unaided eye 
Can but the fire and not the form descry. 
And now your view upon the ocean turn. 
And there the splendour of the waves discern ; 
Cast but a stone, or strike them with an oar, 
And you shall flames within the deep explore ; 
Or scoop the stream phosphoric as you stand. 
And the cold flames shall flash along your hand ; 
When, lost in wonder, you shall walk and gaie 
On weeds that sparkle, and on waves that biaie.^ 

The ocean too has winter-views serene. 
When all you see through densest fog is seen ; 
When you can hear the fishers near at hand 
Distinctly speak, yet see dot where they stand ; 
Or sometimes them and not their boat discern, 
Or half-conccal'd some figure at the stem ; 
The view 's all bounded, and from side to side 
Your utmost prospect but a few ells wide; 

* Some of ihe imaller •pocle* of the Madon (toft-BeUlo) are ex- 
quUitely bMutlfal : ibeir form U nMrly oral, ▼•ri«d with Mrratod 
loni^itadinal linet; ibey are extreaoly Mndor, and by no neons 
which I an aoqnalaied with can be preterved, tor ibey tooa diMolre 
In eliber tplrit of wiue or water, and loae every voailue of their 
shape, and indeed of ibelr inbttaBce : the larger tpede* are found 
in mii-thapen maue* of many ponodt weight ; thete, when handled, 
have the effect of tbe nettle, and the ilineing It ohen aoeonpanied 
or taooeeded by the aiofo nnpleaMnt feeling, parhapa in a tlioht 
deipee re«omblla0 that oansed by the torpedo. 

■ Varleni tribes and tpeclet of martse Temei are here noaat : 
that which so nearly reaemblet a vegeuble In lu form, and perhaps, 
in some degree, manner of (growth, is tbe coralline called by natn- 
ralists Sortularia, of which there are many species In almost every 
part of tbe eoast. The animal protrades Its many claws (apparently 
in search of prey) from certain pellacid vasldes which proceed from 
a horny, tenacions, branrby stem. 

* These are said to be a minnte kind of animal of the same class ; 
when It does not shine, it It Invisible to tbe naked eye. 

* For the canse or oaases of this phenomenon, which is sometimes, 
though rarely, observed on oar ooasti, I must refer the reader to 
the writers on aataral phtioiophy and aataral hisiory. 
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Boy» who, on shore, to sea the pebble cast. 
Will hear it strike against the viewless mast ; 
While the stem boatman growls his fierce disdain, 
At whom he knows not, whom he threats in vain. 

T is pleasant then to riew the nets float past, 
Net after net till you have seen the last ; 
And as you wait till all beyond you slip, 
A boat comes gliding from an anchor d ship, 
Breaking the ^ence with the dipping oar, 
And their own tones, as labouring for the shore ; 
Those measured tones which with the scene agree. 
And give a sadness to serenity. 

All scenes like these the tender maid should shun, 
Nor to a misty beach in autumn run ; ' 
Much should she guard against the evening cold. 
And her slight shape with fleecy warmth infold ; 
This she admits, but not with so much case 
Gives up the night-walk when th' attendants please : 
Her have 1 seen, pale, vapour'd through the day, 
With crowded parties at the midnight play ; 
Faint in the morn, no powers could she exert; 
At night with Pam delighted and alert; 
In a small shop she 's raffled with a crowd. 
Breathed the thick air, and cough'd and Uugh'd aloud; 
She who will tremble if her eye explore 
• The smallest monstrous mouse that creeps on floor;* 
Whom the kind doctor charged with shaking head. 
At early hour to quit the beaux for bed : 
She has, contemning fear, gone down the dance, 
Till she perceived the rosy mom advance ; 
Then has she wonder d, fkinting o'er her tea. 
Her drops and julep should so useless be : 
Ah ! sure her joys must ravish every sense, 
Who buys a portion at such vast expense. 
Among those joys, *tis one at eve to sail 
On the broad river with a fovourite gale; 
When no rough waves upon tlie bosom ride, 
But the keel cuts, nor rises on the tide; 
Safe from the stream the nearer gunwale stands, 
Where playful children trail their idle hands: 
Or strive to catch long grassy leaves that float 
On either side of the impeded boat ; 
What time the moon arising shows the mud, 
A shining border to the silver flood : 
When, by lier dubious light, the meanest views, 
Chalk, stones, and stakes, obtain the richest hues ; 
And when the cattle, as they gazing stand. 
Seem nobler objects than when view'd from land : 
Then anchor'd vcsmIs in the way appear, 
And sea-boys greet them as they pass, — • What cheer ?» 
The sleeping shell-ducks at the sound arise 
And utter loud their unharmonious cries ; 
Fluttering they move their weedy beds among. 
Or instant diving, hide their plumeless young. 

Along the wall, returning from the town, 
The weary rustic homeward wanders down ; 
Who stops and gazes at such joyous crew, 
And feels his envy rising at the view ; 
He llie light speech and laugh indignant hears. 
And feds more press'd by want, more vex'd by fears. 

Ah 1 go in peace, good fellow, to thine home. 
Nor fancy these escape the general doom ; 
Gay as they seem, be sur^ with them arc hearts 
With sorcow tried ; there 's sadness in their parts : 
If thou couldst see them when they think alone, 
Mirth, music, friends, and these amnsements gone ; 



Couldst thou discover every secret ill 

That pains their spirit, or resists their will ; 

Couldst thou behold forsaken Love's distress. 

Or Envy^s pang at glory and success. 

Or Beauty, conscious of the spoils of Time, 

Or Guilt alarm'd when Memory shows the crime; 

All that gives sorrow, terror, grief, and gloom ; 

Content would cheer thee trudging to thine home.' 

There arc, 't is true, who lay their cares aside. 
And bid some hours in calm enjoyment glide ; 
Perchance some fair-one to the sober night 
Adds (by the sweetness of her song) delight;- 
And, as the music on the water floats. 
Some bolder shore returns the soften'd notes ; 
Then, youth, beware, for all around conspire 
To banisli caution and to wake desire ; 
The day's amusement, feasting, beauty, wine, 
These accents sweet and this soft hour combine. 
When most unguarded, then to win that heart of thine : 
But see, they land ! the fond enchantment flies, 
A^d in its place life's common views arise. 

Sometimes a party, row'd from town, will land 
On a small islet form'd of shelly sand. 
Left by the water when the tides are low. 
But which the floods in their return o'crflow : 
There will they anchor, pleased awhile to view 
The watery waste, a prospect wild and new ; 
The now receding billows give them space. 
On either side the growing shores to pace ; 
And then returning, they contract the scene. 
Till small and smaller grows the walk between ; 
As sea to sea approaches, shore to shores. 
Till the next ebb the sandy isle restores. 

Then what alarm ! what danger and dismay, 
If all their trust, their boat should drift away ; 
And once it happen'd — gay the friends advanced, 
They walk'd, they ran, they play'd, they sang, they 

danced ; 
The urns were boiling, and the cups went round. 
And not a grave or thoughtful face was found. 
On the bright sand they trod with nimble feet. 
Dry shelly sand that made the summer-seat ; 
The wondering mews flew fluttering o'er the head. 
And waves ran softly up tlieir shining bed. 

Some form'd a party from the rest to stray. 
Pleased to collect the trifles in their way. 
These to behold they call their friends around. 
No friends can hear, or hear another sound : 
Alarm'd, they hasten, yet perceive not why, 
But catch the fear that quickens as they fly. 

For lo ! a lady sage, who paced the sand 
With her fair children, one in either hand. 
Intent on home, had Uim'd, and saw the boat 
Slipp'd from her moorings, and now far afloat; 
She gazed, she trembled, and though faint her call. 
It secm'd, like thunder, to confound them all. 
Their sailor-guides, the boatman and his mate, 
Had drank, and slept regardless of their state. 
« Awake! • they cried aloud : ■ Alarm the shore! 
Shout all, or never shall we reach it more !• 
Alas! no shout the distant land can reach, 
Nor eye behold them from the foggy beach. 
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Again they join in one loud powerful cry, 

Then cease, and eagfer listen for reply. 

None came — the rising wind blew sadly by : 

They shout once more, and then they turn aside, 

To see how quickly floVd the coming tide. 

Between each cry they find the waters steal 

On their strange prison, and new horrors feel ; 

Foot after foot on the contracted groaod 

The billows fall, and dreadful is the sound. 

Less and yet less the sinking isle became, 

And there was wailing, weeping, wrath, and blame. 

Had one been there, with spirit strong and high. 
Who could observe, as he prepared to die, 
Mc might hare seen of hearts the varying kind. 
And traced the movement of each different mind : 
He might have seen, that not the gentle maid 
Was more than stern and haughty man afraid ; 
Such, calmly grieving, will their fears suppress, 
And silent prayers to Mercy's throne address; 
While fiercer minds, impatient, angry, loud. 
Force their vain grief on the reluctant crowd : 
The paity^s patron, sorely sighing, cried, 
• Why would you urge me? I at first denied.* 
Fiercely they answer'd • Why will you complain, 
« Who saw no danger, or was warnd in vain ?w 
A few essay'd the troubled soul to calm, 
Dut dread prevail'd, and anguish and alarm. 

Now rose the water through the lessening sand. 
And they secm'd sinking while tliey yet could stand ; 
The sun went down, they look'd from side to side. 
Nor aughl except the gathering sea descried ; 
Dark and more dark, more wet, more cold it grew, 
And the most lively 'bade to hope adieu; 
Children, by love then lifted from the seas. 
Felt not the waters at the parents' knees. 
But wept aloud ; the wind increased the sound. 
And the cold billows as they broke around. 

> Once more, yet once again, witli all our strength, 
Cry to the land — we may be heard at length.* 
Vain hope, if yet unseen * but hark ! an oar, 
That sound of bliss ! comes dashing to their shore ; 
Still, still the water rises, ■ Haste!* they cry, 
■ Oh! hurry, seamen; in delay we die:* 
(Seamen were these, who in their ship perceived 
The drifted boat, and thus her crew relieved.) 
And now the keel just cuts the cover'd sand. 
Now to the gunwale stretches every hand : 
With trembling pleasure all confused embark, 
And kiss the tackling of their welcome ark; 
While the most giddy, as they reach the shore. 
Think of their danger, and their God adore. 



LETTER X. 



CLUBS AND SOaAL MEETINGS. 

Nob Inter lanoM nenMtM]aa oiteotm, 
Can »lap«t Inunisadm fulsoribat, et can 
Aocllaia ftlsManiniu neliora recant; 
Veran bic inprsnii nocan dikqairite. 

Uua. Sal. 3, lib. a. 

prodiga reran 
Laxnrlea, naoqaan parro ooaianu paraio, 
Et qncsitoran terrA pelagoque ciboron 
AnbttioM iiinaa et laota: Qluria nenav. 

LvcAR. lib. 4' 



Et qua) BOB praaaBt tiagala, jaaeta Javant. 

Ba»tica« agrioolan, miles fera bella gefeaten, 
Rectoren dnbie aarita papplt amat. 

Ovid. Pomt. lib. i. 



Desire of Country Gentlemen for Town Associations— 
Book-Clubs— Too much of literary Character ex- 
pected from them — Literary Conversation prevented: 
by Feasting : by Cards— Good, notwitlistandiog, 
results — Card-club with Eagerness resorted to — 
Players— Umpires at the Whist Table— Petukinces 
of Temper there discovered — Free-and-easy Clab : 
not perfectly easy or free — Freedom, how interrupted 
— The superior Member — Termination of the Even- 
ing-Drinking and Smoking Clubs— The Midnight 
Conversation of the delaying Members-<-Society of 
the poorer Inhabitants: its Use: gives Pride and 
Consequence to the humble Character — Pleasant 
Habitations of the frugal Poor — Sailor returning to 
his Family— Freemasons' Club— The Mystery— What 
its origin — Its professed Advantages — Griggs and 
Gregorians — A Kindof Masoiis — Keflections on these { 
various Societies. 



You say you envy in your calm retreat 
Our social meetings; — 't is with joy we meet : 
In these our parties you are pleased to find 
Good sense and wit, with intercourse of mind; 
Composed of men, who read, reflect, and write. 
Who, when they meet, must yield and share delight: 
To you our Book-club has peculiar charm. 
For which yon sicken in your quiet farm ; 
Here you suppose us at our leisure placed. 
Enjoying freedom, and displaying taste; 
With wisdom cheerful, temperately gay, 
Pleased to enjoy, and willing to display. 

If thus your envy gives your ease its gloom, 
Give wings to fancy, and among ns come. 
We 're now assembled ; you may soon attend— - 
I '11 introduce you — ■ Gentlemen, my friend.w 

• Now are you happy 7 you have pass'd a nighc 
In gay discourse, and rational delight* 

> Alas ! not so : for how can mortals think. 
Or thoughts exchange, if thus they eat and drink ? 
No ! 1 confess, when we had fairly dined. 
That was no time for intercourse of mind ; 
There was each dish prepared with skill t' invite, 
And to detain the struggling appetite; 
On such occasions minds with one consent 
Are to the comforts of tlie body lent; 
There was no pause — the wine went quickly round, 
Till struggling Fancy was by Bacchus bound ; 
Wine is to wit as water thrown on fire. 
By duly sprinkling both are raised the higher; 
Thus largely dealt, the vivid blaxe they choke, 
And all the genial flame goes off in smoke.* 

« But when no more your boards these loads contain, 
When wine no more o'erwhclms the labouring brain. 
But serves, a gentle stimulus ; we know 
How wit must sparkle, and how ftincy flow. * 

It might be so, but no such dub-days come : 
We always find these dampers in the room : 
If to converse were all that brought us here, 
A few odd members would in turn appear ; 
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'Who dwelling nigh, w»u]d Munter in and out. 
Overlook the lilt and toM the books about; 
Or yawning read them, walking ap and down, 
Jiut as the loungers in the shops in town; 
Till fancying nothing would their miads amuae, 
They 'd push them by, and go in search of news. 

But our attractions are a stronger sort. 
The earliest dainties and the oldest port ; 
All enter then with glee in every look, 
And not a member thinks about a book. 

Still let me own, there are some vacant hours. 
When minds might work, and men exert their powers : 
Ere wine to folly spun the giddy guest. 
But gives to wit its vigour and in zest; 
Then might we reason, might in turn display 
•Our several talents, and he wisely gay; 
We might — but who a tame discourse regards, 
When whist is named, and wc behold the cards? 

W*e from that time are neither grave nor gay; 
Our thought, our care, our business is to play : 
Fiz'd on these spots and figures, each attends 
Much to his partners, nothing to his friends. 

Our public cares, the long, the warm debate. 
That kept our patriots from their beds so late; 
W^ar, peace, invasion, all wc hope or dread 
Vanish like dreams when men forsake their bed ; 
And groaning nations and contending kings 
Are all forgotten for these painted things : 
Paper and paste, vile figures and poor spots. 
Level all minds, philosophers and sots ; 
And give an equal spirit, pause, and force, 
Join'd with peculiar diction, to discourse : 
■ Who deals? — yon led — we 're three by cards— had you 
Honour in hand?* — « Upon my honour, two.» 
Hour after hour, men thus contending sit, 
Grave without sense, and pointed without wit. 

Thus it appears these envied clubs possess 
No certain means of social happiness ; 
Yet there 's a good that flows ^m scenes like those — 
Man meets with man at leisure and at ease ; 
We to our neighbours and our equals come. 
And rub off pride that man contracts at home ; 
For tliere, admited master, he is prone 
To claim attention and to talk alone: 
But here he meets with neither son nor spouse ; 
No humble cousin to his bidding bows; 
To his raised voice his neighbours' voiees rise. 
To his high look as lofty look replies; 
When much he speaks, he finds tliat cars are ciotioU, 
And certain signs inform him when he 's prosed ; 
Here all the value of a listener know. 
And claim, in turn, the favour they bestow. 

No pleasure gives the speech, when all would spcnk 
And all in vain a civil bearer seek. 
To chance alone we owe the free discourse. 
In vain yon purpose what yon cannot force; 
T is when the favourite themes unbidden spring 
That fancy soars with such unwearied wing ; 
Then may you call in aid the moderate glass. 
But let it slowly and unprompted pass ; 
So shall there all things for the end unite. 
And give that hoor of rational delight. 

Men to their clubs repair, themselves to please, 
To care for nothing, and to take their ease; 
In fact, for play, for wine, for news they come: 
l>iscoune is sliarcd with friends or found at home. 



But cards with books are incidoital tfaingt; 
We 've nights devoted to theae queens and kii^s: 
Then if we chuse the social game, we may; 
Now 't is a duty, and we're bound to pLiy; 
Nor ever meeting of the social kind 
Was more engaging, yet had less of mind. 

Our eager parties, when the lunar light 
Throws its full radiance on the festive night, 
Of either sex, with punctual hurry come. 
And fill, with one accord, an ample Mom; 
Pleased, the fresh packs on cloth of graen they see, 
And seizing, handle with preluding glee; 
They draw, they sit, they shuffle, cut and deal ; 
Like friends assembled, but like foes to fisel : 
But yet not all, — a happier few have joys 
Of mere amusement, and their cards are toys; 
No skill nor art, nor fretful hopes have they. 
But while their friends are gaming, laugh and play- 
Others there are, the veterans of the game. 
Who owe their pleasure lo their envied fame; 
Through many a year, with hard-contested strife, ^ 
Have ihcy aitain'd this glory of their life : 
Such is that ancient burgess. Whom in vain 
Would gout and fever on his couch detain ; 
And that large lady, who resolves to come. 
Though a first fit has wam'd her- of her doom ! 
These are as oracles: in every cause 
They settle doubts, and their decrees are laws; 
But all are troubled, when, with dubious look, 
Diana questions what Apollo spoke. 

Here avarice first, the keen desire of gain, 
Rules in each heart, and works in every brain ; 
Alike the veteran-dames and rirgins foei. 
Nor care what grey-beards or what striplings deal ; 
Sex, age, and station, vanish from their view. 
And gold, their sovereign good, the mingled crowd pursue. 

Hence they are jealous, and as rivab, keep 
A watchful eye on tlie beloved heap; 
Meantime discretion bids the tongue be still. 
And mild good-humour strives with strong ill-will ; 
Till prudence fails; when, all impatient grown, 
They make their grief, by their suspicions, known. 

« Sir, 1 protest, were Job himself at play. 
He 'd rave to see you throw your canb away; 
Not that I care a button— not a pin 
For what I lose; but we had cards to win : 
A saint in heaven would grieve to see such hand 
Cut up by one who will not undcrstand.» 

« Complain of me ! and so you might indeed, 
If I had ventured on that foolish load, 
That fatal heart— but I forgot your play-— 
Some folk have ever thrown their hearts away.* 

« Yes, and their diamonds; 1 have heard of one 
Who made a beggar of an only son. ■ 

• Better a beggar, than to see him tied 
To art and spite, to insolence and pride.* 
M Sir, were I you, I 'd strive to be polite. 
Against my nature, for a single nighL* 
• So did yon strive, and, madam ! with success; 
I knew no being we could censure less!* 

b this too much? alas! my peaceful muse 
Cannot with half their virulence abuse. 
And hark ! at other tables discord reigns, 
With feign'd contempt for losses and for gains; 
Passions awhile are bridled ; then they fage, 
In waspish youth, and in resentful age; 
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With scraps of insult — « Sir, when next you play, 
M Reflect whose money 't is you throw away. 
No one on earth can less such things regard. 
But when one's partner doesn't know a card » 

« I scorn suspicion, ma'am, but while you stand 
Behind that lady, pray keep down your hand.n 

M Good heav'n, revoke ! remember, if the set 
Be lost, in honour you should pay the debt.n 

■ There, there's your money; but, while I have life, 
1 '11 never more sit down with man and wife; 
They snap and snarl indeed, but in the heat 
Of all their spleen, their understandings meet ; 
They are Freemasons, and have many a sign, 
That we, poor devils! never can divine; 
May ii be told, do ye divide th' amount. 
Or goes it all to family account 7i> 



Next is the club, where to their friends in town 
Our country neighbours once a month come down ; 
We term it Free-and-easy, and yet we 
Find it no easy matter to be free ; 
Ev'n in our small assembly, friends among. 
Are minds perverse, there's something will be wrong; 
Men are not equal ; some will claim a right 
To be the kings and heroes of the night; 
Will their own favourite themes and notions start, 
And you must hear, offend them, or depart. 

There comes Sir Thomas from his village-scat, 
Happy, he tells {is, all his friends to meet ; 
lie brings the ruin'd brother of his wife, 
Whom he supports, and makes him sick of life; 
A ready witness whom he' can produce 
Of all his deeds — a butt for his abuse; 
Soon as he enters, has the guests espied, 
Drawn to tlie fire, and to the glass applied — 
« Well, what 's the subject? — what are you about? 
The news, I take it—come, I 'II help you out;i — 
And then, without one answer, he bestows 
Freely upon us all he hears and knows;' 
Gives us opinions, tells us how he vote^ 
Recites the speeches, adds to them his notes. 
And gives old ill-told tales for new-bom anecdotes; 
Yet cares he nothing what we judge or think, 
Our only duty's to attend and drink : 
At length, admonish'd by his gout, he ends 
The various speech, and leaves at peace his friends ; 
But now, alas! we 've lost the pleasant hour. 
And wisdom flies from wine's superior power. 

Wine, like the rising sun, possession gains, 
And drives the mist of dulness from the brains ; 
Tlie gloomy vapour from the spirit flies, 
And views of gaiety and gladness rise : 
Still it proceeds; till from the glowing heat, 
The prudent calmly to their shades retreat; — 
Then is the mind o'ercast — in wordy rage 
And loud contention angry men engage; 
Then spleen and pique, like fire-works thrown in spite. 
To mischief turn the pleasures of the night; 
Anger abuses. Malice loudly rails, 
Revenge awakes, and Anarchy prevails: 
Till wine, that raised the tempest, makes it cease, 
And maudlin Love insists on instant peace ; 
He noisy mirth and roaring song commands, 
Gives idle toasts, and joins unfriendly hands; 



Till fuddled Friendship vows esteem and weeps, 
And jovial Folly drinks and sings and sleeps. 



A club there is of Smokers — Dare you come 
To tliat close, clouded, hot, narcotic room? 
When, midnight past, the very candles seem 
Dying for air, and give a ghastly gleam; 
When curling fumes in lazy wreaths arise. 
And prosing topers rub their winking eyes; 
When the long tale, reneVd when last they met. 
Is spliced anew, and is unfinish'd yet; 
When but a few are left tlie house to tire. 
And they half-sleeping by the sleepy fire; 
Ev'n the poor ventilating vane, that flew 
Of late so fast, is now grown drowsy too; 
When sweet, cold, clammy punch iis aid bestows. 
Then thus the midnight conversation flows: — 

i> Tlien, as I said, and — mind me — as I say. 
At our last meeting — you remembcm'— • Ay;* 
■ Well, very well — th^n freely as I drink 
1 spoke my thought — you take me — what I think : 
And sir, said I, if I a freeman be, 
It is my bounden duty to be free.* 

• Ay, there you posed him : I respect the chair. 
But man is man, although the man 's a mayor : 
If Muggins live — no, no! — if Muggins die, 

He'll quit his office — neighbour, shall I try?* 

• I '11 speak my mind, for here are none but friends : 
They 're all contending for their private ends; 

No public spirit — once a vole would bring, 
I say a vote — was then a pretty thing ; 
It made a man to serve his country and his king : 
But for that place, that Muggins must resign. 
You 've my advice — 't is no affair of mine. • 



The poor man has his club ; he comes and spends 
His hoarded pittance with his chosen friends; 
Nor this alone, — a mmithly dole he pays. 
To be assisted when his health decays; 
Some part his prudence, from the day's supply. 
For cares and troubles in his age, lays by ; 
The printed rules he guards with painted frame. 
And shows his children where to read his name : 
Those simple words his honest nature move, 
That bond of union tied by laws of love; 
This is his pride, it gives to his employ 
New value, to his home another joy; 
While a religious hope its balm applies 
For all his hte inflicts and all his state denies. 

Much would it please you, sometimes to explore 
The peaceful dwellings of our borough poor ; 
To view a sailor just retum'd from sea. 
His wife beside; a child on either knee. 
And others crowding near, that none may lose 
Tlie smallest portion of the welcome news; 
What dangers pass'd, ■ when seas ran mountains high, 
When tempests raved, and horrors veil'd the sky; 
When prudence fail'd, when courage grew dismay'd, 
When the strong fainted, and the wicked pray'd, — 
Then in the yawning gulf far down we drove, 
And gazed upon the billowy mount above; 
Till up that mountain, swinging with the gale, 
Wc view'd the horrore of the watery vale. • 
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Th« trembling childrea look with stedfiut eyes, 
And panting, sob involontary sighs: 
Soft sleep awhile his torpid touch delays, 
And all is joy and piety and praise. 



Masons are ours. Freemasons — btrt, akts ! 
To their own bards I leare the mystic class ; 
In vain shall one, and not a gifted man, 
Attempt to sing of this enlighten'd clan : * 

I know no word, boast no directing sign, 
And not one token of the race is mine; 
Whether with Hiram, that wise widow^s son, 
They came from Tyre to royal Solomon, 
Two pillars raising by their skill profound, 
Boai and Jachin through the East renown'd : 
Whether the sacred books their rise express. 
Or books proCnne, 't is vain for me to guess; 
It may be, lost in date remote and high, 
They know not what their own antiquity : 
It may be too, derived from cause so low. 
They have no wish their origin to show: 
If, as crusaders, they combined to wrest 
From heathen lords the land they long possess'd ; 
Or were at first some harmless dub, who made 
Their idle meetings solemn by parade; 
Is but conjecture — for the task unfit. 
Awe-struck and mute, the puzzling theme I quit: 
Yet, if such blessings from their order flow. 
We should be glad their moral code to know; 
Trowels of silver are but simple things, 
And aprons worthless as their apron-strings ; 
But if indeed yon have the skill to teach 
A social spirit, now beyond our reach; 
if man's warm passions you can guide and bind. 
And plant the virtues in the wayward mind; 
If you can wake to chrisiian-lore the heart, — 
In mercy, something of your powers impart 

But aa it seems, we Masons must become 
To know the secret, and must then be dumb; 
And as we ventuic for uncertain gains, 
Perhaps the profit is not worth the pains. 

When Bruce, that dauntlesa traveller, thought he stood 
On Nile's first rise \ the fountain of the flood, 
And drank exultiBg in the sacred spring, 
The critics told him it was no such thing ; 
That springs unnumbered round the country ran. 
But none could show him where they first began : 
So might we feel, should we our time bestow, 
To gain these secrets and these signs to know ; 
Might question still if all the truth we found. 
And firmly stood upon the certain ground; 
We might our title to the mystery dread. 
And fear we drank not at the river-head. 



Griggs and Gregorians here their meetings hold, 
Convirial sects, and Bucks alert and bold; 
A kind of Masons, but without their sign; 
The bonds of union— pleasure, song, and wine : 
Man, a gregarious creature, lores to fly 
Where he the trackings of the herd can spy ; 
Still to be one with many he desires. 
Although it leads him through the thorns and briers. 

A fow ! but few there are, who in the mind 
Perpetual source of consolation find ; 



The weaker many to the worid will come. 
For comforts seldom to be found from hon>e. 

When the hint hands no more a brimmer hold. 
When flannel-wreaths the useless limbs infold, 
The breath impeded, and the bosom cold ; 
When half the pillow'd man flie palsy chains, 
And the blood folters in flie bloated veins,— 
Then, as our friends no further aid supply 
Than hope's cold phrase and courtesy's soft sigh, 
We should that comfort for ourselves ensure. 
Which friends could not, if we coutif friends, procure. 

Early in life, when- we can laugh aloud. 
There 'a something pleasant in a social crowd. 
Who laugh with us — but will such joy remain, 
When we lie struggling on the bed of pain ? 
When our physician tells us with a sigh, 
No more on hope and science to rely, 
Life's staff is useless then ; widi labouring breath 
We pray for hope dirine— the staff of death— 
This is a scene which few companions grace, 
And where the heart's first favourites yield their place. 

Here all the aid of man to man must end, 
Here mounts the soul to her eternal Friend ; 
The tenderest love must here its tie resign, 
And give th' aspiring heart to love divine. 

Men feel their weakness, and to numbers run, 
Themselves to strengthen, or themselves to shun ; 
But though to this our weakness may be prone. 
Let 's learn to Utc, for we must die, alone. 
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INNS. 

All the oonlorta of life In ■ uvera are kaoirn, 

T la hU hoa« who poaiMiw doi one of hU owd; 

And to him who hu rathar too ■neb of that one. 

T it the h<mae of a friend where he 't weloonM to ran : 

The Initant yon enter any door yon 're my lord, 

With whfM taita ftnd wboee plenenre I 'm proad to aooord ; 

And the loader yoa call and the looker yon stay, 

The nM»re I mm iiappy to serre and obey. 

To the boose of a friend if yon 're pleased to retire, 

Yon anit all tblnffi adanit, yon ainst ali thing* admire ; 

Yon mast pay with obterranoe the prioe of yonr treat. 

Yon mntt ent what It praiaed, and maat praiae what yon eni : 

Bat here yon may coom, and no tux we reqnira, 

Yon may loadly condemn what yon ffraatly admlrn ; 

Yon may growl at oar withea and palna to excel, 

And may anarl at the macala who please yoa so well. 

At yonr wlah we attend, and eonfass that yonr speech 
On the nation's aflhirs adght the minister teach ; 
His Tiews yon may blaoM, and his measnrea oppose. 
There 'a no taTer»-treaaoa— yon 're nader the Rose . 
Shonid rebelliona arise in year own little sute. 
With me yon may safely their oonseqnenoe wait; 
To reeralt yonr lost spirlu 't is prndeni to cobm. 
And to fly to a friead when the devil 's at home. 

That I 're fhnlu is oonfisu'd ; bat It won't be denied. 

T is my interest the fonlts of my nelghbonrs to hide ; 

If I 're sometimes lent Scandal occasion te.prate, 

I 'to often oonoeal'd what she 'd luva to relate ; 

If to Justice's bar some have waador'd from mine, 

'T was becanse the dall rogues woaldn't stay by their wine , 

And for brawls at my house, well the poet explains. 

Thnt men drink tiattom drmmyhu, and so madden their bwins. 
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A difficult Subject for Pootry — Invocation of the Muse 
— Dcscriplion of the principal Ido and those of the ! 
first Glaaa—The large deserted Tavern— Tliose of a 
second Order — Their Goapany— One of particular 
Description — A lower Kind of Public-Houses: yet dis- 
tinguished among themselves— Mouses on the Quays 
for Sailors — The Green-Man: its Landlord, and the 
Adventure of hit Marriage, etc. 



Much do I need, and therefore will I ask, 
A Muse to aid me in my present task; 
For then with special cause we beg for aid, 
When of our subject wo are most afraid : 
Inns are this subject— *t is an ill-drawn lot, 
So, thou who gravely triflest, fail me not. 
Fail not, but haste, and to my memory bring 
Scenes yet unsung, which few would chuse to sing : 
Thou mad'st a Shilling splendid; thoo hast thrown 
On humble themes the graces all tliine own ; 
By tliee the Mistress of a village-school 
Became a queen, enthroned upon her stool; 
And far beyond the rest thou gavest to shine 
Belinda's Lock — that deathless work was tliine. 

Gome, lend thy cheerful light, and give ilo please. 
These seats of revelry, these scenes of ease ; 
Who sings of Inns much danger has to dread. 
And needs assistance from the fountain-head. 
High in the street, o'erlooking all tlie place, 
The rampant Lion shows his kingly face ; 
His ample jaws extend from side to side, 
His eyes are glaring, and his nostrils wide; 
In silver shag the sovereign form is dress'd, 
A mane horrific sweeps his ample chest; 
Elate with pride, he seems t' assert his reign. 
And stands the glory of his wide domain. 

Tet nothing dreadful to his friends the sight, 
But sign and pledge of welcome and delight: 
To him the noblest guest the town detains 
Flics for repast, and in his court remains; 
Him too the crowd with longing looks admire, 
Sigh for his joys, and modestly retire; 
Here not a comfort shall to them be lost 
Who never ask or never feel the costk 

Tlie ample yards on either side contain 
Buildings where order and distinction reign ;— 
The splendid carriage of the wealtliier guest, 
The ready chaise and driver smartly dress'd ; . 
Whiskeys and gigs and curricles are there. 
And high-fed prancers many a raw-boned pair. 
On all without a lordly host sustains . 
The care of empire, and observant reigns; 
The parting guest beholds him at his side, 
With pomp obsequious, bending in his pride; 
Round all the place his eyes all objects meet, 
Attentive, silent, civil, and discreet. 
O'er all within the lady-hostess rules, 
Her bar she governs, and her kitchen schools; 
To every guest the appropriate speech is made. 
And every duty with distinction paid ; 
Respectful, easy, pleasant, or polite— 
« Your honour's servant — Mister Smith, good night » 
Next, but not near, yet honour'd through the town. 
There swing, incongruous pair! the Bear and Grown ; 
That Grown suspended gems and ribands deck, 
A goklen chain hangs o'er that furry neck : 



Unlike the nobler beast, the Bear is bound. 

And with the Grown so near him^ scowls nocrown'J ; 

Less his dominion, but alert are all 

Without, within, and ready for the call ; 

Smart lads and light run nimbly here and there, 

Nor for neglected duties mourns the Bear. 
To his retreats, on the election-day, 

The losing party found their silent way; 

There they partook of each consoling good. 

Like him uncrown'd, like him in sullen mood — 

Threatening, bu< bound.— Here meet a social kind, 

Our various clubs for various cause combined ; 

Nor has he pride, but thankful takes as gain 

The dew-drops shaken from the Lion's mane : 

A thriving couple here their skill display. 

And share the profits of no vulgar sway. 
Third in our Borough's list appears the sign 

Of a foir queen — the gracious jCaroline; 

But in decay — each feature in the face 

Has stain of Time, and token of disgrace. 

The storm of winter, and the sununei^un, 

Have on that form their equal mischief done.; 

The features now are all disfigured seen, 

And not one charm adorns the insulted queen : 

To this poor face was never paint applied. 

The unseemly work of cruel Time to hide ; 

Here we may rightly such neglect upbraid, 

Paint on such faces is by prudence laid. 

Ijarge the domain, but all within combine 

To correspond with the dishonour'd sign ; 

And all around dilapidates ; you call — 

But none replies—they 're inattentive all : 

At length a ruin'd stable holds your steed, 

While you through large and dirty rooms prooccti, 

Spacious and cold ; a proof they once had been 

In honour — now magnificently mean; 

Till in some small half-furnish'd room you rest, 

Whose dying fire denotes it had a guest. 

In those you pass'd where former splendour reigu'd. 

You saw the carpets torn, the paper stain'd ; 

Squares of discordant glass in windows fix'd, 

And paper oil'd in many a space betwixt ; 

A soil'd and broken sconce, a mirror crack'd. 

With table underpropp'd, and chairs new-back'd ; 

A marble side-slab with ten thousand Aains, 

And all an ancient tavern's poor remains. 

With much entreaty, they your food prepare, 
And acid wine afford, with meagre fore ; 
Heartless you sup ; and when a dozen times 
You 've read the fractured window's senseless rhymes;. 
Have been assured that Phcebe Green was fair. 
And Peter Jackson took his supper there; 
You reach a chilling chancer, where you dread 
Damps hot or cold, from a tremendous bed ; 
Late comes your sleep, and you are waken'd soon 
By rustling tatters of the old festoon. 

O'er this large building, thus by time defaced, 
A servile couple has its owner placed, 
Who not unmindful that its style is large. 
To lost magnificence adapt their charge : 
Thus an old beauty, who has long declined, 
Keeps former dues and dignity in mind ; 
And wills that all attention should be paid 
For graces vanish'd and for charms deca^d. 

Few years have pass'd, since brightly 'cross the way, 
Lighu from each window shot the lenglbca'd ruy, 
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And busy looks in erery face were seen, 
Through the warm jMrecincts of ihe reigning Queen: 
There fires inviting blazed, and all around 
Was heard the tinkling bells' seducing sound; 
The nimble waiten to 'that sound from far 
Sprang to the call, then hasten'd (o the bar; 
Where a glad priestess of the temple sway'd, 
The most obedient, and the most obey'd ; 
Rosy and round, adorn d in crimson vest, 
And flaming ribands at tier ample breast : 
She, skill'd like Circe, tried her guests to move, 
With looks of welcome and with words of love; 
And such her potent charms, that men unwise 
Were soon transform'd and fitted for the sdes. 

Her port in bottles stood, a well-stain'd row, 
Drawn for tlie evening from the pipe below ; 
Three powerful spirits fill'd a parted case. 
Some cordial-bottles stood in secret place; 
Fair acid fruits in nets above were seen. 
Her plate was splendid, and her glasses clean ; 
Itasins and bowls were ready on the stand. 
And measures clailer'd in her powerful hand. 

Inferior houses now our notice claim. 
But who shall deal them tlieir appropriate fame? 
Who shall the nice yet known distinction tell, 
Between the peal complete and single bell? 

Determine, ye, who on your shining nags 
Wear oil-skin beavers and bear seal-skin bags; 
Or yc, grave topers, who with coy delight 
Snugly enjoy the sweetness of the night ; 
Ye travellers all, superior inns denied 
By moderate purse, the low by decent pride ; 
Come and determine — will ye take your place 
At the /lilt orb, or fuilf the lunar face 7 
Willi the Bbck Boy or Angel will ye dine) 
Will ye approve the Fountain or the Vine : 
Horses the white or black will ye prefer? 
The Silver-Swan, or swan opposed to her — 
Rare bird ! whose form the rave»>plumage decks, 
And graceful curve her three alluring necks? 

All these a decent entertainment give, 
And by their comforts comfortably live. 

Shall I pass by the Boar? — there are who cry, 
■ Beware the Boar,* and pass determined by : 
Those dreadful tusks, those little peering eyes 
And churning chapa, are tokens to the wise. 
There dwells a kind old aunt, and there you see 
Some kind young nieces in her company; 
Poor village nieces, whom the tender dame 
Invites to town, and gives their beauty fame ; 
The grateful sisters feel the important aid. 
And the good aunt is flatter d and repaid. 

What though it may some cool observers strike, 
That such fair sisters should be so unlike ; 
That still another and another comes. 
And at the matron's table smiles and blooms; 
That all appear as if they meant to stay 
Time undefined, nor name a parting day; 
And yet, though all arc valued, all are dear, 
Causeless, they go, and seldom more appear? 

Yet let 8uq>icion hide her odious head, 
And Scandal rengeance from a burgess dread : 
A pious friend, who with the ancient dame 
At sober cribbage takes an evening game; 
His cup beside him, through their play he quaffs, ' 
And oft renews, and innocently langhs; 



Or, growing serious, to the ten resorts, 
And from tlie Sunday-aermon makes reports; 
While all, with grateful glee, his wish attend, 
A grave protector and a powerful friend : 
But Slander says, who indistinctly sees. 
Once he was caught with Silvia on his knees; — 
A cautious bui^gess with a carefnl wife 
To be so caught !-^'t is false, apon my life. 

Next are a lower kind, yet not so low 
But they, among them, their distinctions kaow; 
And when a thriving landlord aims so high 
As to exchange the Chequer for the Pye, 
Or from Duke William to the Dog repairs, 
He takes a finer coat and fiercer airs. 

Pleased with his power, the poor man loves to sny 
What favourite inn shall share his evening's pay, 
Where he shall sit the social hoar, and lose 
His past day's labours and his next day's views. 
Our seamen too have choice : one takes a trip 
In the warm cabin of his favourite Ship; 
And on the morrow in the humbler Boat 
He rows, till fancy feels herself afloat ; 
Can he the sign — ^Three Jolly Sailors pass. 
Who hears a fiddle and who sees a lass? 
The Anchor too affords the seaman joys. 
In small smoked room, all clamour, crowd, and iioiH<:; 
Where a curved settle half surrounds the fire, 
Where fifty voices puri and punch require : 
They come for pleasure in their leisure hour, 
And they enjoy it to their utmost power ; 
Standing they drink, they swearing smoke, while all 
Call, or make ready for a second call : 
There is no time for trifling — « Do ye see? 
We drink and drub the French extempore.* 

See ! round the room, on every beam and balk, 
Are mingled scrolls of hieroglyphic chalk ; 
Tet nothing heeded — ^would one stroke suffiee 
To blot out all, here honour is too nice, — 
• Let knavish landsmen think such dirty things, 
We 're British tars, and British tars are kings.* 

But the Green-Man shall I pass by unsung, 
WMiich mine own James upon his sign-post huug? 
His sign, his image, — for he once was seen 
A squire s attendant, clad in keeper^s green ; 
Ere yet witli wages more, and honour less. 
He stood behind me in a graver dross. 

James in an evil hour went forth to woo 
Young Juliet Hart, and was her Romeo ; 
They 'd seen the play, and thought it vasdy sweet 
For two young lovers by the moon to meet; 
The nymph was gentle, of her favours free, 
Ev'n at a word — no Rosalind vras she : 
Nor, like that other Juliet, tried his truth 
With — « Be thy purpose marriage, gentle yoaili?* 
But him received, and heard hb tender tale 
When sang the lark, and when the nightingale : 
So in few months the generous lass was seen 
r the way that all the Capuleto had been. 

Then first repentance seized the amorous man, 
And — shame on love — he reason'd and he ran ; 
The thoughtful Romeo trembled for hie parte, 
And the sad sounds, ■ for better and for worse.* 

Yet could the lover not so far withdraw, 
But he was haunted both by love and law: 
Now law dismayed him aa he view'd ils fiings, 
Now pity seized him for bis Juliet's pangs; 
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Then thoughu of jiutice and sonM dread of jail. 
Where all would blame him and where none might bail ; 
These drew him baek, till Juliet's hut appear'd 
Where loTe had drawn him when he should have fear'd. 

There sat the father in his wicker throne, 
Uttering his curses in tremendous tone; 
With foulest names his daughter he reviled. 
And look'd a very Herod at the child : 
Nor was she patient, but with equal scorn, 
Bade him remember when his Joe was bom : 
Then rose the mother, eager to begin 
Her plea for frailty, when the swain came in. 
To him she tum'd and other theme began, 
Show'd him his boy, and bade him be a man ; 
* An honest man, who, when he breaks the laws. 
Will make a woman honest if there 's cause.* 
With lengthen'd speech she proved what came to pass 
W^as no reflection on a loving la^ ; 
« If she your love as wife and mother claim, 
What can it matter which was first the name? 
But 't is most base, 't is perjury and theft. 
When a lost girl is like a widow left; 
The rogue who ruins* — here the father found 
LI is spouse was treading on forbidden ground. 

« That 's not the point,» quoth he, — « I don 't suppose 
Aly good friend Fletcher to be one of those ; 
What 's done amiss he '11 mend in proper time — 
I hate to hear of villany and crime : 
'T was my misfortune, in the days of youth, 
To find two lasses pleading for my truth; 
The case was hard*. I would with all my soul 
Have wedded both, but law is our control ; 
So one I took, and when we gain'd a home, 
Her friend agreed — what could she more? — to come; 
And when she found that 1 'd a widow'd bed, 
Mc she desired — what could I less? — to wed. 
An easier case is yours : you 've not the smart 
That two fond pleaders cause in one man's heart; 
You 've not to wait from year to year distress'd. 
Before your conscience can be laid at rest; 
There smiles your bride, there sprawls your new-bom son 
— X ring, a licence, and the thing is done.i* 

«c My loving James,!*— the lass began her plea, 
« I '11 make thy reason take a part with one: 
Had I been froward, skittish, or unkind, 
Or to thy person or thy passion blind ; 
Had I refused, when 't was thy part to pray, 
Or put thee off with promise and delay; 
Thou mightst in justice and in conscience fly, 
Denying her who taaght thee to deny : 
But, James, with me thou hadsc an easier task. 
Bonds and conditions I forbore tu ask ; 
I laid no traps for thee, no plots or plana, 
Nor marriage named by licence or by banns ; 
Nor would I now the parson's aid employ, 
But for this cause,* — and up she held her boy. 

Motives like these could heart of flesh resist? 
James took the infant and in triamph kiss'd; 
Then to his mother^s arms the child restored, 
Made his proud speech, and pledged his worthy word. 

« Three times at church oor banns shall publish'd be, 
Tliy health b« drank in bumpers three times three; 
And thou shalt grace (bedeek'd in garments gay) 
The christening-dinner on, the wedding day.» 

Jjmes at my door tlien made his parting bow. 
Took the GreeinMan, and is a master now. 



LETTER XIL 



PLAYERS. 

Tb«M ar* Booarcht dod« retpect, 

HeroM. yet an hunbled craw. 
Noble*, wbom the crowd oorreet, 

Wealtby neo, whoB doni paraae ; 
Beaatiet. tbriaklDg fron the view 

Of tlie day's deUKrtlBg; eye ; 
Loven, wbo witb inncb ado 

LoDg-fonaken damMlt woo, 
And lieaTe ihe iH-feiga'd sigh. 



Tbeee are aalMra, craving 

Ofasittence tbrongh tbe day, 
Famoua tcbolart, conning MeBaa 

Of a dnll bewildering play ; 
Ragged beanx and aiHet gray 

Wboa the rabbte praiM and blnte; 
Proad and mean, and tad and gay. 

Toiling aftor ease, ara tbey, 
lohoMiu, ' and boasting fane. 



Players arrive in the Borough — Welcomed by their for- 
mer Friends — Are better fitted for Comic than Tragic 
Scenes: yet better approved in the latter by one Part 
of tlieir Audience — Their general Character and Plea- 
santry — Particular Distresses and Labours — Their 
Fortitude and Patience — A private Rehearsal— The 
Vanity of the aged Actress— A Heroine from the Mil- 
liner's Shop — A deluded Tradesman — Of what Per- 
sons the Company is composed— Character and Ad- 
ventures of Frederick Tliompson. 



Drawn by the annual call, we now behold 

Our troop dramatic, heroes known of old. 

And those, since last they march'd, inlisted and earoU'd : 

Mounted on hacks or borne in waggons some, 

The rest on foot (the humbler brethren) come. 

Three favoured places, an unequal time. 

Join to support this company sublime : 

Ours for the longer period — sec how light 

Yon parties move, their former friends in sight. 

Whose claims are all allow'd, ajid friendship glads the 

night. 
Now public rooms shall sound with words divine. 
And private lodgings hear how heroes shine; 
No talk of pay shall yet on pleasure steal, 
But kindest welcome bless the friendly meal ; 
While o'er the social jug and decent cheer. 
Shall be described the fortunes of the year. 

Peruse these bills, and see what each can do, — 
Behold ! the prince, the slave, the monk, the Jew ; 
Change but the garment, and they 'II all engage 
To take each part, and act in every age: 
Cull'd from all houses, what a house are theyl 
Swept from all barns, our borough-critics say.; 
But with some portion of a critic's ire, 
We all endure them ; there are some admire : 
They might have praise, confined to farce alone; 
Full well they gon, they should not try to groan ; 
But then our servants' and our seamen's wives 
Love all that rant and rapture as their lives ; 
He who 'Squire Richard's part could well sustain. 
Finds as King Richard he must roar amain — 

' SiroUiag player* are that told In a lefsl WBie. 
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• My hone! my hone!*— Lo! now to their abode*, 
Gome lorcU and loren, empreMcs and gods. • 
The master^moTer of these scenes has made 
No trifling gain in this adrenturous trade; 
Trade we may term it, for he duly buys 
Anna out of uae and undirected eyes; 
These he instiucts, and guides them as he can. 
And vends each night the manufactured man : 
Long as our custom lasts, they gladly stay, 
Then strike their tents, like Tartars! and away ! 
The place grows bare where they too long remain, 
But grass will rise ere they return again. 

Children of Thcspis, welcome! knights and queens! 
Counts! barons! beauties! when before your scenes. 
And mighty monarchs thund'ring from your throne; 
Then step behind, and all your glory 'a gone: 
Of crown and palace, throne and guards bereft, 
The pomp is Tanisb'd, and the care is left 
Yet strong and lirely is the joy they feel 
When the full housp secures the plenteous meal ; 
Flatt'ring and flattered, each attempts to raise 
A brothers merits for a brothers praise: 
For nerer hero shows a prouder heart. 
Than he who proudly acts a hero's part; 
Nor without cause ; the boards, we know, can yield 
Place for fierce contest, like the tented field. 

Graceful to tread the stage, to be in turn 
The prince we honour, and the knave we spurn ; 
Bravely to bear the tumult of the crowd, 
The hiss tremendous, and the censure loud : 
These are their parts, — and he who these sustains 
Deserves some praise and profit for his pains. 
Heroes at least of gentler kind are they. 
Against whose swords no weeping widows pray. 
No blood their fury sheds, nor havoc marks their way. 

Sad happy race! soon raised and soon depress'd. 
Your days ail pass'd in jeopardy and jest; 
Poor without prudence, with afflictions vain. 
Not wam'd by misery, not enrich'd by gain ; 
Whom justice pitying, chides from place to place, 
A wandering, careless, wretched, merry race, 
Who cheerful looks assume, and play the parts 
Of happy rovers with repining hearts; 
Then cast off care, and in the mimic pain 
Of tragic wo, feel spirits light and vain. 
Distress and hope — the mind's, the body's wear, 
The man's affliction, and the actors tear: 
Alternate times of fasting and excess 
Are yours, ye smiling children of distress. 

Slaves though ye be, your wandering freedom seems. 
And with your varying views and resdess schemes. 
Your griefe are transient, as your joys are dreams. 

Yet keen those griefs— ah ! what avail thy charms, 
Fair Juliet \ what that infiint in thine arms; 
What those heroic lines thy patience learns, 
What all the aid thy present Romeo earns. 
Whilst thou art crowded in that lumbering wain. 
With all thy plaintive sisters to complain? 

Nor is there lack of labour— To rehearse, 
Day after day, poor scraps of prose and verse ; 
To bear each other's spirit, pride, and spite; 
To hide in rant the heartniche of the night; 
To dress in gaudy patch-work, and to force 
The mind to think on the appointed course ; — 
This is laborious, and may be defined 
The bootless bbour of the thriftless mind. 



There is a rcteran dame; I see her stand 
Intent and pensive with her book in hand ; 
Awhile her thoughts she forces on her part. 
Then dwells on objects nearer to the heart; 
AcroM the room she paces, gets her tone. 
And fits her features for the Danish throne; 
To-night a queen — 1 mark her motion slow, 
I hear her kpeech, and Hamlet's mother know. 

Methinks 't is pitiful to see her try 
For strength of arms and energy of eye; 
With vigour lost, and spirits worn away, 
Her pomp and pride she labours to display ; 
And when awhile she 's tried her part to act. 
To find her thoughts arrested by some fact ; 
When struggles more and more severe are seen 
In the plain actress than the Danish queen, — 
At length she feels her part, she finds delight. 
And fancies all the plaudits of the night : 
Old as she is, she smiles at every speech, 
And thinks no youthful part beyond her reach ; 
But as the mist of vanity again 
Is blown away, by press of present pcun, 
Sad and in doubt she to her purse applies 
For cause of comfort, where no comfort lies ; 
Then to her task she sighing turns again, — 
• Oh ! Hamlet, thou hast cleft my heart in twain !■ 

And who that poor, consumptive, wither'd thing, 
Who strains her slender throat and strives to sing? 
Panting for breath, and forced her voice to drop, 
And far unlike the inmate of the shop, 
Where she, in youth and health, alert and gay, 
Laugh'd off at night the labours of the day; 
With novels, verses, fancy's fertile powers. 
And sister-converse pass'd the evening-hours ; 
But Cynthia's soul was soft, her wishes strong. 
Her judgment weak, and her conclusions wrong: 
The morning-call and counter were her dread, 
And her contempt the needle and the thread : 
But when she read a gentle damsel's part. 
Her wo, her wish ! — she had them all by heart. 
At length the hero of the boards drew nigh, 
Who spake of love till sigh re-echo'd sigh ; 
He told in honey'd words his deathless flame. 
And she hii own by tender vows became; 
Nor ring nor licence needed souls so fond, 
Alphonso's passion was his Cynthia's bond : 
And thus the simple girl, to shame betrayed. 
Sinks to the grave forsaken and dismay'd. 

Sick without pity, sorrowing without hope. 
See her! the grief and scandal of the troop; 
A wretched martyr to a childish pride, 
Her wo insulted, and her praise denied: 
Her humble talents, though derided, used. 
Her prospects lost, her confidence abused ; 
All that remains — for she not long can brave 
Increase of erils — is an early grave. 

Ye gentle Cynthias of the shop, take heed 
What dreams ye cherish and what books ye read. 

A decent sum had Peter Nottage made. 
By joining bricks — to him a thriving trade: 
Of his employment master and his wife. 
This humble tradesman led a lordly life ; 
The house of kings and heroes lack'd repairs, 
And Peter, though reluctant, served the players : 
Connected thus, he heard in way polite, — 
« Come, Master Nottage, see us play to-night.* 
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At first 't was folly, nonsense, idle stuff, 
Bat seen for nothing it grew well enough ; 
And better now — now best, and every night. 
In this fool's paradise he drank delight ; 
And as he felt the bliss, he wish'd to know 
Whence all this rapture and these joys could flow; 
For if the seeing could such pleasure bring, 
What must the feeling? — feeling like a king! 

In vain his wife, his uncle, and his friend. 
Cried — ■> Peter! Peter! let such follies end ; 
'T is well enough these vagabonds to see. 
But would you partner with a showman be 7« 
• Showman 1* said Peter, • did not Quin and Glive, 
And Roscius-Garrick, by the science thrive ? 
Showman ! — 't is scandal ; I 'm by genius led 
To join a class who *ve Shakspeare at their head.w 

Poor Peter thus by easy steps became 
A dreaming candidate for scenic fame, 
And, after years consumed, infirm and poor, 
He sits and takes the tickets at the door. 

Of various men these marching troops are made, — 
Pen-spurning clerks, and lads contemning trade; 
Waiters and servants by confinement teased. 
And youths of wealth by dissipation eased ; 
With feeling nymphs, who, such resource at hand, 
Scorn to obey the rigour of command ; 
Some, who from higher views by vice arc won, 
And some of either sex by love undone ; 
The greater part lamenting as their fall. 
What some an honour and advancement call. 

There are who names in shame or fear assume, 
And hence our Bevilles and our Savilles come ; 
It honours him, from tailor's board kick'd down, 
As Mister Dormer to amuse the town ; 
Falling, he rises : but a kind there are 
Who dwell on former prospects, and despair; 
Justly but vainly they their fate deplore, 
And mourn their fall who fell to rise no more. 

Our merchant Thompson, with his sons around. 
Most mind and talent in his Frederick found : 
He was so lively, tliat his mother knew, 
If he were taught, that honour must ensues 
The father's views were in a different line, 
But if at college he were sure to shine, 
Then should he go — to prosper who could doubt? 
When school-boy stigmas would l)e all wash'd out: 
For there were marks upon his youthful face, 
*T wixt vice and error — a ni^lected case — 
These would submit to skill ; a litde time, 
And none could trace the error or the crime; 
Then let him go, and once at college, he 
Might chuse his station — what would Frederick be? 
'T was soon detennined^He could not descend 
To pedant-laws and lectures without end; 
.And then the chapel — night and mom to pray. 
Or mulct and threaten'djf he kept away; 
No ! not to be a bishop — so he swore, 
And at his college he was seen no more. 

His debts all paid, the faXhtr with a sigh. 
Placed him in office^-* Do, my Frederick, try; 
Confine thyself a few short months, and tlien^—M 
lie tried a fortnight, and threw down tlie pen. 

Again demands were hush'd : • My son, you 're free, 
But you 're unsettled ; take your chance at sea : ■ 
So in few days the midsliipman equipp d, 
Received the mother's blessing and was shipp'd. 



Hard was her fortune! soon oompeli'd to meet 
"The wretched stripling staggering through the street; 
For, rash, impetuous, insolent and vain. 
The captain sent him to his friends again : 
About the borough roved th' unhappy boy, 
And ate the bread of every chance-employ ; 
Of friends he borroVd, and the parents yet 
In secret fondness authorised the debt; 
The younger sister, still a child, was taught 
To give with feign'd affright the pittance sought; 
For now tlie father cried — « It is too late 
For trial more — I leave him to his fate,i — 
Yet left him not; and with a kind of joy 
The mother heard of her desponding boy : 
At length he sicken'd, and he found, when sick, 
All aid was ready, all attendance quick; 
A fever seized him, and at once was lost 
The thought of trespass, error, crime and cost ; 
T\\ indulgent parents knelt beside the youth, 
They heard his promise and believed his truth; 
And when the danger kssen'd on their view. 
They cast off doubt, and hope assurance grew;-' 
Nursed by his sisters, cherish'd by his sire, 
Bcgg'd to be glad, encouraged to aspire, 
His life, they said, would now all care repay, 
And he might date his prospects from that day; 
A son, a brother to his home received, 
They hoped for all things, and in all believed. 

And now will pardon, comfort, kindness, draw 
The youth from vice? will honour, duty, law? 
Alas ! not all : the more the trials lent. 
The less he seem'd to ponder and repent ; 
Headstrong, determined in his own career. 
He thought reproof unjust and truth severe; 
The soul's disease was to its crisis come. 
He first abused and then abjured his home ; 
And when he chose a vagabond to be. 
He made his shame his glory — • 1 '11 be free.* 

Friends, parents, relatives, hope, reason, love, 
With anxious ardour for that empire strove; 
In vain their strife, in vain the means applied. 
They had no comfort, but that all were tried; 
One strong vain trial made, tlie mind to move. 
Was the last effort of parental love. 

Ev'n then he watch'd his fother from his home, 
And to his mother would for pity come, 
W' here, as he made her tender terrors rise. 
He talk'd of death, and threaten'd for supplies. 
Against a youth so vicious and undone 
All heart* were closed, and every door but one : 
The players received him, chey with open heart 
Gave him his portion and assign'd his part ; 
And ere three days were added to his life, 
He found a home, a duty, and a wife. 

His present friends, though they were nothing nice, 
Nor ask'd how vicious he, or what his vice, 
Still they expected he should now attend 
To tlic joint duty as an useful friend; 
The leader too declared, with frown severe. 
That none should pawn a robe that kings might wear; 
And much it moved him, when he Hamlet play'd, 
To see his Fathers Ghost so drunken made : 
Tlien too the temper, the unbending pride 
Of this ally would no reproof abide : — 
So learing these, he march'd away and join'd 
Another troop, and otlier goods purloin'd ; 
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Aad other chacacier», both gay and nge. 
Sober and aad, made stagger on the stage ; 
Then 10 rebuke, with arrogant disdain. 
He gave abuse and sought a home again. 

Thus changing seenes, but with unehanging vice. 
Engaged by many, but with no one twice t 
Of this, a laat and poor resource, bereft, 
Ha to himself, unhappy guide ' was left — 
And who shall say vhcre guided? to what seats 
Of starving villany 7 of thieves and cheats! 
In that sad time of many a dismal scene 
Had he a witness (not inactive) been ; 
Had leagued with petty pilferers, and had crept 
Where of each sex degraded numbers slept: 
With snch associates he was long allied, 
WJiere his capacity for ill was tried, 
And that once lost, the wretch was cast aside: 
For now, though willing with the worst to act. 
He wanted powers for an important fsct; 
And while he felt as lawless spirits feel, 
His hand was palsied, and he couldn't steal. 

By these rejected, is there lot so strange, 
So low ! that he could suffer by the changer 
Tes! the new station as a fall we judge,— 
He now became the harlots' humble drudge. 
Their drudge m common : they combined to save 
Awhile from starving their submissive slave ; 
For now his spirit left him, and his pride. 
His scorn, his rancour, and resentment died; 
Few were his feelings—but the keenest these. 
The rage of hunger, and the sigh for ease; 
He who abused indulgence, now became 
By want subservient and by misery tame; 
A slave, he begg'd forbearance; bent with pain, 
He shunn'd the blow, — « Ah ! strike me not again.» 

Thus was he found: the master of a hoy 
Saw the sad wretch, whom he had known a boy; 
At first in doubt, but Frederick laid aside 
All shame, and humbly for his aid applied : 
He, tamed and smitten with the storms gone by, 
Look'd for compassion through one living eye. 
And stretch'd th' unpalsied hand.: the seaman felt 
His honest heart vrith gentle pity melt. 
And his small- boon with cheerful frankness dealt; 
Tlien made inquiries of th' unhappy youth. 
Who told, nor shame forbade him, all the truth. 

« Toung Frederick Thomson to a chandler's shop 
By harlots order'd and afraid to stop !— 
What! our good merchant's favourite to be seen 
In state so loathsome and in dress so mean 7»— 

So thought the seaman as he bade adieu, 
And, when in port, related all he knew. 

But time was lost, inquiry came too late, 
Thoee whom he served knew nothing of hb fate; 
No! they had seixed on what the sailor gave, 
dor bore resistance from their abject slave; 
The spoil obtain'd, they cast him from the door, 
Robb'd, beaten, hungry, pain'd, diseased, and poor. 

Then nature (pointing to the only spot 
Which still had comfort for so dire a lot), 
Although so feeble, led him on the way. 
And hope look'd forward to a happier day: 
He thought, poor prodigal ! a father yet 
His woes would pity and his crimes forget ; 
Nor had he brolher who with speech severe 
Would check tlie pity or nefrain the tear : 



A lighter spirit in his bosom rose, 

As near the road he sought an bourns repose. 

And there he found it : he had left the town. 
But buildings yet were scattered up and down ; 
To one of these, half-ruin'd and btilf-built. 
Was traced this child of wretchedness and guilt; 
There on the remnant of a Ix^gar's vest. 
Thrown by in scorn ! the sufferer sought for rest ; 
There was this scene of vice and wo to close, 
And there Jthe wretched body found repose^ 
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The frugal Merchant — Bivalsliip in Modes of Frugality 
— Private Exceptions to the general Manners^Alms- 
House built — Its Description — Founder dies — Six 
Trustees — Sir Denys Brand, a Principal — His Eulo- 
gium in the Chronicles of the Day — Truth reckoned 
invidious on these Occasions — An Explanation of the 
Magnanimity and Wisdom of Sir Denys — Ilis Kinds 
of Moderation and Humility — Laughton, his Succes- 
sor, a planning, ambitions, wealthy Man — Advance- 
ment in Life his -perpetual Object, and all Thiof^s 
made the Means of it — His Idea of Falsehood— Ilis 
Resentment dangerous: how removed — Success pro- 
duces Love of Flattery: his daily Gratification — Ilis 
Merits and Acts of Kindness — His proper Choice of 
Alms-Men — In this Respect meritorious — His Prede- 
cessor not so cautious. 



Lbavb now our streets, and in yon plain behold 
Thoee pleasant seats for the reduced and old ; 
A merchant's gift, whose wife and children died. 
When he to saving all his powers applied ; 
He wore his coat till bare was every thread. 
And with the meanest fiare his body fed. 
He had a female cousin, who with care 
Walk'd in his steps, and leam'd of him to spare; 
With emulation and success they strove, 
Improving still, still seeking to improve. 
As if that useful knowledge they would gain— 
How little food would humnn life sustain : 
No pauper came tlieir table's crums to crave; 
Scraping they lived, but not a scrap ihey gave : 
When beggars saw the frugal merchant pass, 
It moved their pity, and they said, ■ Alas { 
Hard is thy fate, my brother,* and they fdt 
A beggar's pride as they tfast pity dealt : 
The dogs, who learn of man to scorn the poor, 
Bark'd him away from ev'ry decent door; 
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While they who saw him bare, but thought him rich. 
To show respect or scorn, they knew not which. 

But while our merchant seem'd so base and mean, 
He had his wanderin|[S, sometimes, « not unseen ;• 
To give in secret was a ftivourile act, 
Yet more than once they took him in the fact : 
To scenes of Tarious wo he nightly went. 
And serious sums in healing misery spent ; 
Oft has he chcer'd the wretched, at a rate 
For which he daily might have dined on plate ; 
He has been seen— his hair all silver-white, 
Shaking and shining — as he stole by night, 
To feed unenvied on his still delight. 
A two-fold taste he had ; to give and spare, 
Both were his duties, and had equal care ; 
It was his joy, to sit alone and fast, 
Then send a widow and her hoys repast: 
Tears in his eyes would, spite of him, appear. 
But he from other eyes has kept the tear : 
All in a wint'ry night ftvm far he came. 
To soothe the sorrows of a sufPring dame ; 
Whose husband robb'd him, and to whom he meant 
A lingering, but reForming punishment: 
Home then he walk'd, and found his anger rise, 
When fire and rush-light met his troubled eyes; 
But these extinguish'd, and his prayer addrcss'd 
To Heaven in hope, he calmly sank to rett. 

His seventieth year was pass'd, and then was seen 
A building rising on the northern green ; 
There was no blinding all his neighbours' eyes. 
Or surely no one would have seen it rise: 
Twelve rooms contiguous stood, and six were near. 
There men were placed, and sober matrons here ; 
There were behind small useful gardens made. 
Beaches before, and trees to give them shade ; 
In the first room were seen, above, below. 
Some marks of taste, a few attempts at sliow ; 
The founder's picture and his arms were there, 
(Not till he left us,) and an elbow'd chair; 
There, 'mid these si(rns of his superior place, 
Sat the mild ruler of this humble race. 

Within the row are men who strove in vain. 
Through years of trouble, wealth and ease to gain ; 
Less must they have than an appointed sum, 
And freemen been, or hither must not come; 
Tliey sliould be decent and command respect 
(Though needing fortune,) whom these doors protect, 
And should for thirty dismal years have tried 
For peace unfelt and competence denied. 

Strange! that o'er men thus train'd in sorrow's school. 
Power must be held, and they must live hy rule ; 
Infirm, corrected by misfortunes, old. 
Their habits settled and their passions cold ; 
Of health, wealth, power, and worldly cares, bereft. 
Still must they not at liberty be left ; 
There must be one to rule them, to restrain 
And guide the movements of his erring train. 

If then control imperious, check severe. 
Be needed where such reverend men appear ; 
To what would youth, without such checks, aspire. 
Free the wild wish, nncurb'd the strong desire? 
And where (in college or in camp) they found 
The heart ungovera'd and the hand uobomidT 

Htt house endow'd, the generous man resign'd 
All power to rule, nay power of choice declined j 



He and the female saint survived to view 

Their work complete, and bade the world adieu ! 

Six are the guardians of this harppy sesft. 
And one presides when they on business meet; 
As each expires, the ^e a brother chuse ; 
Nor would Sir Denys Brand the charge refuse; 
True, 't was beneath him, t but to do men good 
Was motive never by his heart withstood :« 
He too is gone, and they again must strive 
To find a man in whom his gifts survtve. 

Now, in the various records of the dead. 
Thy worth. Sir Denys, shall be weigh'd and read ; 
There we the glory of thy house shall trace. 
With each alliance of thy noble race. 

Yes ! here we have him! — ■ Came in William's reign. 
The Norman-Brand ; the blood without a stain ; 
From the fierce Dane and ruder Saxon clear, 
Pict, Irish, Scot, or Cambrian mountaineer ; 
But the pure Norman was the sacred spring, 
And he. Sir Denys, was in heart a king : 
Erect in person and so firm in soul. 
Fortune he seem'd to govern and control ; 
Generous as he who giv» his all away. 
Prudent as one who toils for weekly pay ; 
In him all merits were decreed to meet. 
Sincere though cautious, frank and yet discrert. 
Just all his dealings, faithful every word. 
His passions' master, and his temper's lord.* 

Yet more, kind dealers in decaying fame I 
His magnanimity you next proclaiu; 
You give him learning, join'd with sound good sense. 
And match his wealth with his benevolence ; 
What hides the multitude of sins, you add. 
Yet seem to doubt if sins he ever had. 

Poor honest Truth ! thou writest of living men, 
And art a railer and detractor then ; 
They die, again to be described, and now 
A foe to merit and mankind art thou! 

Why banish truth? it injures not the dead. 
It aids not them with flattery to be fed; 
And when mankind such perfect pictures view, 
They copy less, the more they think them tiue. 
Let us a mortal as he was behold. 
And see the dross adhering to the gold ; 
When we the errore of the virtuous state. 
Then erring men their worth may emulate. 

View then this picture of a noble mind. 
Let him be wise, magnanimous, and kind ; 
What was the wisdom ? Was it not the frown 
That keeps all question, all inquiry down ? 
His words were powerful and decisive all. 
But his slow reasons came for no man's call. 
■ 'T is thus,* he cried, no doubt with kind intent, 
To give results and spare all argument : — 

• Let it be spared — all men at least agree 
Sir Denys Brand had magnanimity : 
His were no vulgar charities; none saw 
Him like the merchant to the hut withdraw ; 
He left to meaner minds the simple deed. 
By which the houseless rest, the hungry feed ; 
His was a public bounty vast and grand, 
'T was not in him to work with viewless hand ; 
He raised the room that towers above the street, 
A public room where grateful parties meet ; 
He first the life-boat plann'd ; to him the place 
Is deep in debt — 't was he revived Che race ; 
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To erery public act this hearty friend 

Would ipte iviih freedom or with franknen land ; 

Hia money built the jail, nor prisoner yet 

Siti at his eaae, but he murt fed the debt ; 

To thete l«t candour add hia Taat display*. 

Around his mansion all is grand and gay, 

And this is bounty with the name of pay.*- 

I grant the whole, nor from one deed reCraeti 
But wish recorded too the prirate act; 
All these were great, but still our hearts approra 
Those simpler tokens of the christian love; 
T would gire me joy some gracious deed to meet. 
That has, not call'd for glory through the street: 
Who felt for many, could not always shun. 
In some soft moment, to be kind to one; 
And yet they tell us, when Sir Denys died. 
That not at widow in the Borough sigh'd ; 
Great were his gifts, hisjnighty heart I own. 
But why describe what all the world has known? 

The rest is petty pride, the useless art 
Of a Tain mind to hide a swelling heart. 
Small was his prirate room ; men found him there 
By a plain table, on a paltry chair ; 
A wretched floor-cloth, and some prints around, 
The easy purchase of a single pound : 
These humble trifles and that study small 
Make a strong contrast with the senrants* hall ; 
There barely comfort, here a proud excess. 
The pompous seat of pampei'd idleness, 
Where the sleek rogues with one consent declare, 
They would not live np<m his honour's fare; 
He daily took but one half-hour to dine, 
On one poor dish and some three sips of wine; 
Then he *d abuse them for their sumptuous feasts. 
And say, « My friends! you noake yourselves like beasts; 
One didti suffices any man. to dine, 
But yon are greedy as a herd of swine; 
Learn tQ be temperate.* — Had ihey dared t* obey. 
He would haye praised and tnm'd them all away. 

Friends met Sir Denys riding in his ground. 
And there the meekness of his spirit found: 
For that grey coat, not new for many a year. 
Hides all that would like decent dress appear: 
An old brown pony 't was his will to ride. 
Who shuffled onwaird, andirom side to side; 
A five-pound purchase, but so fat and sleek, 
His very plenty made the creature weak. 

« Sir Denys Brand 1 and on so poor a steed !• 
• Poor*, it may be — such things I never heed :» 
And who that youth behind, of pleasant mien, 
Equipp'd as one who wishes to be seen. 
Upon a horse, twice victor for a plate, 
A noble hunter,, bought at dearest rate 7— 
Rim the lad fearing, yet resolved to guide, 
He curbs hi* spirit, while he strokes his pride. 

■ A handsome youth. Sir Denys ; and a horse 
(X finer figure never trod the course,— 
Tours, without question?*"-^ Yes! I think a gTOQm> 
Bought me the beast; 1 cannot say the sum : 
I ride him not, it is a foolish pride 
Men have in cattle — but my people ride ; 
The boy is — hark ye, sirrah ! what 's your name ? • 
Ay, Jacob, yes! I recollect — the same; 
As I bethink me now, a tenanf s son— 
I think a tenant— is your fother one?«^ 



There was an idle boy who ran about, 
And found hb master's humble spirit out ; 
He would.at as^ol distance snatch a look. 
Then run away and hide him in smne nook ; 
c For oh !t quoth he, « I dare not fix my sight 
On him, his grandeiir piats me in a fright; 
Oh! Mister Jacob, when you wait on faim, 
Do you not quake and tremble every limb?« 

The steward soon had orders — ■ Summers, see 
That Sam be clothed, and let him wait on me.* 

Sir Denys died, bequeathing all affairs 
In trust to Laughton's long experienced cares ; 
Before a guardian, and Sir Denys dead. 
All rule and power devolved upon his head : 
Numbers are call'd' to govern, but in fact 
Only the powerful and assuming act. 

Langhton, too wise to be a dupe to fame, 
Cared not a whit of what descent he came. 
Till he was rich ; he then conceived tlie thought 
To fish for pedigree, but never caught : 
All his desire, when he was young and poor, 
Was to advance ; he never cared for more : 
■ Let me buy, sell, be factor, take a wife. 
Take any road to get along in life.M 

Was he a miser then? a robber? foe 
To those who trusted? a deceiver? — No! 
He was ambitious ; all his powers of mind 
Wenrto one end controll'd, improved, combined; 
Wit, learning, judgment, were, by his account, 
Steps for the ladder he design'd to mount: 
Such step was money: wealth was but his slave. 
For power he gain'd it, and for power he gave ; 
Full well the Borough knows that he 'd the art 
Of bringing money to the surest mart ; 
Friends too were aids, they led to certain ends. 
Increase of power and claim on other friends. 
A favourite step was marriage : then he gain'd 
Seat in our hall, and o'er his party reign'd ; 
Houses and lands he bought, and long'd to buy, 
But never drew the springs of purchase dry. 
And thus at last they answered every call. 
The failing found him ready for their fall : 
He walks along the street, the mart, the quay. 
And looks and mutters, • This belongs to me.* 
His passions all partook the general bent; 
Interest inform'd him when he should resent. 
How long resist, and on what terms relent : 
In points where he determined to succeed. 
In vain might reason or compassion plead ; 
But gain'd his point, he was the best of men, 
T was loss of time to be vexatious then : 
Hence be was mild to all men whom he led. 
Of all who dared resist the scourge and dread. 

Falsehood in him was not the useless lie 
Of boasting pride or laughing vanity; 
It was the gainful, the persuading art. 
That made its way. and won the doubting heart. 
Which argued, soften'd, humbled, and prevail'd; 
Nor was it tried till eVry truth had fail'd; 
No sage on earth could more than he despise 
Degrading, poor, unprofitable lies. 

Though fond of gain, and grieved by wanton waste. 
To social parties he had no distaste ; 
With one presiding purpose in his view. 
He sometimes could descend to trifle too ! 
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Yec, in these momentt, he had ttill the art 
To ope the looks and close the guarded heart ; 
And, like the public host, has sometimes mad» 
A g[rand repast, for which the guests have paid. 

At len^^h, witli power endued and wealthy grown. 
Frailties and passions, long suppress'd, were shown ; 
Then to proToke him was a dangerous thing, 
His pride would punish, and his temper sting; 
His powerful hatred sought th' avenging hour, 
And h'w proud vengeance struck with all his powers 
Save when th' offender took a prudent way 
The rising storm of fury to allay : 
This might he do, and so in safety sleep, 
By largely casting to the angry deep ; 
Or, better yet (its swelling foice t' assuage), 
By pouring oil of flattery on its rage. 

And now, of all the heart approved, posscss'd, 
Fear'd, favour'd, followed, dreaded, and carcss'd, 
He gently yields to one mcUitluous joy. 
The only sweet that is not found to cloy, 
Bland adulation ! other pleasures pall 
On the sick taste, and transient are they all ; 
But this one sweet has sucii enchanting power, 
The more we take, the faster we devour ; 
Nauseous to those who must the dose apply, 
And most disgusting to the standers-by ; 
Yet in all companies will Laughton feed, 
Nor care how grossly men perform the deed. 

As gapes the nursling, or, what comes more neai^ 
Some Friendly-island chief, for hourly cheer ; 
When wives and slaves, attending round his seat, 
Prepare by turns the masticated meat: 
So fur this master, husband, parent, friend, 

His ready slaves tlieir various efforts blend, 
And, to tlieir lord still eagerly inclined, 

Pour the crude trash of a dependent mind. 
But let the muse assign the man his due: 

Worth he posscss'd, nor were his virtues few; — 

He sometimes help'd tlie injured in tlieir cause ; 

His power and purse have back'd the failing laws; 

He for religion has a due respect. 

And all his serious notions are correct; 

Although he pray'd and languish'd for a son, 

He grew resign'd when Ikavcn denied him one ; 

He never to this quiet mansion sends 

Subject unfit, in compliment to friends : ^ 

Not so Sir Depys, who would yet protest 

He always chose the worthiest and the best; 

Not men in trade by various loss brought down, 

But those whose glory once amaiod the town. 

Who their last guinea in their pleasures spent. 

Yet never fell so low as to repent ; 

To these his pity he could largely deal, 

Wealth they had known, and therefore want could feef. 
Throe scats were vacant while Sir Denys reiga'd, 

And three such favourites their admission gain'd ; 

These let us view, still mora to understand 

Th« moral feelings of Sir Denys Brand. 
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LXHABITANTS OF THE ALMS-ROUSE.— BLANEY. 

fted qdia okv* iaest vltHs anor, nmne fatarum 
Detpiciiar; toadaat breTen piwMntla fruaon, 
K( roil in reUtaa danal aeeara libido. 

NuBqnam parre oontenla peracia 
Et qoMltoraiii lerrA pdagoqae ciboram 
Alibi UoM ttwam et iaaic (iorla 



El Laxa«, popalator Opnm, tibi Maipw adhcraas, 
InfaUk bamili gnun ooniutor Enatia*. 

Clacdur. laJtr, 

Beboid wbat bleulag wealth to Ufa eao lend * 
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Blaney, a wealthy Heir, dissipated, and reduced to Po- 
verty—His Fortune restored by Marriage : again con- 
sumed—His Manner of living in the West Indies — 
Recalled to a larger Inheritance — His more refined 
and expensive Luxuries — His Method of quieting Con- 
science — Death of his Wife — Again become poor— 
— His Method of supporting Existence — Jiis Ideas of 
Religion — His HabitA and Connexions when old — Ad- 
mitted into the Alms-House. 



Obskrvk that tall pale veteran '. what a look 
Of shame and guilt! who cannot read that book? 
Misery and mirth are blended in his face, 
Much innate vilencss and some outward grace; 
Tlierc wishes strong and stronger grieFs are seen, 
I<ooks ever changed, and never one serene: 
Show not that manner, and these features all. 
The serpent's cunning and the sinner's fall? 

Hark to that laughter ^ — 't is the way he takes 
To force applause for each vile jest he makes. 
Such is yon man, by partial fovour sent 
To these calm seats to ponder and repent. 

Blaney, a wealthy heir at twenty-one, 
At twenty-five was ruin'd and undone : 
These yearn with grievous crimes wc need not load, 
lie found his ruin in the common road. — 
Gamed witliout skill, witliout inquiry bought. 
Lent without love, and borrow'd without thought. 
But, gay and handsome, he had soon the dower 
Of a kind wealtlty widow in his power. 
Then he aspirvd to loftier flights of vice. 
To singing harlots of enormous price: 
He took a/ockey in his gig to buy 
A horse, so valued, that a duke was shy. 
To gain tlie plaudits of tlie knowing few. 
Gamblers and grooms, what would not Blaney do? 
His dearest friend, at that improving age, 
Was Uounslow Dick, who drove tlio western stage. 

Cruel he was not — If he left his wife, 
He left her !• her own pursuits in life ; 
Deaf to reports, to all expenses blind. 
Profuse, not just, and careless, but not kind; 

Yet thus assisted, ten long winters pass'd 
In wasting guineas ere he saw his last; 
Then he began to reason, and to feel 
He could aot dig, nor had he learn' d to steal. 
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And should be beg as long m he might live. 

He justly fear'd that nobody would give: 

But he could charge a pistol, and at will, 

All that was mortal, by a bullet kill. 

And he was taught, by those whom be would call 

Man's surest guides — that he was mortal all. 

While thus he thought, still wailing for the day. 
When he should dare to blow his brains away, 
A place for him a kind relation found, 
Where England's monarch ruled, but hr from English 

ground. 
He gave employ that might for bread suffice, 
Correct his habits and restrain his vice. 

Here Blaney tried (what such man's miseries teach) 
To find what pleasures were within his reach. 
Tliese he enjoy'd, tliougli not in just the style 
He once possess'd them in his native isle. 
Congenial souls he found in every place. 
Vice in all soils, and charms in every race : 
His lady took the same amusing way, 
And laugh'd at Time till he had turn'd them grey. 
At length for England once again tlicy steered. 
By ancient views and new designs cndear'd; 
His kindred died, and Blaney now became 
An heir to one who never hoard his name. 

Wliat could he nowl — The man had tried before 
The joys of youth, and they were joys no more. 
To vicious pleasure he was still inclined. 
But rice must now be season'd and refined ; 
Then as a swine he would on pleasure seixe, 
Now common pleasures had no power to please. 
Beauty alone has for the vulgar charms, . 

He wanted beauty trembling with alarms. 
His was no more a youthful dream of joy, 
The wretch desired to ruin and destroy. 
He bought indulgence with a boundless price, 
iMost pleased when decency bow'd down to vice, 
When a fair dame her husband's honour sold. 
And a frail countess play'd for Blaucy's gold. 

■ But did not conscience in her anger rise? t 
Yes! and he leam'd her terrors to despise: 
When stung by tliought, to soothing books he tied. 
And grew composed and hardened as he read. 
Talcs of Voltaire, and essays gay and sli(;lit, 
IMeased him and shone with their phosphoric licht; 
Which, though it rose from o!)jects vile and base, 
Where'er it came threw splendour on the place. 
And was that light which the deluded youth, 
And this grey sinner, decm'd the light of truth. 

He different works for different cause admired, 
Some fix'd his judgment, some his passions fired. 
To cheer the mind and raise a dormant (lame. 
He bad the books, decreed to lasting shame, 
Which tltose who read are careful not to name. 
These won to vicious act the yielding heart, 
And then the cooler reasoners soothed the smart 

He heard of Blount, and Mandeville, and Ghubb» 
How they the doctors of their day would drub ; 
How Hume had dwelt on miracles so well, 
That none would now believe a miracle. 
And though he cared not works so grave to read, 
He caught their faith and sign'd the sinnei's creed. 

Thus was he pleased to join the laughing side, 
Nor ceased the laughter when his lady died ; 
Yet was he kind and careful of her fame. 
And on her tomb inscribed a virtuous name; 



■ A tender wife, respected, and so forth,*— 
The marble still bfears witness to the worth. 

He has some children, but he knows not where; 
Something they cost, but neither love nor care : 
A father^s feelings he has never known, 
His juys, his sorrows, have been all his own. 

He now would build — and lofty seat he bnilt, 
And sought, in various ways, relief from guilt. 
Restless, for ever anxious to obtain 
Ease for the heart by ramblings of the brain. 
He would have pictures, and of course a taste. 
And found a thousand means his wealth to waste. 
Newmarket steeds he bought at mighty cost ; 
They sometimes won, but Blaney always lost. 

Quick came his ruin, came when he had still 
For life a relish, and in pleasure skill. 
By his own idle reckoning he supposed 
His wealth would last him till his life was closed; 
But no ! he found his final hoard was spent. 
While he had years to suffer and repent. 
Yet at the last, his noble mind to show. 
And in his misery how he bore the blow. 
He view'd his only guinea, then suppress'd, 
For a short time, the tumults in his breast, 
And, moved by pride, by habit and despair. 
Gave it an opera-bird to hum an air. 

Gome ye! who live for pleasure, come, behold 
A man of pleasure when he 's poor and old ; 
When he looks back through life, and cannot find 
A single action to relieve his mind; 
When he looks forward, striving still to keep 
A steady prospect of eternal sleep; 
When not one friend is left, of all the train 
Whom 'twas his pride and boast to entertain,— 
Friends now employ'd from house to house to run 
And say, « Alas ! poor Blaney is undone! ■— 
Those whom he shook with ardour by the hand, 
By whom he stood as long as he could stand. 
Who scem'd to him from all deception clear, 
And who, more strange! might think themselvcssincere. 

Lo ! now the hero shuftting through tlie town 
To hunt a dinner and to beg a crown. 
To tc'll an idle tale, that hoys may smile; 
To bear a strumpet's billet-doux a mile; 
To cull a wanton for a youth of wealth 
(With reverend view to both his taste and health) ; 
To be a useful, needy thing between 
Fear and desire — the pander and the screen ; 
To tlattor pictures, houses, horses, dross. 
The wildest fashion or tlie worst excess ; 
To be tlie grey seducer, and entice 
Unbearded folly into acts of vice; 
And then, to level every fence which law 
And virtue fix to keep the mind in awe. 
He first inveigles youth to walk astray, 
Next prompts and soothes them in tlieir fatal way. 
Then vindicates tlie deed, and makes the mind his prey. 

Unhappy man ! what pains he takes to state— 
(Proof of his fear!) that all below is fate; 
That all proceed in one appointed track. 
Where none can stop, or take their journey back. 
Then what is vice or virtue? — Yet he 'II rail 
At priests till memory and quotation fail; 
He reads, to learn the various ills they 've done. 
And calls them vipers, every mother's son. 
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He is the harlot't aid, who wheedling tries 
To move her friend for Tanity's tuppltet. 
To weak indulgence he allorea the mind, 
Loth to he duped, but willing to be kind. 
And if successful — what the labour pays? 
He gets the friend's contempt and Chloe's praise, 
Who, in her triumph, condescends to say, 
k What a good creature Blaney was to-day! • 

Hear the poor demon when the young attend, 
And willing ear to rile experience lend ; 
When he relates (with laughing, leering eye) 
The talc licentious, mix'd with blasphemy. 
No genuine gladness hii narrations cause, 
The frailest heart denies sincere applause: 
And many a youth has tum'd him half aside. 
And laugh'd aloud, the sign of shame to hide. 

Olaney, no aid in his vile cause to lose, 
Buys pictures, prints, and a licentious muse; 
He borrows every help from every art, 
To stir the passions and mislead tlie heart. 
But from the subject let us soon escape. 
Nor give this feature all its u^y shape : 
Some to their crimes escape from satire owe. 
Who shall describe what Blaney dares to show? 

While thus the man, to vice and passion slave, 
Was, with his follies, moving to the grave, 
The ancient ruler of this mannon died, 
And Blaney boldly for the seat applied. 
Sir Denys Brand, then guardian, join'd his suit ; 

• 'T is true," said he, • the fellow's quite a brute— 
t A very beast ; but yet, with all his sin, 

• He has a manner — let the devil in.* 
They half complied, they gave the wish'd retreat, 

But raised a worthier- to the vacant seat 

Thus forced on ways unlike each former way, 
Thus led to prayer without a heart to pray, 
He quite the gay and rich, the young and free. 
Among the badg»>men with a badge to be : 
He sees an humble tradesman raised to rule 
The grey-beard pupils of this moral school ; 
Where he himself, an old licentious boy. 
Will nothing learn, and nothing can enjoy ; 
In temp'rate measures he must eat and drink. 
And, pain of pains! must live alone and think. 

In vain, by fortune's smiles, thrice affluent made. 
Still has he debts of ancient date unpaid ; 
Thrice into penury by error thrown. 
Not one right maxim has he made his own ; 
The old men shun him, — some his vices hats. 
And all abhor has principles and prate ; 
Nor love nor care for him will mortal show, 
Save a frail sister in the female row. 
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INHABITANTS OF THE ALMS-HOUSE.— CLEU A. 



8b« Mrly feaad henslf ■toiroM of kanelf. All iIm 4ld was 
rif ht : ail tb* wM was admired. Early, vary earlr, did tha dbalM 
Uathaa froai bar ckaak : tha eoald aoc biadi, bacaata iba ooald aot 
doabc; aad •llaaoe, wbaiarar was iha sal^aci, was as aaeb a sti 
gar la bar as dMUaaoe. 



Quo facit Taaait baa ! Qaova oolort daoaas 
gao notast Qaid babai UUat, iUias, 

QaB spirabat aaMras, 

Qmm m» sarpaarat miU T 

BoMT. lib. It, od. il. 



Her lively and pleasant Manners^Her Reading and 
Decision— Her intercourse with different Glasses of 
Society— Her Kind of Character — The favoured Lover 
— Her Management of him: his of her — After one 
Period, Clelia with an Attorney : her Manner and 
Situation there — Another such Period, when her For- 
tune still declines — Mistress of an Inn-7>A Widow — 
Another such Interval : she becomes poor and infirm, 
but still vain and frivoloiu — The foUen Vanity — 
Admitted into the House : meets Blaney. 



Wk had a sprightly nymph — in every town 

Are some such sprigbts, who wander up and down ; 

She bad her useful arts, and could contrive, 

In time's despite, to stay at twenty-five; — 

• Here will I rest; move on, thou lying year. 

This is mine age, and I will rest me here.a 

Arch was her look, and she had pleasant ways 
Your good opinion of her heart to raise ; 
Her speech was lively, and with ease express'd. 
And well she judged the tempers she addreas'd : 
If some soft stripling had her keenness felt. 
She knew the way to make his anger melt; 
Wit was allow'd her, though but few could bring 
Direct example of a witty thing ; 
T was that gay, pleasant, smart, engaging speech. 
Her beaux admired, and just within their re^ch.; 
Not indiscreet perhaps, but yet more frejB 
Than prudish nymphs allow their wit to be. 

Novels and plays, with poems, old and new, 
Were all the books our nympU attended to ; 
Yet from the press no treatise issued forth. 
But she would speak precisely of its worth. 

She with the London stage familiar grew. 
And every actor's name and merit knew; 
She told how this or that their part mistook. 
And of the rival Romeos gave the look; 
Of either house *t was hers the strength to see, 
Then judge with candour — ■ Dniry-Lane for mc.a 

What made this knowledge, what this skill complete' 
A fortnight's visit in Whitechapd-street. 

Her place in life was rich and poor between. 
With those a favourite, and with these a queen; 
She could her parts assume, and condescend 
To friends more humble while an humble friend ; 
And thus a welcome, lively guest could pass, 
Threading her pleasant way from class to class. 

« Her reputation ?• — That was like her wit, 
And seem'd her nunner and her state to fit ; 
Something there was, what, none presumed to say. 
Clouds lightly passing on a smiling day, — 
Whispers and hints which went finom ear to ear, 
And mix'd reports no judgq on earth could clear. 

But of each sex a friendly number press'd 
To joyous banquets,this alluring guest : 
There , if indulging nuirth, and freed from awe, 
If pleasing all, and pleased with all she saw. 
Her speech were free, and such as freely dwelt. 
On the same feelings all around her felt ; 




Or if tome fond prenuning fiToarite tried 

To come to near as once to be denied ; 

Yet not with brow to stem or speech so nice. 

But that he rentured on denial twice : — 

if diese hare been, and so has scandal taught. 

Yet malice nerer found the proof she sought. 

But then came one, the LoTclace of his day, 
Rich, proud, and crafty, handsome, Brare, and gay ; 
Yet loved he not those kbour'd plans and arts, 
But left the business to the ladies' hearts, 
And when he found them in a proper train. 
He thought all else superfluous and vain : 
But in that training he was deeply taught. 
And rarely fail'd of gaining all he sought; 
He knew how far directly on to go, 
How to recede and dally to and fro ; 
How to make all the passions his allies. 
And, when he saw them in contention riie. 
To watch the wrought-up heart, and conquer by surprise. 

Our heroine, feai^d him not ; it was her part. 
To make sure conquest of such gentle heart-r- 
Of one so mild and humble ; for she saw 
In Henry's eye a lore chastised by awe. 
Her thoughts of virtue were not all sublime. 
Nor virtuous all her thoughts ; *t was now her time 
To bait each hook, in every way to pleas^ 
And the rich priie with dezlfrous liand to seise. 
She had no virgin-terrors; she could stray 
In all love's maze, nor fear to lose her way ; 
Nay, could go near the precipice, nor dread 
A ^ling caution or a giddy head ; 
She 'd fix her eyes upon the roaring flood. 
And dance upon the brink where danger stood. 

T was nature all, she judged, in one so young. 
To drop the eye and falter in the tongue ; 
To be about to take, and then command 
His daring wish, and only view the hand : 
YesI all was nature ; it brcame a maid 
Of gentle soul tT encourage love afraid ;-— 
He, so unlike the confident and bold, 
Would fly in mute.despair to find her cold : 
The young and tender germ requires the suni 
To make it spread ; it must be smiled upon. 
Thus the kind virgin gentle means devised. 
To gain a heart so fond, a hand so prised ; 
More gentle still she grew, to change her way, 
Would cause confusion, danger, and delay : 
Thus (an increase of gentleness her mode). 
She took a plain, unvaried, certain road, 
And every hour believed success was near. 
Till there was nothing left to hope or fear. 

It must be own'd that in this strife of hearti, 
Blan has advantage — has superior arts : 
The lover's aim is to the nymph unknown, 
Nor is she always certain of her own ; 
Or has her fears, noc these can so disguise. 
But he who searches, rea^s them in her eyes. 
In the avenging frown, in the regretting sighs : 
These are his signals, and he learns to steer 
The straighter coune whenever they appear. 



• Pass we ton years, and what was Glelia's fiilsTi 
At an attomey^s board alert she sate, 
Not legal mistress : he with other men 
Once sought her hand, but other views were then ; 



And when be knew be might the bliss command, 
He other bleising sought, without the hand ; 
For still he felt aKve the lambent flame. 
And offer'd her a home, — and home she came* 

There, though her higher friendships lived no more. 
She loved to speak of what^she shared before— 
• Of the dear Lucy, heiress of the hall, — 
Of good Sir Peter,— of their annual ball. 
And the fair countess ! — Oh ! she loved them all !* 
The humbler clients of her friend would stare, 
The knowing smile,— but neither caused her care; 
She brought her spirits to her humble state. 
And soothed with idle dreams her frowning fste. 



• Ten summers pass'd, and how was Qelia then?» 
Alas ! she suffered in this trying ten ; 
The pair had parted : who to him attend, 
Must judge the nymph unfaithful to her friend ; 
But who on her would equal fsith bestow, 
Would think him rash, — and surely she must know. 

Then as a matron Glelia taught a school, 
But n^^nre gave not talenU fit for rule : 
Yet now, though marks of wasting years were seen. 
Some touch of sorrow, some attack of spleen ; 
Still there was life, a spirit quick and gay. 
And lively speech and elegant array. 

The Griffin's landlord tliese allured so hr. 
He made her mistress of his heart and bar ; 
He had no idle retrospective whim, 
Till she was his, her deeds concem'd not him 
So far was well, — but Qelia thought not fit 
(In all the Griffin needed) to submit : 
Gaily to dress and in the bar preside. 
Soothed the poor spirit of degraded pride ; 
But cooking, waiting, welcoming a crew 
Of noisy guests, were arts she never knew : 
Hence daily wars, with temporary truce. 
His vulgar insult, and her keen abuse; 
And as their spirits wasted in the strife. 
Both took the Griffin's ready aid of life; 
But she with greater prudence— Harry tried 
More powerful aid, and in the trial died ; 
Yet drew down vengeance : in no distant time, 
Th' insolvent Griffin struck his wings sublime ; — 
Forth from her palace walk'd th' ejected "queen, 
And show'd to frowning fate a look serene ; 
Gay spite of time, though poor, yet well attired, 
Kind without love, and vain if not admired. 



Another term is past; ten other years 
In various trials, troubles', views, and fears : 
Of these some pass'd in small attempts at trade; 
Houses she kept for widowers lately made ; 
For now she said, * They '11 miss th' endearing friend. 
And I 'II be there the soften'd heart to bend :» 
And true a part was done as Qelia plann'd — 
The heart was soften'd but she miss'd the hand. 
She wrote a novel, and Sir Denys said. 
The dedication was the best he read ; 
But Edgeworths, Smiths, and Radcliffes so engross'd 
The public ear, that all her pains were lost. 
To keep a toy-shop was attempt the last. 
There too slie foil'd, and schemes and hopes were past. 




Now friendless, sick and old, and wanting bread. 
The first-born tears of fallen pride were shed — 
True, bitter tears; and yet that wounded pride. 
Among the poor, for poor distinctions sigh'd. 
Though now her tales wertf toiler audience fit; 
Though loud her tones, an<^jru]gar grown her wit ; 
Tbongb>now her dress — (but let me not explain 
The piteous patch-work of the needy-vain. 
The ffirtiflh form to coarse materiab lent. 
And one poor robe through fifty foshions sent) ; 
Though all within was sad, without was mean, — 
Stilt 't was her wish, her comfort to be seen : 
She would to plays on lowest terms resort, 
Where once her box was to the beaux a court ; 
And, strange delight! to that same house, where she 
Join'd in the dance, all gaiety and glee. 
Now with the menials crowding to the wall, 
She 'd see, not share, the pleasures of the ball, 
And with degraded vanity unfold. 
How she too triumphed in the years of old. 
To her poor friends *t is now her pride to tell 
On what a height she stood before she fell ; 
At church she points to one tail seat, and ■ There 
We sat,* she cries, « when my papa was mayor. » 
Not quite correct in what she now relates, 
She alters persons, and she forges dates; 
And finding memory's weaker help decay'd. 
She boldly calls invention to her aid. 

Toucli'd by the pity he had felt before. 
For her Sir Dcnys oped the alms-house door: 
« With all her faults,* he said, ■ the woman knew 
How to distinguish — bad a manner too; 
And, as tliey say, she is allied to some 
In decent station — let the creature come.» 

Here she and Blaney meet, and take their view 
Of all the pleasures they would still pursue: 
Hour after hour they sit, and nothing hide 
Of vices past ; their follies are their pride; 
What to the sober and the cool are crimes, 
They boast— exulting in those happy times; 
The darkest deeds no indignation raise, 
Tlic purest virtue never wins their praise; 
But still they on their ancient joys dilate. 
Still with regret departed glories state, 
And mourn their grievous fall, and curse their rigorous 
fate. 



LETTER XVI. 



INHABITANTS OF THE ALMS-HODSE.— BENBOW. 

Thoa art iheKulghtof tlM Barninn Lamp— if tboa wut aoy way 
girtn to vlrtae, I would twear Ly iby face ; my oath shoold be by 
this fire. Oh ! thoa 'rt a perpelnal trinniph, thoo ha»t Mved me a 
thoaMsd BBBrka !■ links and torches, walkino ia a night betwixt 
tavern and tBTera. SaAKsraAKB. 

Ebrietas tlhl 6dn oonet, llbi Laxns, et atria 
Circa leaeaaper Toiitans Infamla pcnnia. 

Sum iTAUcoa. 



Benbow, an improper Companion for the Badgemen of 
the Alms-house — He resembles Bardolph — I^ft in 
Trade by his Father — Contracts useless Friendships — 
His Friends drink with him, and employ others — 



Called worthy and honest! Why-^Effect of Wine on 
the Mind of Man — BenSow's common Sul)ject — tlic 
Praise of departed Friends and Patrons— 'Squire A»- 
gill, at the Grange : his Manners, Servants^ Friends- 
True to his Church : ought therefore to be spared — 
His Son's different Conduct — Vexation of the Father's 
Spirit if admitted to see the Alteration — Captain Dow- 
ling, a boon Cdmpanion, ready to drink at all Times, 
and with any Company : fomous in his Club-room — 
His easy Departure — Dolley Murrey, a Maiden ad- 
vanced in Years : abides by Ratafia and Cards — Her 
free Manners— Her Skill in the Game — Her Prepara- 
tion and Death — Benbow, how interrupted : his Sub- 



mission. 



See ! yonder badgeman, with that glowing face, 
A meteor shining in this sober place ; 
Vast sums were paid, and many years were past. 
Ere gems so rich around their radiance cast I 
Such was the fiery front that Bardolph wore, 
Guiding his master to the lavem-door ; 
There first that meteor rose, and there alone. 
In its due place, the rich effulgence shone: 
But this strange fire the scat of peace invades. 
And shines portentous in these solemn shades. 

Benbow, a boon companion, long approved 
By jovial sets, and (as he thought) beloved. 
Was judged as one to joy and friendship prone, 
And decm'd injurious to himself alone. 
GcnVous and free, he paid but small regard 
To trade, and fail'd ; and some declared « 't was hard :■ 
These were his friends — his foes conceived the case 
Of common kind ; he sought and found disgrace : 
The reisoning few, who neither scorn'd nor loved. 
His feelings pitied and his faults reproved. 

Benbow, the father, left possessions fair, 
A worthy name and business to his heir ; 
Benbow, the son, those fair possessions sold. 
And lost his credit, while he spent the gold. 
He was a jorial trader : men enjoy'd 
The night with him ^ his day was nncmplery'd ; 
So when his credit and his cash were spent. 
Here, Ijy mistaken pity, he was sent; 
Of late he came, with passions unsubdued. 
And shared and cursed the hated solitude. 
Where gloomy thoughts arise, where grievous cares in- 
trude. 

Known but in drink— he found an easy friend. 
Well pleased his worth and honour to commend ; 
And thus inform'd, the guardian of the trust 
Heard the applause and said the claim was jnst ; 
A worthy soul ! unfitted for the strife. 
Care and contention of a busy life; — 
Worthy, and why? —that o'er the midnight bowl 
He made his friend the partner of his soul. 
And any man his friend : — then t)ius in glee, 
« I speak my mind, I love the truth,» quoth he ; 
Till 't was his fate that useful truth to find, 
'T is sometimes prudent not to speak the mind. 

With wine inflated, man is all upblown, 
And feels a power which he bdieves his own; 
With fancy soaring to the skies, he thinks 
His all the virtues all the while he drinks; 
But when the gas from the balloon is gone, 
When sober thoughts and serious cares come on. 
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Where then die north duit in humelf he foand 7— 
VaaUi'd — and he lenk groVliag on the ground. 

Sdll eome conceit will Benbow '• mind inflate, 
Poor ae he is,— -'t it pleataBt to relate 
The joy» he once potGCtt'd^it aoothee his present slate. 

Seated with some grey beadsman, he regrets 
His former feasting, thoogh it swdfd his debts ; 
Topers once (smed, his friends in earlier days, 
Well be describes, and thinks description praise : 
Each hero's worth with much delight he paints ; 
Martyrs they were, and he would make them saints. 

• Alas! alas!* Old England now may say, 
■ My glory withersf it has had its day : 

We 're fallen on eril limes ; men read and think ; 
Our bold forefathers loved to 6ght and drink. 

• Then lived the good "Squire Asgill— what a change 
Has death and fsahion sbovm us at the Grange I 

He bravely thought it best became his rank, 
That all his tenants and his tradesmen drank ; 
Be was delighted finom his favourite room 
To see them Vross the park go daily home. 
Praising aloud the liquor and the hoot, 
And striving who should venerate him mosL 

« No pride had he, and there was difference small 
Between the master's and the servanu' hall ; 
And here or there the guests were welcome all. 
Of Heaven's free gifts he took no ^»ecial care, 
He never quarreU'd for a simple hare { 
But sought, by giving sport, a sportsman's name. 
Himself a poarher though at other game : 
He never planted nor inclosed — bis trees 
Grew like himself, untroubled and at ease. 
Bounds of all kinds be hated, and bad felt 
Choked and imprison'd in a modem belt. 
Which some rare genius now has twined about 
The good old house, to keep old neighbours out : 
Along his valleys, in the eveniog-hours, 
The borough-damsels stray'd to gather flowers, 
Or by the brakes and bmriiwood of the park. 
To take their pleasant rambles in the dark. 

■ Some prudes, of rigid kind, forixMV to call 
On the kind female^— favourites at the hall i 
But better natures saw, with much delight. 
The different orders of mankind unite ; 
"T was schooling pride to see the footman waif, 
Smile on his sister and receive her plale. 

• His worship ever vras a churchman true, 
He held in scorn the mechodistic crew ; 

May God defend the Church and save the King, 

He 'd pray devoutly and dirinely sing. 

Admit that he the holy day woiUd ^end 

As priests approve not, still he was a friend : 

Much then 1 blame the preacher, as too nice. 

To call such trifles by the name of virc} 

Hinting, though gently and with cautious speech. 

Of good eiamf le^'t is their trade to preach : 

But still 'twas pity, when the worthy 'squire 

Stuck to the church, what more aonld they require? 

T was almost joining that fanatic crew. 

To throw such morals at Iria honour^s pew -, 

A weaker man, had ha been so reviled. 

Had left Hm place— ha only swore and souled. 

• But think, ye recton and ye cnntes, think. 
Who are your frianda» and at their frailties wink; 
Conceive not— oMunted on your Sunday-throne, 
Your firfr*brands fall upon your foes alone ; 



They strike your patrona— and, should all withdraw, 
In whom your wisdoms may discern a flaw. 
Yon would the flower of all your audience loee. 
And spend your cnokers on their empty pews. 

• The father dead, the son has found a wifs. 
And lives a formal, proud, unsocial life; — 
The lands are now encloeed ; the tenants aU, 
Save at a rent^y, never see the hall : 

No lass is suffer'd o'er the walks to come. 
And if there 's love, they have it all at home. 

■ Oh ! could the ghost of our good 'squire arise. 
And see such change; would it believe its eyes? 
Would it not glide about from place to place. 
And mourn tlie manners of a foebler race? 
At that long table, where the servants found 
Mirth and abundance while the year went round; 
Where a huge pollard oa the vrinter-fira, 
At a huge distance made them all retire; 
Where not a measure in the room was kept, 
And hut one rule — they tippled till they slept,— 
There wcnld it see a pale old hag praside, 
A thing made up of stinginess and pride ; 
Who carves the meat, as if the flesh conld feel, 
Careless whose flesh must miss the plenteous meal : 
Here would the ghost a small coal-fire behold, 
Not fit to keep one body from the cold ; 
Then would it flit lo higher rooms, and stay 
To view a dull, dress'd company at play ; 
All the old comfort, all the genial fare 
For ever gone ! how sternly vrould it stare ! 
And though it might not to their view appear, 
*T would cause among them lassitude and fear : 
Then wait to see — where he delight has seen — 
The dire effect of fretfulness and spleen. 

k Such were the worthies of these better days; 
We had their blessings — they shall have our praise. 

• Of Captain Dowling would you bear me speak? 
I 'd sit and sing his praises for a week : 

He vras a man, and idan-like all his joy, — 
I 'm led to question vras he ever boy ? 
Beef vras his breakfast; — if from sea and salt. 
It relish'd better vrith his wine of malt ; 
Then, till he dined, if walking in or out. 
Whether the gravel teased him or the gout. 
Though short in vrind and flaimel'd every limb. 
He drank with all who had concerns widi him : 
Whatever trader, agent, merchant, came. 
They found him ready, every hour the same ; 
Whatever liquors might between them pass, 
He took them all, and never balk'd his glass : 
Nay, with- the seamen working in the ship. 
At their request he 'd share the grog and flip : 
But in the club-room vras his chief delight. 
And punch the favourite liquor of the night ; 
Man after man they froi^ the trial shrank, 
And Dowling ever was the last who drank : 
Arrived at home, he, ere besought his bed, 
With pipe and brandy would compose his head ; 
Then half an hour was o'er the news beguiled. 
When he retired as harmless as a chiM. 
Set but aside the gravel and the gout, 
And breathing short— his sand ran foirly oat. 

« At fifty-five we kiac him— after that 
Lifo grovrs insipid and its pleasures flat ; 
He had indulged in all that man can have, 

He did not drop a dotard to hii grave ; 

i3 
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Still to the last, hit feet upon the chair, 
With rattling lungs now gone beyond repair; 
When on each feature death had fix'd his stamp, 
And not a doctor could the body vamp ; 
Still at the last, to his beloved bowl 
He clung, and cheer'd the sadness of his soul ; 
For though a man may not have much to fear, 
Yet death looks ugly, when the view is near : 
— < I go,' he said, * but still my Mends shall say, 
T was as a man — I did not sneak away ; 
An honest life with worthy souls I 've spent, — ^ 
Gome, fill my glass;' — he took it and he went. 

■ Poor Dolly Murrey! — I might lire to see 
Hy hundredth year, but no such lass as she. 
Easy by nature, in her humour gay, 
She chose her comforts, ratafia and play : 
She loved (be social game, the decent glass ; 
And was a jovial, friendly, laughing lass; 
Wc sat not then at Whist demure and still. 
But pass'd the pleasant hours at gay Quadrille : 
Lame in her side, we placed her in her seat. 
Her hands were free, she cared not for her feet ; 
As the game ended, came the glass around 
(So was the loser cheer'd, the winner crown'd). 
Mistress of secrets, both the ydung and old 
In her confided— not a tale die told; 
Love never made impression on her mind. 
She held him weak, and all his captives blind ; 
She suffer'd no man her free soul to vex, 
Free from the weakness of her gentle sex; 
One wiili whom ours unmoved conversing sate. 
In cool discussion or in free debate. 

ft Once in her chair we 'd placed the good old lass. 
Where first she took her preparation-glass; 
By lucky thought she 'd been that day at prayers, 
And long before had fix'd her small affairs; 
So all was easy — on her cards she cast 
A smiling look ; I saw the thought that pass'd : 

* A king,' she cqll'd — though conscious of her skill, 
' Do more,' I answer'd — * More,' she said, ' I will ;* 
And more she did — cards jinswer'd to her call, 
She saw the mighty to her mightier fall : 

' A vole ! a vole T she cried, * 't is fairly won, 

* My game is ended and my work is done;' — 
This said, she gently, with a single sigh. 
Died as one taught and practised how to die. 

• Such were the dead-departed ; I survive, 
To breathe in pain among the dead-alive.* 
The bell then call'd these ancient men to pray, 

* Again ?■ said Benbow, — • tolls it every day ? 

Where is the life I led ?• —He sigh'd, and walk'd his way. 
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THE HOSPITAL AND GOVERNORS. 
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Christian Charity anxious to provide for future as well 
as present Miseries— Hence the Hospital for the Dis- 
eased—Description of a recovered Patient— The Build- 
ing : how erected— The Patrons and Govemon — 
Eusebius- The more active Manager of Business a 
moral and correct Contributor-r-One of different De- 
scription—Good, the Result, however intermixed 
with Imperfection. 



An ardent spirit dwells with christian love. 
The eagle's vigour in the pitying dove; 
T is not enough that we with sorrow sigh, 
That we the wants of pleading man supply; 
That we in sympathy with sufferers feel. 
Nor hear a grief without a wish to heal; 
Not these suffice— to sickness, pain, and wo. 
The christian spirit loves. with aid to go; 
Will not be sought, wails not for want to plead, 
But seeks die duty— nay, prevents the need; 
Her utmost aid to every i|l applies. 
And plans relief for coming miseries. 

Hence yonder building rose : on either side 
Far stretch'd the wards, all airy, warm, and wide ; 
And every ward has beds by comfort spread. 
And smooth'd for him who suffers on the bed : 
There have all kindness, most relief,— for some 
Is cure complete,— it is the suffor^'s home: 
Fevers and chronic ills, corroding pains. 
Each accidental mischief man sustains ; 
Fractures and wounds, and wither d limbs and lame. 
With all that, slow or sudden, vex our frame, 
Have here attendance — here the sufferers lie 
(Where love and science every aid apply). 
And heal'd with rapture live, or soothed by comfort die. 

Sec ! one relieved from anguish, and to-day 
Allow'd to walk and look an hour away; 
Two months confined by fever, firenzy, pain. 
He comes abroad and is himself again : 
'T was in the spring, when carried to the place. 
The snow fell down and melted in his face. 

' Tis summer now ; all objects gay and new, 
Smiling alike the viewer and the view : 
He stops as one unwilling to advance, 
Without another and another glance. 
With what a pure and simple joy he sees 
Those sheep and cattle browsing at their ease I 
Easy himself, there' s nothing breathes or moves 
But he would cheiish— all that lives he loves: 
Observing every ward as round he goes. 
He thinks what pain, what danger they enclose; 
Warm in his wish for all who suffer there, 
At every view he meditates a prayer : 
No evil counsels in his breast abide, 
There joy, and love, and gratitude reside. 

The wish that Roman necks in one were found. 
That he who formed the wish might deal the wound. 
This man had never heard ; but of the kind. 
Is that desire which rises in his mind ; 
He' d have all English hands (for further he 
Cannot conceive extends our charity). 
All but his own, in one right-hand to grow, 
And then what hearty shake would he bestow 1 

• How rose the building r»— Piety first laid 
A strong foundation, but she wanted aid ; 
To Wealth unwieldy was her prayer address'd. 
Who largely gave, and she the donor bless'd: 



THE ^OROUGHy 



99 



Cnwiddy WmUIi ibeo lo hk couch withdrew, 
And Cook the iweeiest detf he erer knew. 

Then busy Vamty Bustain'd her part, 
• And much,* the said, • it moved her lender heart; 
To her all kind* of man's distress were known, 
And all her heart adopted as its own.» 

Then Science came — his talents he display d, 
And Charity with joy the dome sunrey'd ; 
Skill, Wealth, and Vanity, obtain the lame, 
And Piety, the joy that makes no claim. 

Patrons there are, and foremors, from whom 
The greater aid and guiding orders come; 
Who voluntary cares and labours take. 
The sufferers' servants for the service' sake; 
Of these a part I give you — but a part,— 
Some hearts are hidden, some have not a heart. 

First let me praise— for so I best shall paint 
That pious moralist, that reasoning saint ! 
Can I of worth like thine, Ensebius, speak? 
The man is willingi but the muse is weak ; — 
'T is thine to wait on wo ! to soothe ! to heal 1 
With learning social, and polite with ^pal : 
In thy pure breast although tlie passions dwell, 
They're train'd by virtue and no more rebel; 
But have so long been active on her side. 
That passion now might be itself the guide. 

Law, conscience, honour, all obcy'd ; all give 
Tir approving voice, and make it bliss to live ; 
While ^th, when life con nothing more supply. 
Shall strengthen hope, and make it bliss to die. 

He preaches, speaks, and writes witli manly sense, 
No weak neglect, no labour'd eloquence; 
Goodness and wisdom are in all his ways. 
The rude revere him and the wicked praise. 

Upon humility his virtues grow. 
And lower so high because so fix'd below; 
As wider spreads the oak his boughs around, 
When deeper with his roots he digs tlie solid ground. 

By him, from ward to ward, is every aid 
The sufferer needs, with every care convey'd : 
Like the good tree he brings his treasure forth, 
And, like the tree, unconscious of his worth : 
Meek as the poorest Publican Is he. 
And strict as lives the strattest Miarisee ; 
Of both, in him imite the better part, 
The blamdets conduct and the humble heart. 

Yet he escapes not; he, with some, is wise 
In carnal things, and loves to moralize: 
Others can doubt, if all that christian care 
Has not its price— there's something he may share: 
But this and ill severer he sustains, 
As gold the fire, and as unhurt remains; 
When most reviled, although he feeU the smart,. 
It wakes to nobler deeds the wounded heart, 
As the rich olive, beaten for its fniit, 
Puts forth at every bruise a bearing shoot. 

A second friend we have, whose care and seal 
But fow can equal — fow indeed can feel; 
Bk lived a lifo obscure, and profits made 
In the coarse habits of a vulgar trade. 
His brother, master of a boy, beloved 
So well, that he the calling disapproved : 
■ Alas! poor Tom !« the landman oft would sigh, 
When the gale freshen'd and the waves ran high ; 
And when they parted, with a tear he'd say, 
«( No more adventure ! — here in safoty stay.* 



Nor did he foign; with more than half he had. 
He would liave kept the seaman, and been glad. 

Alas! how few resist, when strongly tried— 
A rich relation's nearer kinsman died; 
He sicken'd, and to him the landman went. 
And all his hours with cousin Ephraim spent. 
This Thomas heard, and cared not : « I,« quoth he, 
■ Have one in port upon the watch for me.* 
So Ephraim died, and when the will was shown, 
Isaac, the landman, had the whole his own : 
Who to his brother sent a moderate purse. 
Which he retum'd, in anger, vritli his curse; 
Then went to sea, and made his grog so strong, 
He died before he could forgive the wrong. 

The rich man built a house, both laige and high, 
He euler'd in and set him down to sigh ; 
He planted ample woods and gardens fair. 
And walk'd with anguish and compunction tliere : 
The rich man's pines, to every friend a treat, 
lie saw with pain, and he refused to eat ; 
His daintiest food, his richest wines, were all 
Tum'd by remorse to vinegar and gall : 
1 he softest down, by living body pross'd. 
The rich man bought, and tried to take his rest; 
But care had thoma upon his jmUow spread. 
And scatter'd sand and nettles in his bed: 
Nervous he grew, — would often sigh and groan, 
lie talk'd but little, and he walk'd alone; 
Till by his priest convinced, tliat from one deed 
Of genuine love would joy and health proceed ; 
He ftt>m that time with care and seal began 
To seek and soothe the grievous ills of man ; 
.\nd as his hands their aid to grief apply. 
He learns to smile and he forgets to sigh. 

Now he can drink his wine and taste his food. 
And feel the blessings, Heav'n has dealt, are good; 
And, since the suffering seek the lich man's door, 
He sleeps as soundly as when young and poor. 

Here much he gives — is urgent more to gain; 
He begs — rich beggars seldom sue in vain : 
Preachers most fomed he moves, the crowd t» meve. 
And never wearies in the work of love : 
Ho rules all business, settles all affoirs. 
He makes collections, he directs repairs; 
And if he wiyng'd one brother, ^Heav^n foi^give 
The man by whom so many brethren live! 



Then, 'mid our signatures, a name appeara 
Of one for wisdom fomed above his years; 
And these were forty : he was from his youth 
A patient searcher after useful truth: 
To language little of his time he gave. 
To science less, nor waa the muse's slave ; 
Sober and grave, his coHege KM him down, 
A fair example for his native tovm. 

Slowly he speaks, and widi such solemn air, 
You 'd ditnk a Socrates or Sokm there ; 
For though a Christian, he 's disposed to draw 
His rules from reason's and from nature's law. 
■ Know,* he exclaiaos, • my fellow mortals, know, 
Virtue alone n happiness below ; 
And what is virtue? prudence first to chuse 
Life's real good, — the evil to refuse ; 
Add justice then, the eager hand to hold, 
To curb the lust of power, and thirst of gold ,- 
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Join temp'nmc« next, that chetrfnl health msurct, 
And fortitude munored, that eonqaen or enduret.* 

He speaks, and lo !~-the very man you see, 
Pradent and temperaie, just and patient he. 
By prudence taaght his woridly wealth to keep. 
No folly wastes, no aTarice swells the heap : 
He no man's debtor, no man's patron lires; 
Save sound advice, he neither asks nor gives; 
By no vain thooghts or erring fancy tway'd, 
His words are weighty, or at least are weigh'd ; 
Temp'rate in every place — abroad, at home, 
Thence will applause, and hence will profit come; 
And health from either he in time prepares 
For sickness, age, and their attendant cares, 
But not for ^cy^s ills;— he never grieves 
For love that wounds or friendship that deceives ; 
His patient soul endures what Heav'n ordains, 
But neither feeb nor fears ideal pains. 

k b augbt then wanted in a man so vise?* — 
Alas! — I think he wants infirmities; 
He wants the ties that knit us to our khid— 
The cheerful, tender, soft, complacent mind. 
That would the feelings, which he dreads, excite. 
And nuke the virtues he approves delight; 
What dying martyrs, sainu, and patriots feel. 
The strength of action and the warmth of seal. 

Again attend ! — and see a man whose cares 
Are nicely placed on either world's affoire, — 
Merchant and saint ; 't is doubtful if he knows 
To which account he most regard bestows; 
Of both he keeps his ledger : — there he reads 
Of gainful ventures and of godly deeds ; 
There all he gets or loses find a place, 
A lucky bargain and a lack of grace. 

The joys above this prudent man invite 
To pay his tax — devotion !— day and night; 
The pains of hell his timid bosom awe, 
And force obedience to the church's law : 
Hence that continual thought, — that solemn air,— 
Those sad good vorks, and that laborious prayer. 

All these (when conscience, waken'd and aMd, 
To think how avarice calls and is obey'd) 
He in his journal finds, and for his grief 
Obtains the transient opium of relief. 

« Sink Bet, my soul !— 'my spirit, rise and look 
O'er the fair entries of this precious book: 
Here are the sins, our debts ; — this fairer side 
Has what to carnal wish our strength denied ; 
Has those rdigiQas duties every day 
Paid, — which so few upon the sabbath puy; 
Here too are conqncaia over frail desireB, 
Attendance due on all the church requiret ; 
Then alms I give— for I believe the word 
Of holy writ, and land unto the Lord, 
And if not all ih' importunate demand, 
The fear of want restrains my ready hand ; 
— Behold ! what rams I to the poor resign, 
Sums placed in Heaven's own book, as wdl as mine: 
Rest then, my spirit!— fastings, prayers, and alms, 
Will soon suppress these idly<raisad alarms, 
And w«igh*d againat our frailties, set in view 
A noble balance in our favour due : 
Add that I yearly here affix my name. 
Pledge for large payment— not from love of Cbum^ 
But to make peace within ; — thsa peace to mak^ 
What sumt I lavish I aad what gains forsake ! 



Cheer up, my heart !— let 's cast off every doubt. 
Pray without dread, and place our money o«C> 

Such the religion of a mind dwt steers 
Its way to bliss, between its hopes and fears ; 
Whose passions in due bounds each other keep. 
And thus subdued, they murmur till they sleep ; 
Whose virtues all their certain Kmits know. 
Like well-dried herbs that neither fade nor grow; 
Who for success and safety ever tries. 
And with both worlds alternately complies. 

Such are the guardians of this bless'd estate, 
Whate'er without, they 're praised within the gale; 
That they are men, and have their faults, is true. 
But here their worth alone appears in view: 
The Muse indeed, who reads the very breast, 
Has something of the secrets there express'd. 
But yet in charity ; — and when she sees 
Such means for joy or comfort, health or ease, 
And knows how much united minds effect, 
Shie almost dreads their failings to delect; 
But truth commands: — in man's erroneous kind. 
Virtues and frailties mingle in the mind ; 
Happy ! — when fears to public spirit move. 
And even vices to the work of love. 
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The method of treatiBg the Borough Rattpsrs**llany 
maintained at their own DwelUnga— Some Characters 
of the Poor— The School-mistress, when aged— The 
Idiot— The poor Sailor— The declined Tradesman and 
his Companion — This contrasted with the Mainte- 
nance of die Paor in a common llaasion arected by 
the Hundred— Tbe Objections to this Method: not 
Want, nor Gn^ky, but the neoeasary Evils of ibis 
Mode— What they nr«— InMances of the Evil— A Re- 
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turn to lb* Boroug b Poor— The dwelUngs of thoie— 
The Leaei and By-way»~No Anandon here paid to 
GoDTenience—The Pools m the Patb-way»— Amnie- 
menis of Sea-port GhiMreD>-TheTowB-Florft — Herbe 
on WalU and Tacant Spaces— A imnale inhabitant of 
an Alley — A large Building let to teraral poor Inha- 
bitants — Their Mannen and Habils. 



Tn ! we Ve onr Borough-vices, and I know 
How Ht they spiead, how rapidly they grow; 
Tet think not virtue quits the btlsy place. 
Nor charity, the virtues' crown and grace. 

• Our poor, how feed we ia—To the most we give 
A weakly dole, and at their homes they live; — 
Otlieri together dwell,— but when they come 
To the low roof, they see a kind of home, 
A social people whom they 've ever known. 
With their own thoughts and manners like their own. 

At her old house, her dren, her air the same, 
I see mine ancient letter-loving dame: 
• JLicaming, my child,* said she, « shall ftune command j 
Learning is better worth than house or land — 
For houses perish, lands are gone and qNsnt; 
In learning then excel, for that 's most excellent. » 

« And what her learning T> — ^'T is with awe to took 
In every verie throughout one sacred book ; 
From this her joy, her hope, her peace is sought; 
This she has leam'd, and she is nobly taught. 

If aught of mine have gain'd the public ear; 
If Rutland deigns these humble Tales to hear; 
If critics pardon, what my firiends approved; 
Can I mine ancient widow pass unmoved? 
Shall I not think what pains the matron took. 
When first I trembled o'er the gilded bookl 
How she, all patient, both at eve and mom. 
Her needle pointed at the guarding bom; 
And how she soothed me, when, with study sad, 
llabottr*d on to reach the final. lad? 
Shall I not grateful still the dame survey. 
And ask the muse the poet's debt to pay? 

Nor I alone, who hold a trifler's pen, 
But half our bench of wealthy, weighty men, 
Who rule our Borough, who enforce our laws; 
They own the matron as the leading cause, 
And feel the pleasing debt, and pay the just applause : 
To her own bonse is borne the week's supply ; 
There she in credit lives, there hopes in peace to die. 

With her a harmless idiot we behold, 
Who boards up silver shells for shining gold ; 
These he preserves, with unremitted care, 
To buy a seat, and reign the Borough's mayor : 
Alas!— who could the ambitious changeling tell, 
That what he sought our rulers dared to sell 7 

Near these a sailor, in that hut of thatch 
(A fish-boat's cabin is its nearest match). 
Dwells, and the dungeon is to him a seat. 
Large as he wishes — in his view complete: 
A lockless coffer and a lidless hutch 
That hold his stores, have room for twice as mueh : 
His one vput shirt, long glass, and iron box. 
Lie all in view ; no need has he for locks : 
Here he abides, and as our strangeis pass. 
He shows the sliipping, he presents the glass; 
He makes (unaak'd) their poru and business known, 
And (kindly heard) tnnM quickly to his own. 



Of noble captains, heroes every one,— 

You might as soon have made the siee|rfe run : 

And then his messmates, if you 're pleased to slay, 

He '11 one by one the gallant soub display. 

And as the story verges to an end. 

He '11 wind from deed to deed, from friend to friend; 

He 'U speak of those long lost, the brave of old. 

As princes generous and as heroes bold ; 

Then will bis feelings rise, till you may trace 

Gloom, like a cloud, frown o'er his manly faee,— 

And then a tear or two, which sting his pride; 

These he will dash indignantly aside. 

And splice his tale;— now take him from his cot. 

And for some cleaner birth exchange his lot, 

How will he all that cruel eid deplore? 

His heart will break, and he will fight no more. 

Here is the poor old merchant : he declined. 
And, as they say, is not in perfect mind ; 
In hn poor house, with one poor maiden Mend, 
Quiet he paces to his journey's end. 

Rich in his youth, he traded and he fsiTd ; 
Again he triedj again his fate prevatl'd; 
His spirits low and his exertions small. 
He fell perforce, he seem'd decreed to h\\: 
Like the gay knight, unapt to rise was be, 
Bot'downward sank with sad alacrity. 
A borough-place we gain'd him— in disgraee 
For gross neglect, he quickly lost the place ; 
But still he kept a kind of sullen pride. 
Striving his wants to hinder or to hide : 
At length, compell'd by very need, in grief 
He wrote a proud petition for relief. 

• He did suppose a fall, like his, would prove 
Of force to wake their sympathy and love; 
Would make them feel the changes all may know, 
And stir them up a new regard to showN 

His suit was granted ; — to an ancient maid, 
Relieved herself, relief for him was paid : 
Here they together (meet companions) dwell. 
And dismal tales of man's misfortunes tell : 
■ 'T was not a world for them, God help them! they 
Could not deceive, nor flatter, nor betray; 
But there *s a happy change, a scene to come. 
And they, God help them ! shall be soon at home.* 

If these no pleasures nor enjoyments gain. 
Still none their spirits nor their speech restrain ; 
They sigh at ease, 'mid comforts they complain. 
The poor will grieve, the poor will weep and sigh. 
Both when they know, and when they know not why ; 
But we our bounty with such care bestow. 
That cause for grieving they sliall seldom know. 

Your plan I love not;— with a number you 
Have placed your poor, your pitiable few ; 
There, in one house, throughout their lives to be, 
The pauper-palace which they hate to see : 
That giant-building, that high-bounding wall. 
Those bare-worn walks, that lofty thundering hall ! 
That large loud clock, which tolls each dreaded hour. 
Those gates and locks, and all those signs of power : 
It is a prison, with a milder name. 
Which few inhabit without dread or shame. 

Be it agreed — tlie poor who hither come 
Partake of plenty, seldom found at home; 
That airy rooms and decent beds are meant 
To give the poor by day, by night, content ; 
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That none are fri{;hlen'd, once admitted here, 
By the stem looks of lordly overseer : 
Grant that the guardians of the place attend, 
And ready ear to each petition lend ; 
That they desire the grieving poor to show 
What ills they feel, what partial acts they know, 
Not without promise, nay desire to heal 
Each wrong they suffer and each wo they feel. 

Alas ! their sorrows in their hosoms dwell ; 
They 've much to suffer, but have nought to tell ; 
They have no evil in the place to state, 
And dare not say, it is the house they hate : 
They own there 's granted all such place can give, 
But live repining, for 't is there they live. 

Grandsires are there, who now no more must see, 
No more must nurse upon the trembling knee 
The lost loved daughter's infuit progeny : 
Like death's dread mansion, this allows not place 
For joyful meetings of a kindred race. 

Is not the matron there, to whom the son 
Was wont at each declining day to run ; 
He (when his toil was over) gave delight. 
By lifting up the latch, and one • good night?* 
Yes, she is here; but nightly to her door 
The son, still lab' ring, can return no more. 
Widows arc here, who in their huts were left. 
Of husbands, children, plenty, ease bereft; 
Yet all that grief within the humble shed 
Was soften'd, soften'd in the humble bed : 
But here, in all its force, remains the grief. 
And not one soft'ning object for relief. 

Who can, when here, the social neighbour meet? 
Who learn the story current in the street ? 
Who to the long-known intimate impart 
Facts they have leam'd or feelings of the heart? — 
They talk indeed, but who can chuse a friend, 
Or seek companions at their journey's end 7 
Here are not those whom they, when in^nts, knew ; 
Who, with like fortune, up to manhood grew; 
Who, with like troubles, at old age arrived ; 
Who, like themselves, the joy of life survived; 
Whom time and custom so fanfiliar made. 
That looks the meaning in the mind convey'd : 
But here to strangers, words nor looks impart 
The various movements of the suffering heart ; 
Nor will that heart with those alliance own, 
To whom its views and hopes are all unknown. 
What, if no grievous fears their lives annoy, 
[s it not worse no prospects to enjoy? 
'T is cheerless living in such bounded view. 
With nothing dreadful, but with nothing new ; 
Nothing to bring them joy, to make them weep, — 
The day itself is, like the night, asleep : 
3r on the sameness if a break be made, 
T is by some pauper to his grave convey'd ; 
Ry smuggled news from neighb'ring village told, 
Sews never true, or truth a twelvemonth old; 
)y some new inmate doom'd with them to dwell, 
[)r justice come to see that all goes well ; 
)r change of room, or hoar of leave to crawl 
)n the black footway winding with the wall, 
rill the stern bell forbids, or master's sterner call. 

Here too the mother sees her children train'd, 
ler voice excluded and her feelings pain'd : 
Vho govern here, by general rules must move, 
Vhere nithless custom rends the bond of love. 



Nations we know have nature's law tninsgress'd. 
And snatch'd the infant from tlie parentis breast ; 
But still for public good the boy was train'd. 
The mother suffer'd, but the matron gain'd : 
Here nature's outrage serves no cause to aid ; 
The ill is felt, but not the Spartan made. 
Then too I own, it grieves me to behold 
Tliose ever virtuous, helpless now and old, 
By all for care and industry approved. 
For truth respected, and for temper loved ; 
And who, by sickness and misfortune tried. 
Gave want its worth and poverty its pride: 
I own it grieves me to behold them sent 
From their old home ; 't is pain, 't is punishment, 
To leave each scene familiar, every face. 
For a new people and a stranger race ; 
For those who, sunk in sloth and dead to shame, 
From scenes of guilt with daring spirits came; 
Men, just and guileless, at such manners start, 
And bless their God that time has fenced their heart, 
Confirm'd tlieir virtue, and expell'd the fear 
Of vice in minds so simple and sincere. 

Here the good pauper, losing all the praise 
By worthy deeds acquired in better days, 
Breathes a few months, then, to his chamber led, 
Expires, while strangers prattle round his bed. 
The grateful hunter, when his horse is old. 
Wills not the useless fiivourite to be sold ; 
He knows his former worth, and gives him place 
In some fair pasture, till he runs his race : 
But has the labourer, has the seaman done 
Less worthy service, though not dealt to one? 
Shall we not then contribute to their ease. 
In their old haunts, where ancient objects please? 
That, till their sight sliall fail them, they may trace 
The well-known prospect and the long-loved face. 

The noble oak, in distant ages seen, 
With far-stretch'd boughs and foliage fresh and green, 
Though now its bare and forky branches show 
How much it lacks the vital warmth below, 
The stately ruin yet our wonder gains, 
Nay, moves our pity, without thought of pains : 
Much more shall real wants and cares of age 
Our gentler passions in their cause engage ; — 
Drooping and burthen'd with a weight of years, 
What venerable ruin man appears ! 
How worthy pity, love, respect, and grief — 
He claims protection — he compels relief ; — 
And shall we send him from our riew, to brave 
The storms abroad, whom we at home might save. 
And let a stranger dig our ancient brother's grave? 
No ! — we will sliield him from the storm he foars. 
And when he falls, embalm him with our tears. 



Farewell to these; but all our poor to know, 
Let 's seek the winding lane, tlie narrow row, 
Subarbian prospects, where the travdler slope 
To see the sloping tenement on props. 
With building yards immix'd, and humble sheds and 

shops; 
Where the Cross-Keys and Plumber'»-Arms invite 
Laborious men to taste their coarse delight ; 
Where the low porches, stretching from the door, 
Gave some distinction in the days of yore. 
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Tec DOW neglected, more offend tbe eye, 
By ^loom and ruin, than the cottage by : 
Places like these the noblest town endures, 
The gayest palace has its sinks and sewers. 

Here is no pavement, no inTiting shop, 
To give us shelter when compell'd to stop ; 
But plashy paddles stand along the way, 
Fill'd by ihe rain of one tempestuous day; 
And these so closely to the buildings run. 
That you must ford them, for you cannot shun ; 
Though here and there convenient bricks are laid. 
And door«de heaps afford their dubious aid. 

Lo ! yonder shed ; observe its garden-ground. 
With the low paling, form'd of wreck, around : 
There dwells a fisher ; if you view his boat. 
With bed and barrel — 't is his house afloat; 
Look at his house, where ropes, nets, blocks, abound, 
Tar, pitch, and oakum — 't is his boat aground : 
That space enclosed, but little he regards. 
Spread o'er with relics of masts, sails, and yards : 
Fish by the wall, on spit of elder, nyt. 
Of all his food, the cheapest and the best. 
By his own labour caught, for liis own hunger dress'd. 

Here our reformers come not; none object 
To paths polluted, or upbraid neglect; 
None care that ashy heaps at doors are cast, 
That coal-dust flies along the blinding blast : 
None heed the stagnant pools on either side, 
Where new-launch'd ships of infant sailors ride : 
Rodneys in rags here British valour boast. 
And lisping Nelsons fright the Gallic coast. 
They fix the mdder, set the swelling sail. 
They point the bowsprit, and they blow the gale : 
True to her port, the frigate scuds away, 
And o'er that frowning ocean finds her bay : 
Her owner rigged her, and he knows her worth, 
And sees her, fearless, gunwale-deep go forth ; 
Drcadless he views his sea, by breezes curl'd, 
When inch'-high billows vex the watery worid. 

There, fed by food they love, to rankest siie, 
Around tlie dwellings docks and wormwood rise; 
Here the strong mallow strikes her slimy root. 
Here the dull night-shade hangs her deadly fruit ; 
On hills of dust the henbane's faded green, 
And pencil'd flower of sickly scent is seen ; 
At the wall's base the fiery nettle springs. 
With fruit globose and fierce with poison'd stings ; 
Above (the growth of many a year) is spread 
The yellow level of the stone-crop's bed ; 
In every chink delights the fern to grow, 
With ^ossy leaf and tawny bloom below : ' 
These, with our sea-weeds, rolling up and down, 
Form tlie contracted Flora * of the town. 

Say, wilt thou more of scenes so sordid know? 
Then will I lead thee down the dusty row ; 
By the warm alley and the long cloee lane,— 
There mark the fractured door and paper'd pane, 
Where flags the noon-tide air, and, as we pass. 
We fear to breathe the putrefying mass : 

'Thif ioea«f7 h, I natt •ckaowlad^, Ina eenalndefp-M lik« that 
iMTStolbra daacribed la tha Vlllafa ; bat that also wai a narltima 
OMBtrf ;--lf tb« objaeu ba ifaBllar, tb« pictaraa mast (la thalr 
prladpai featnrat) ba allka, or ba bad pkiaras. I hava rarlad 
than at naob as I oonid, ooMbteatly with my with to ba aoeorate. 

* Tha raadar aaaoqaalstad with tha langaaga ol hotaay it Infor- 
■ad, that tha Flon of a plaoa iMaat tha vagaiabla tpaelat It ooa- 
ulot, aad It tha titia of a b«ok whieh detcrlbet thaai. 



But fearless yonder nuitron ; she disdains 
To sigh for zephyrs from ambrosial plains; 
But mends her meshes lorn, and pours her lay 
All in the stilling fervour of the day. 

Her naked children round the alley run. 
And roH'd in dust, are bronzed beneath the sun ; 
Or gambol round the dame, who, loosely dress'd, 
Woos the coy breeze, u> fiin the open breast : 
She, once a handmaid, strove by decent art 
To cliarm her saiWs eye and touch his heart ; 
fler bosom then was veil'd in kerchief clean. 
And fancy left to form the charms unseen. 

But when a wife, she lost her former care, 
Nor thought on charms, nor time for dress could spare; 
Careless she foimd her friends who dwelt beside. 
No rival beauty kept alive her pride : 
Still in her bosom virtee keeps her place. 
But decency is gone, the virtues' guard and grace. 

See that long boarded building !— By these stairs 
Each humble tenant to that home repairs — 
By one laiige window lighted— it was made 
For some bold project, some design in trade : 
This fail'd, — and one, a humorist in his way 
(III was the humour), bought it in decay ; 
Nor will he sell, repair, or tak^ it down ; 
'T is his, — what cares he for the talk of town 7 

■ No ! he will let it to the poor; — a home 
Where he delights to see the creatures come :> 
«They nuy be thieves;-— > Well, so are richer men ;• 

■ Or idlers, cheats, or prostitutes :• — « What then !• 
« Outcasts pursued by justice, vile and base ;■ — 

■ They need the more his pity and the place :» 
Convert to system his vain mind has built, * 
He gives asylum to deceit and guilt. 

In this vast room, each place by habit fix'd, 
Are sexes, families, and ages mix'd, — 
To union forced by crime, by fear, by need. 
And all in morals and in modes agreed ; 
Some ruin'd men, who from mankind remove; 
Some ruin'd females, who yet talk of love; 
And some grown old in idleness — tlie prey 
To vicious spleen, still railing through the day ; 
And need and misery, vice and danger bind 
In sad alliance each degraded mind. 

That window view ! — oil'd paper and old glass 
Stain the strong rays, which, though impeded, pass, 
And give a dusty warmth to that huge room. 
The conquer'd sunshine's melancholy gloom; 
When all those western rays, without so bright. 
Within become a ghastly glimmering light, 
As pale and faint upon the floor they fall. 
Or feebly gleam on the opposing waJl : 
That floor, once oak, now pieced with fir unplaned, 
Or, where not pieced, in places bored and stain'd; 
That wall once whiten'd, now an odious sight, 
Stdin'd with all hues, except its ancient white ; 
The only door is fasten'd by a pin. 
Or stubborn bar, that none may hurry in : 
For this poor room, like rooms of greater pride. 
At times contains what prudent men would hide. 

Where'er the floor allows an even space. 
Chalking and marks of various games have place ; 
Boys without foresight, pleased in halters swing ; 
On a fix'd hook men cast a flying ring ; 
While gin and snuff their female neighbours share, 
And the black beverage in the fractured ware. 
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On swiiigingf shelf are thin(p incongnioot stored,— 
Scraps of their food, — the cards and cribbage-board, — 
With pipes and pouches; while on peg bekm, 
Hang a lost member^s fiddle and its bow : 
That still reminds them how be 'd dance and play, 
Ere sent untimely to the convicts' Bay. 

Here by a curtain, by a blanket there. 
Are various beds cooceal'd, but none with care; 
Where some by day and some by night, as best 
Suit their employments, seek uncertain rest; 
The drowsy children at their pleasure creep 
To the known crib, and tliere securely sleep. 

Each end contains a grate, and these beside 
Are hung utensils for their boil'd and fried — 
All used at any hour, by night, by day. 
As suit the purse, the person, or the prey. 

Above the fire, the mantel-shelf contains 
Of china-ware some poor unmatch'd remains; 
Tliere many a tea-cup s gaudy fragment stands, 
All placed by vanity's unwearied hands; 
For here she lives, e'en here she looks about, 
To find some small consoling objects out : 
Nor heed these Spartan dames their house, nor sit 
'Mid cares domestic, — they nor sew nor knit; 
But of their fote discourfe, their ways, their wars. 
With arm'd authorities, their 'scapes and scar* : 
These lead to present evils, and a cup, 
If fortune grant it, winds description up. 

High hung at either end, and next tlie wall. 
Two ancient mirrors show the forms of all. 
In all their force ;~>theia aid them in their dress. 
But with the good, the evils too express. 
Doubling estch look of care, each token of distress. 



LETTER XIX. 



THE POOR OF THE BOROUGH.— THE PARISH- 
CLERK. 

Nam diTM qai Beri valt, 
Bt 9lt6 Tvlt fieri ; Md q«c ravvrootia I^ffna, 
QaU matMt sot poder ett amima ppo p waatia svsri t 

Jvvisain Sat. 14. 

IfocM bravea tl feriA ladalslt can g opot — , 
Et 1010 venata ihoro Jan BMaibra qoiaaeaac, 
CoQUnad i—plan M vlelad Ifaaiabapaa, 
Be qaod piffdpaii aiaaUM t ada Ti bat aifai, 
Te vidM la «MMk ; taa aaora at aaior iaiafo 
Hanaai carbai pavidaai, ea|ttq«a fttari. 

JevnAiM Sat. i3. 



The Pansh^Clerk began his Duties with the late Vicar, a 
grave and austere Man; one fully orthodox ; a De- 
tecter and Oppoeer of the Wiles of Satan— >His Opi- 
nion of his own Fortitude — ^The more frail offended 
by these Professions — His good Advice gives further 
Provocation — They invent Stratagems to overcome his 
Virtue — His Triumph— He is yet not invulnerable: is 
assaulted by Fear of Want, and Avarice— He gradually 
yidds to the Seduction — He reasons with himself and 
is persuaded— He offends, but vrith Terror ; repeaU 
his Ofiience ; grows familiar with Grime; is detected 
—His Sufferings and Death. 



WrrH our late vicar; and his age the same, 

His clerk, bight Jachin, to his office came; 

The like slow speech was his, the like tall slender frame: 

But Jachin was the gravest man on ground, 

And heard his masters jokes with look profound ; 

For worldly wealth this man of letters eigh'd. 

And had a sprinkling of the spirit's pride: 

But he was sober, chaste, devout, and just. 

One whom his neighbours could believe and trust : 

Of none suspected, neither man nor maid 

By him were wrong'd, or were of him afraid. 

There was indeed a frown, a trick of state 
In Jachin ; — formal was his air and gait ; 
But if he seem'd more solemn and lets kind 
Than some light men to light affairs confined. 
Still 't was allowed that he should so bdiave 
As in high scat, and be severely grave. 

This book-taught man, to man's first foe profass'd 
Defiance stem, and hate that knew not rest; 
He held that Satan, since the world began, 
In every act, had tirfSe with every nun; , 
That never evil deed on earth was done. 
But of the acting parties he was mm; 
The flattering guide to make ill prospects clear ; 
To smooth rough vrays the constant pioneer ; 
The ever-tempting, soothing, softening power. 
Ready to cheat, seduce, deceive, devour. 

« Me has the sly seducer oft withstood,* 
Said pious Jachin,— • but he gels no good; 
I pass the house where swings the tempting sign. 
And pointing, tell him, ' Satan, that is tbtoe :* 
I pass the damsels pacing dovm the street. 
And look mora grave and solemn when we meet; 
Nor doth it irk me to rebuke their smiles, 
Their wanton ambling and their vratchful wiles: 
Nay, like the good John Bunyan, when I view 
Those forms, 1 'm angry at the ills they do ; 
That I could pinch and spoil, ia sin's de^tile. 
Beauties ! which ftrail and evil thou|^ts excite.* 

• At feasts and banquets seldom am I found. 
And (save at church) abhor a tuneful sound; 
To plays and shows I run not 10 and fin^ 
And when my master goes forbear to go.* 

No wonder Satan took the thing amiss, 
To be opposed by such a man as this— 
A man so grave, important, cautious, wise. 
Who darsd not trast his feeling or his eyes; 
No wonder he should lurk and lie in wait. 
Should fit his hooks and ponder on bis bait. 
Should on his movements keep a watchful eye; 
For he pursued a fish who led the fry. 

With his own peace our olerk was not content. 
He tried, good man ! to make his friends repent 

« Nay, nay, my firiends, from inns and taverns fly; 
Tou may suppress your tfairsc, but not supply; 
A foolish proverb says, * the devil 's at home;' 
But he is there, and tempts in every room : 
Men fpel, they know not why, snch places please; 
His are the spells— they 'ra idleness and eaee ; 
Magic of fatal kind he throws around. 
Where care is banish'd but the heart is bound. 

■ Think not of beauty ; when a maid you meet. 
Turn from her view and step across die ttpeet; 



* Joha Baafaa, la aaa of tha iMBf _ 
Taatavad to makm pablie lUa aauaoidlaary 
frlQid piety of oar dork ao raadll j adopted. 
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Dread all the lez: their looks oreate a chann, 

▲ smile should fright you and a word alann : 

E'en I myself, with all my watchful care, 

llare for an instant felt th' insidious snane. 

And caught my sinful eyes at th' endangeriBg stare; 

Till I was forced to smite my bounding breast 

With forceful blow, and hid the bold-one rest. 

« Go not with crowds when they to pleasure mn, 
But public joy in private safety shun : 
When bells» direrled from their true intent. 
Ring loud for some deluded mortal sent 
To hear or make long spoech in parliament; 
What time the many, that unruly beast, 
Roart its rough joy and shares the final feasts 
Then heed my counsel, shut thine ears and eyes; 
A few will hear m^—for the few are wise.* 

Not Satan's friends, nor Satan's self could bear 
The cautious man who took of souls such care; 
\n interloper,-- one who, out of place. 
Had volunteered upon the side o| gmce: 
There was his master ready once a week 
To give advice; what further need he seekf 
* Amen, so be it :•— what had be to do 
With more than thisl—'t was ins(4ent and new; 
And some determined on a way to see 
How frail he was, thai so it might not be. 

First they essay'd to tempt our saint to sin, 
By points of doctrine argued at an inn; 
Where he might warmly reason, deeply drmk. 
Then lose all power to aigue and to think. 

In vain they tried; he took the question up, 
Oear'd every doubt, and barely touch'd the ciq»: 
By many a text he proved his doetrine sound. 
And look'd in triumph on the tempters round. 

Next 't was their cars an artful lass to find, 
Who might consult him, as perplex'd in mind: 
She they conceived might put her case with feact. 
With tender tremblings and seducing tears; 
She might such charms of various kind display. 
That he would feel their force and melt away: 
For why of nymphs such caution and such dread. 
Unless he felt and fear'd to be misled 7 

She came, she spake: he calmly heard her case, 
And plainly told her 't was a want of grace; 
' Bade her « such fancies and affections check. 
And wear a thicker muslin on her neck.* 
Abased, his human foes the combat fled. 
And the stem clerk yet higher held hn head. 
They were indeed a weak, impatient set, 
But their shrewd prompter had fais engines ynt; 
Had various means to make a mortal trip, 
Who shunn'd a flowing bowl and rosy Up ; 
And knew a thousand ways his heart to move. 
Who flies from banquets and who laughs at love. 

Thus far the playful Muse has lent her aid. 
But now departs, of graver theme afraid ; 
Her may we seek in more appropriate time,— 
There is no jesting with distress and crime. 

Our worthy clerk had now arrived at fame, 
Such as but few in his degree might claim; 
But he was poor, and wanted not the sense 
That lowly rates the praise without the pence: 
He saw the common herd with reverence treat 
The weakest burgess whom they chanced to meet ; 
While few reacted his exalted views, 
And all beheld his doublet and his shoes: 



None, when they meet, would to liis parts allow 
(Save his poor boys) a hearing or a bow: 
To this false judgment of the vulgar mind, 
He was not fully, as a saint, resign'd ; 
He found it much his jealous soul affect, 
To fear derision and to find neglecL 

The year was had, the ehristsning^fees were small. 
The weddings few, the parties paupers all : 
Desire of gain with fear of want combined, 
Raised sad commotion in his wounded mind ; 
Wealth was in all his tlioughts, his views, his dreams. 
And prompted base desires and basdess schemes. 

Alas! how often erring mortals keep 
The strongest watch against the foes who sleep ; 
While the more wakeful, bold, and artful foe 
Is suffered guardless and unmark'd to go. 

Once in a month the sacramental bread 
Our clerk witli wine upon the table spread; 
The custom this, that, as the ricar reads, 
He for our off rings round the church proceeds: 
Tall spacious seals the wealthier people hid, 
And none had view of what his neighbour did ; 
Laid on the box and mingled when they fell, 
Who should the worth of each oblation tellT 
Now as poor Jachin took (he usual round. 
And saw the alms and heard the metal sound. 
He had a thought; — at first it was no more 
Than — • tliese have cash and give it to die poor:* 
A second thought horn thb to work began^ 
« And ean ibey givett to a poorer man U 
Proceeding thus,—* My merit could they know. 
And knew my need, how freely they'd bestow ! 
But though they know not, these remain the same; 
And are a strong, although a secret claim : 
To me, alas! the want and worth are known. 
Why then, in tact, 't is hut to take 9iy owB.a 

Thought after thought ponr'd in, a tempting train,— 
• Suppose it done,— who is it could complain T 
How could the poor! for they such trifles share. 
As add no oomfort, as snppretf no care; 
But many a pittance makes a worthy he«p,~> 
What says the lawf Miat silence puts to sleep :— 
Nought then f<Mrt>ids, the danger corid we shun. 
And sure the business may be safely done. 

■ But am I eanestT— earnest? No. — I say, 
If such my mind, that I could plan a way ; 
Let me reflect;—! 've not allowed me time 
To purse the pieces, and if dropp'd they'd ehime :• 
Fertile is eril in the soul of man,— 
He paused,— said Jachin, • Tbey may drop on bran. 
Why then 't is safe and (aU eonsidei'd) just. 
The poor receive it,— 't is no breaoh of trust: 
The old and widows may their trifles miss, 
There must be evil in a good like this : 
But I HI be kind— t|ie sick I 'U visit twice. 
When now but once, and freely give advice. 
Yet let me fliink again.«— Again he tried. 
For stronger reasons on his passion's side. 
And quickly these were found, yet slowly he complied. 

The morning came : the common service done,— 
Shut every door,— the solemn rite begun,— 
And, as the priest the sacred sayings read. 
The clerk went forward, trembling as be tread ; 
O^er the tall pew he held the box, and heard 
The offered piece, rqoicing as he fear'd : 

•4 
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Just by the pillar, as he cautious tripp'd. 
And tum'd the aile, he then a portion slipp'd 
From the full store, and to the pocket sent. 
But held a moment — and then down it went 

The priest read on, on walk'd the man afraid, 
Till a gold offering in the plate was laid; 
Trembling lie took it, for a moment stopp'd, 
Then down it fell, and sounded as it dropp'd; 
Amazed he started, for th' affrighted man, 
Ix>st and bewilder'd, thought not of the bran ; 
But all were silent, all on things intent 
Of high concern, none ear to money lent; 
So on he walk'd, more cautious than before, 
And gain'd the purposed sum and one piece more. 

Practice makesperfect; — when the month came round, 
He dropp'd the cash, nor listen'd for a sound ; 
But yet, when last of all th* assembled flock, 
He ate and drank,— it gare th' electric shock : 
Oft was he forced his reasons to repeat. 
Ere he could kned in quiet at his seat; 
But custom soothed him — ere a single year 
All this was done without restraint or fear : 
Cool and collected, easy and composed. 
He was correct till all the service closed; 
Then to his home, without a groan or sigh, 
Grarely he went, and laid his treasure by. 

Want will complain : some widows had expreas'd 
A doubt if they were f avour'd like the rest ; 
The rest described with like r^ret their dole. 
And thus from parts they reason'd to the whole; 
When all agreed some eril must be done. 
Or rich men's hearts grew harder than a stone. 

Our easy ricar cut the matter short; 
He would not listen to such rile report. 

All were not thus — there govem'd in that year 
A stern stout churl, an angry overseer ; 
A tyrant fond of power, loud, lewd, and most severe : 
Him the mild vicar, him the graver clerk. 
Advised, reproved, but nothing would he mark. 
Save the disgrace, • and that, ray friends,* said he, 
« Will I avenge, whenever time may be.i> 
And now, alas 1 't was time;— from aun to man 
Doubt and alarm and shrewd suspicions ran. 

With angry spirit and with sly intent. 
This parish-ruler to the altar went; 
A private mark he fix'd on shillings three, 
And but one mark could in the money see ; 
Besides, in peering round, he chanced to note 
A sprinkling slight on Jachin's Sunday-coat : 
All doubt vras over :— when the flock were bleas'd, 
In wrath he rose, and thus his mind ezpress'd. 

• Foul deeds are here!* and saying this, be took 
The clerk, whose conscience, in her cold-fit, shook : 
His pocket then was emptied on the place; 
Alt saw his guilt; all witness'd his disgrace : 
He fell, he fainted, not a groan, a look, 
Escaped the culprit; 't was a final stroke— 
A death-wound never to be heal'd'-a hh 
That all had witness'd, and amased were all. 

As he recovered, to hb mind it came, 

■ I owe to Satan this disgrace and shame: • 
All the seduction now appeared in view ; 

■ Let me withdraw,* he said, and he withdrew; 
No one withheld him, ail in union cried, 

E'en the avenger, — « We are satisfied :» 



For what has death in any form to give. 
Equal to that man's terrors, if he live? 

He lived in freedom, but he hourly saw 
How much more ^tal justice is than law; 
He saw another in his office reign. 
And his mild master treat him with disdain ; 
He saw that all men shunn'd him, some reviled, 
The harsh pass'd frowning, and the simple smiled ; 
The town maintain'd him, but with some reproof, 

• And clerks uid scholars proudly kept aloof.* 

In each lone place, dejected and dismay'd, 
Shrinking from view, his wasting form he laid ; 
Or to the restless sea and roaring wind 
Gave the strong yearnings of a ruin'd mind : 
On the broad beach, the silent summer-day, 
Siretch'd on some wreck, he wore his life away; 
Or where the river mingles with the sea. 
Or on the mud-bank by the elder-tree. 
Or by the bounding marsh-dyke, there was he : 
And when unable to forsake the town. 
In the blind courts he sate desponding down — 
Always alone; then feebly would he crawl 
The church-way walk, and lean upon the wall : 
Too ill for tliis, he lay beside the door, 
GompcU'd to hear the reasoning of the poor: 
Ile look'd so pale, so weak, the pitying crowd 
Their firm belief of his repentance voVd ; 
They saw him then so ghastly and so thin. 
That they exclaim'd, • Is this the work of sinT* 

« Yes,> in his better moments, he replied, 

• Of sinful avarice and the spirit's pride; 
While yet untempted, I was safe and well; 
Temptation came; I reason'd, and I fell : 
To be man's guide and glory I design'd, 

A rare example for our sinful kind; 
But now my weakness and ray guilt I sec, 
And am a warning — man, be wam'd by me !» 
He said, and saw no more the human face ; 
To a lone loft he went, his dying place. 
And, as the vicar of his state inquired, 
Tum'd to the wall and silently expired ! 



LETTER XX. 



THE POOR OF THE BOROUGH. — ELLEN ORIORD. 

Pitlenee and wanow Urov« 
Wbo shoald ozprcM her goodilMt. 

SaAsanASB. 

• No bharmt th* now can boaat,*— H la tna, 
Bat Mbar <tenMn whher too : 

• Aad aha Uold,> — tbo het I kaow« 
Aad old will othar horoiaaa frow; 
Bat not Ilka theaa haa she beaa laid. 
la rain'd oaatle, aora dUaay'd ; 
Wbore naaghty aaa aad shoatif aprlght 

FiU'd iwr para SBlad with awe aad draad, 
Biaik'd roaad tha iWNa, pat oat tha light, 

Aad ahooh iha oarulia roaod bar bad. 
No craal ancle kept ber land. 
No tytant Catber forced ber bead; 

She bad do vizea Tirgla-aaai, 
Wliboat wboaa aid she ooald aot eat, 
Aad yet wbo polaoa'd all her aaeat, 

Wiib gibe aad aaeer aad taaat. 
Yet of the berolae the 'd a ahare, 
She laved a lorer froai deipair. 
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And grasiadill hit wl»h, la tplte 
Of wliat ibe ka«w iBd Mt ^nt right : 

Bat h«roIa« thaa 00 laora. 
She owa'd th« faatt, aad w«pt aod pny'd. 
Aad hoaibij took the pariah aid,. 

▲ad dawlt aaoBf tha poor. 



Tha Widow's Cottage — Bttnd Elles one — Ben not the 
Sorrowt or Adrentiires of Heroines — What these are, 
first described — Deserted Wives ; rash Lovers; cour- 
a^^tis Damsels; in desolated Mansions; in grievous 
Perplexity — These Evils, however severe, of short Du- 
ration— Ellen's Story — Her Employment in Childhood 
—First Love; first Adventure; its miserable Termina- 
tion-^An idiot Daughter — A Husband — Care in Busi- 
ness without Success— The Han's Despondency and 
its Effect — ^Their Children: how disposed of — One 
particularly unfortunate — Fate of the Daughter — 
Ellen keeps a School and is happy — Becomes blind : 
loses her School — Her Consolations. 



OssBKVB yon tenement, apart and small, 
Where the wet pebbles shine upon the wall ; 
Where the low benches lean beside the door, 
And the red paling bounds the space before ; 
Where thrift and lavender, and lad's-love * bloom,— 
That humble dwelling is the widow's home. 
There live a pair, for various fortimes known, 
But the blind Ellen will relate her own :— 
Yet ere we hear the story she can tell, 
On prouder sorrows let us briefly dwell. 

I 've often marvel'd, when by night, by day, 
1 've mark'd the manners moving in my way. 
And heard the language- and beheld tlie lives 
Of lass and lover, goddesses and wives. 
That books, which promise much of life to give. 
Should show so liKlehow -we truly live. 

To me it seeins, their females and their men 
Are but the creatures of the author^s pen ; 
Nay^ creatures borrowed, and again conveyed 
From book to book — the diadows of a shade : 
Life, if they ^d search, would show them many a change ; 
The ruin sudden and the misery strange! 
With more of grievous, base, and dreadful things. 
Than novelists relate, or poet sings : 
Bnt they, who ought to look the world around, 
Spy out a single spot in faiiry-ground; 
Where all, in torn, ideal forms behold. 
And plots are laid and histories are told. 

Time have I lent — I would their debt were less— 
To flow'ry pages of sublime distress ; 
And to the heroine's soul-distracting fears 
I early gave my sixpences and tears. 
Oft have I travell'd in these tender vales, 
To Darnley-Cottages and Maple-Vales, 
And watch'd the fair-one from the first-bom sigh. 
When Henry pass'd and gazed in passing by ; 
Till I bdield them pacing in the park, 
Close by a coppice where 't was cold and dark. 
When such affection with such fate appear'd. 
Want and a father to be shunn'd and feai'd, 
Without employment, pro8]>ect, cot, or cash. 
That I have judged th* heroic souls were rash. 

> The lad's or boj'a-loTe of Maia ooaatlav k tha pUat M>»lh«ra- 
wood, tha mrUmUla atrommtm of botaaiit*. 



Now shifts the scene, — the fair in tower confined, 
In all things suffers but in change of mind : 
Now woo'd by greatness to a bed of state. 
Now deeply threaten'd^ith a dimgeon's grate; 
Till suffering much and being tried enough. 
She shines, triitmii^ant maid ! — temptation-proof. 

Then was I led to vengeful monks, who mix 
With nymphs and swains, and play unpriestly tricks ; 
Then view'd banditti who in forest wide. 
And cavern vast, indignant virgins hide. 
Who, hemm'd with bands of sturdiest rogues about. 
Find some strange succour, aad come virgins out. 

I've watch'd a wint'ry night on castle-walls, 
I 've stalk'd j>y moonlight through deserted halls. 
And when the weary world was sunk to rest, 
I 've had such sights as — may not be express'd. 

' Lo! that chateau, the western tower decay'd, 
The peasants shun it, — they are all afraid; 
For there was done a deed! — could walls reveal. 
Or timbers tell it, how the heart would feel ! 
Most horrid was it : — for, behold, the floor 
Has stain of blood, and will be clean no more. 
Hark to the winds ! whjch through the wide saloon 
And the long passage send a dismal tune, — 
Music that ghosts delight in; — and now heed 
Yon beauteous nymph, who must unmask the deed. 
See! with majestic sweep she swims alone 
Through rooms, all dreary, guided by a groan ; 
Though windows rattle, and though tap'stries shake, 
And the feet falter every step they take, 
'Mid moans and gibing sprights she silent goes. 
To find a something, which will soon expose 
The villanies and wiles of her determined foes: 
And, having thus adventured, thus endured. 
Fame, wealth, and lover, are for life secured. 

Much have I feared, but am no more afraid. 
When some chaste beauty, by some wretch betray'd. 
Is drawn away with such distracted speed. 
That she anticipates a dreadful deed : 
Not so do I — Let solid walls impound 
The captive fair, and dig a moat around ; 
Let there be braMu locks and bars of steel, 
And keepers cruel, such as never feel ; 
With not a single note the purse supply, 
And when she bega, let men and maids deny : 
Be windows those from which she dares not fall. 
And help so distant, 't is in vain to caU ; 
Still means of freedom will some power devise. 
And from thfi baffled ruffian snatch his prize. 

To Northern Wales, in some sequester'd spot, 
I 've followed fair Louisa to her cot: 
Where, then a wretched and deserted bride,. 
The injured fair-one wish'd from man to hide ; 
Till by her fond repenting Belrille found, 
By some kind chance — the straying of a hound, 
He at her feet craved mercy, nor in vain, 
For the relenting dove flew back again. 

There 's something rapturous in distress, or, oh f 
Could Clementina bear her lot of wo 7 
Or what she underwent could maiden undergo ! 
Tlie day was fix'd; for so die lover sigh'd, 
So knelt and craved, he couldn't be denied; 
When, tale most dreadful ! every hope adieu,— 
For the fond lover is the brother too : 
All o^ier griefs abate; this monstrous grief 
Has no remission, comfort, or relief; 
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Four ample Tolumes, throafjh nch page diaclote, — 
Good Heaven protect ntl oolj woes on woes ; 
Till some strange means afford a sadden Tiew 
t)f some vile plot, and every woe adieu !■ 

Now should we grant these beauties all endure 
Severest pangs, they 've still the speediest core ; 
Before one charm be wither'd from the face. 
Except the bloom, which shall again have place, 
In wedlock ends each wish, in triumph all disgrace; 
And life to come, we furly may suppose, 
One light, bright contrast to these wild dark woes. 

These let as leave, and at her sorrows look, 
Too often seen, but seldom in a book; 
Let her who felt, relate them :— on her chair 
The heroine stis— in former years the fair, 
Now aged and poor; but Ellen Orford knows^ 
That we should humbly take what HcaVn bestows. 

• My father died —again my mother wed, 
And found the comforts of her life were fled ; 
Her angry husband vex'd, through half his years 
By loss and troubles, fill'd her soul with fears : 
Their children many, and 't was my poor place 
To nurse and wait on all the in^t-race ; 
Labour and hunger were indeed my part. 
And should have strengthen'd an erroneous heart. 

« Sore was the grief to see him angry come, 
And, teased with business, make distress at home : 
The faither^s fury and the children's cries 
I soon could bear, but not my mother^s sighs ; 
For she look'd back on comforts, and would say, 
* I wronged thee, Ellen,* and then turn away : 
Thus for my age's good, my youth was tried, 
And this my fortune till my mother died. 

• So, amid sorrow much and litde cheer — 
A common case, 1 pass'd my twetitieth year; 
For these are frequent evils ; thousands share 
An equal grief~-die like domestic care. 

• Then in my days of bloom, of health and youth. 
One, much above me, voVd his love and truth : 

We often met, he dreading to be seen, 

And much I question'd what such dread might mean) 

Yet 1 believed him true ; my simple heart 

And undirected reason took his part. 

• Can he who loves me, whom 1 love, deceive? 
Can I such wrong of one so kind believe. 

Who lives but in my smile, who trembles when I grieve? 

> He dared not marry, but wrmet m prove 
What sad encroachments and deceits has love; 
Weak that I was, when he, rebuked, withdrew, 
I let him see that I was wretched too ; 
When leu my caution, I had still the pain 
Of his or mine own liveakness to complain. 

■ Happy the lovers class'd alike in life, 
Or happier yet the rich endowing wife; 

t Ai thi» loddeot polntt oat tile work ■Ilodod to, I wiik tt«> b» 
rMiaabored, thai tb« gloomy leooar, tbo qaeralou meUniAolyof 
^tbo Mory, it all I ceatare. The l«Nr"*fl* of tho wrttor It ofMn ani- 
BMttad, aad it, I believe, eorreet : tbe eharMMen well draws, aad the 
BMBBertdeeorlbed freoi real life ; bat tbe perpetaal eooarrenoo of tad 
eveati, ibe protracted iUt of leatiafi aad perplexlag ■lacbaaoet, 
Joiaed witb aacb watpUb laveciiTe, VDallayed by pleataatry or 
■prIgbtliBoee. aad tben ooatlaaed tbroagb aaay baadred pages, 
reader pabUcatioae, lateaded for aBaaeaWDt and eaaeaMd with 
ability, beery and dbpleaeiag :— yon Had yoor faronrite penont 
bappy la tbe ead ; but ibey bare teased yoa to aacb witb ibeir 
perpleiitlee by tbe way, Ibat yoa were f^nently dltpoeed to qait 
tboM in their dletreuee. 



But most aggrieved the fond'belicvitig maid. 

Of her rich lover tenderly afraid : 

You judge th' event ; for grievoua was my fal^ 

Painful to fed, and shameful to relate: 

All ! sad it was my burthen to sustain, 

When the least misery was the dread of pain ; 

When I have grieving told him my disgrace. 

And plainly mark'd indifference in his face. 

■ Bard ! with these fears and terrors to behold 
The cause of all, the faithless lover cold ; 
Impatient grown at every wisli denied. 

And barely civil, soothed and gratified'; 
Peevish when urged to think of vows so strong, 
And angry when I spake of crime and wrong. 

■ All this I felt, and still the sorrow grew, 
Because I felt that I deserved it too, 

And begg'd my infant stranger to forgive 

Tbe mother's shame, which in herself must live. 

■When known that shame, I,soon expeU'd from home, 
With a frail sister shared a hovel's gloom ; 
There barely fed — (what could I more request?) 
My infant slumberer sleeping at my breast, 
1 from my window saw his blooming bride, 
And my seducer' smiling at her side : 
Hope lived till then ; 1 sank upon the floor, 
And grief and thought and Reeling were no more: 
Although revived, I judged that life would close^ 
And went to rest, to wonder that I rose: 
My dreams were dismal, wheresoever I sCray'd, 
1 seem'd ashamed, alarm'd, despised, betray'd; 
Always in grief, in guilt, disgraced, forlom, 
Mourning that one so weak, so vile, was bom.; 
The earth a desert, tumult in the sea. 
The birds affrighted fled from tree to tree, 
Obscured the setting sun, and every thing like me. 
But HeaVn had mercy, and my need at length 
Urged me to labour and renew'd my strength. 

■ I strove for patience as a sinner must, 
Yet felt th' opinion of the worid unjust : 
There was my 'lover, in his joy, esteem'd. 
And I, in my distress, as guilty deem'd; 
Yet sure, not all the guilt and shame belong 
To her who feels and suffers for the wrong : 
Tbe cheat at play may use the wealth he 's won, 
But is not honour'd for the mischief done; 
The eheat in love may use each villain-art. 

And boast the deed that breaks the rictim's heart. 

« Four years were past ; I might again have found'^ 
Some erring wish, but for another wound : 
Lovdy my daughter grew, her face was ftiir. 
But no expression ever brighlen'd diefe; 
I doubted long, and vainly strove to make 
Some certain meaning ci the words she spake; 
But meaning that was none, and I surveyed - 
With dread the beauties of my idiot-maid. 

« Still I submitted ;->0h ! 't is meet and fit 
In all we feel to make the heart submit ; 
Gloomy and calm my days, but I .had then, 
It seem'd, attractions for the eyes of men : 
The sober master of a decent trade 
O'erlook'd my errora, and his offer made; 
Reason assented : — true, my heart denied, 
* But thou,' I said, ' shalt be no more my guide.' 

« When wed, our toil and -trouble, pains and care, . 
Of means to live procored ua4mmble share ; 
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Five were our soin,-~uid we, though careful, found 

Oar hope* declining m the year came round : 

For I perceived, yet would not soon perceive. 

My husband stealing from my view to grieve; 

Silent he grew, and when he spoke he sigh'd. 

And surly look'd and peevishly replied : 

Pensive by nature, he had gone of late 

To those who preach'd of destiny and fate. 

Of things fore-doom'd, and of election-grace. 

And how in vain we strive to run our race : 

That all by works and moral worth we gain 

fs to perceive our care and labour vain ; 

That still the more we pay, our debts tlie more remain : 

That he who feels not the mysterious call, 

Lies bound in sin, still growling from the fall. 

My husband felt not : — our persuasion, prayer. 

And Our best reason darken'd his despair ; 

Uis very natnre changed ; he now reviled 

My former conduct,— he reproach'd my child : 

lie talk'd of bastard slips, and cursed his bed. 

And from our kindness to concealment fled ; 

For ever to some evil change inclined, 

To every gloomy thought he lent his mind, 

Nor rest would give to us, nor rest himself could find ; 

His son suspended saw him, long bereft 

Of life, nor prospect of revival left 

■With him died all our prospects, and ooce more 
I shared th' allotments of the parish poor; 
They took my children too, and this I know 
Was just and lawful, but I fdt the blow : 
My idiot-maid and one unhealthy boy 
Were left, a mothei's misery and her joy. 

• Three ions I foUow'd to the grave, and one — 
Ob ! can I speak of that unhappy son 7 
Would all the memory of that time were fled, 
And all those horrors, with my child, were dead! 
Before the worid seduced him, what a' grace 
And smile of gladness shone upon his fsee I 
Then he had knowledge; finely would he write; 
Study to him was pleasure and deliglit; 
Great was his courage, and but few could sttmd 
Against the sleight and vigour of his hand ; 
The maidens loved him; — when he came to die,. 
No, not the coldest could suppress a sigh ; 
Here I must cease — how can I lay, my child 
Was by the bad of either sex beguiled? 
Wont of the bad— they taught him that the laws 
Made wrong and right ; there was no other cause; 
That all religioii was ^e trade of priests. 
And men, whtm dead, must perish like the beasts : — 
And he, so lively and so gay before— ~ 
Ah ! spare a mother — ^I can tell no more. 

•Interest was made that they should not destroy 
The comely form of my deluded boy — 
But pardon came not; damp the place and deep 
Where he was kept, as they 'd a tiger keep ; 
For he, unhappy ! had before them all 
Vow'd he 'd escape, whatever might befall. 

■He*d means of dress, and dress'd beyond his means, 
And so to see him in such dismal scenes, 
I cannot speak it — cannot bear to tell 
Of that sad hour — I heard the passing-bell ! 

■ Slowly they went; he smiled and look'd so smart. 
Yet sure he shuddered when he saw the cart. 
And gave a look — until my dying-day, 
Tliat look will never from, my mind away : 



Oft as I sit, and ever in my dreams, 
I see that look, and they have heard my screams. 
• Now let me qpeak no morc'-^yet all declared 
Tliat one so young, in pity should be spared. 
And one so manly : — on his graceful neck. 
That chains of jewek may be proud to deck. 
To a small mole a mother's lips have press'd, — 
And there the cord — my breath is sore opprcss'd. 

■ 1 now can speak again : — my elder boy 
Was that year drown'd — a seaman in a hoy : 
He left a numerous race ; of these would some 
In their young troubles to my cottage come. 
And these I taught — an humble teacher I — 
Upon their heavenly Parent to rely. 

« Alas ! 1 needed such reliance more : 
My idiot-girl, so simply gay before. 
Now wept in pain ; some wretch had found a time, 
Depraved and wicked, for that coward-crime ; 
I had indeed my doubt, but I suppress'd 
The thought that day and night disturb'd my rest; 
She and that sick-pale brother — but why strive 
To keep the terrors of that time alive? 

■ The hour arrived, the new, th' undreaded pain. 
That came with violence and yet came in vain. 

I saw her die : her brother too is dead ; 
Nor own'd such crime — what b it that I dread? 
« The parish-aid withdrawn, I look'd around. 
And in my school a bleu'd subsistence found — 
My winter^<alm of life : to be of use 
Would pleasant thoughts and heavenly hopes produce ; 
I loved them all ; it soothed me to presage 
The various triab of their riper age, 
Then dwell on mine, and bless the Power who gave 
Pains to correct us, and remorse to save. 

■ Yes ! diese were days of peace, but they are past, — 
A trial came, I will believe, a last; 

1 lost my sight, and my employment gone. 

Useless I live, but to the day live on ; 

Those eyes, which long tlie light of heaven enjoy'd, 

Were not by pain, by agony destroy'd : 

My senses fail not all; I speak, I pray; 

By night my rest, my food I take by day; 

And as my mind looks cheerful to my end, 

I love mankind, and call my God my friend.* 
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TBE POOR OF THE BOROUGH.— ABEL KEENE. 

Cespli ■•llii qate dMioM : altiaa prlaib . 
Cadaac DiwiMllet : hk vfa> at Ilia paar. 

Ova. OilaaJn BnaUl, 

Now tka Splrii sfaakaik axpraMly, that, la the lattar tlBca, foae 
ihall dapait fMa tha MA, ifirlmg head to tadadag apMu aad doo- 
triaac of darib. 

EpUdt io Jimoikf, 



Abel, a poor Man, Teacher of a School of the lower 
Order; is placed in die Office of a Merchant; is alarm- 
ed by Discoonet of the Clerks; luable la reply; 
becomes a Convert ; dresses, drinks, and ridicules his 
former Conduct — The Remonstrance of his Sister, 
a devout Maiden— lis Effect— The Merchant dies— 
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— Aliel returns to Poverty unpitied; bat relieved— His 
abject Condition — His Melancholy — He wanders 
about : is found — His own Account of himself, and 
the Revolutions in his Mind. 



A Quiet simple man was Abel Kccne, 

He meant no harm, nor did he often mean : 

lie kept a school of loud rebellious boys. 

And growing old, grew nervous with the noise; 

When a kind merchant hired his useful pen, 

And made him happiest of accompting men ; 

With glee he rose to every easy day, 

When half the labour brought him twice the pay. 

There were young clerks, and there the merchant's son, 
Choice spirits all, who wish'd him to be one; 
It must, no question, give them lively joy, 
Hopes long indulged, to combat and destroy ; 
At these they level'd all their skill and strength, — 
He fell not quickly, but he fell at length : 
They quoted books, to him both bold and new, 
And scom'd as ^blcs all he held as true ; 
« Such monkish stories and such nursery lies,» 
That he vras struck with terror and surprise. 

M What ! all his life had he the laws obey'd, 
Which they broke throu^ and were not once afraid 7 
Had he so long his evil passions check'd, 
And yet at last had nothing to expect? 
While they their lives in joy and pleasure led. 
And then had nothing, at the end, to dread! 
Was all his priest with so much zeal convey'd, 
A part ! a speech ! for which the man was paid? 
And were his pious books, his solemn prayers, 
Not worth one tale of the admired Voltaire's? 
Then was it time, while yet some years remain'd, 
To drink untroubled and to think uncbain'd, 
And on all pleasures, which his purse could give, 
Freely to seize', and while he lived, to live.i 
Much time he passed in this important strife. 
The bliss or bane of his remairting life; 
For converts all are made with care and grief. 
And pangs attend the birth of unbelief ; 
Nor pass they soon ; — with awe and fear he took 
The floVry way, and cast back many a look. 

The youths applauded much his wise desisn, 
With weighty reasoning o'er their evening wine; 
And much in private 't would their mirth improve. 
To hear how Abel spake of life and love; 
To hear him own what grievous pains it cost. 
Ere the old saint was in the sinner lost. 
Ere his poor mind with every deed alarm'd, 
By wit was settled, and by vice was charm'd. 

For Abel enter'd in his bold career, 
Like boys on ice, with pleasure and with fear ; 
Lingering, yet longing for the joy, he went, 
Repenting now, now dreading to repent : 
With awkward pace, and with himself at war, 
Far gone, yet frighten'd that he went so far; 
Oft for his efforts he 'd solicit praise, 
And then proceed with blunders and delays: 
The young more aptly passion's calls pursue. 
But age and weakness start at scenes so new, 
And tremble when they 've done, for all they dared 
to do. 

At length example Abel's dread removed. 
With small concern he sought tlic joys be loved ; 



Not resting here, he claim'd his share of ftime* 
And first their votary, then their wit became ; 
His jest was bitter and his satire bold. 
When he his tales of formal brethren told; 
What time with pious neighbours he discuss^ 
Their boasted treasure and their boundless trust*: 
■ Such were our dreams,* the jovial elder cried; 
• Awake and live,B his youtliful friends replied. 

Now the gay clerk a modest drab despised. 
And clad him smartly as his friends advised , 
So fine a coat upon his back he threw. 
That not an alley-boy old Abel knew; 
Broad polish'd buttons blazed that coat upon. 
And just beneath the watch's trinkets shone, — 
A splendid watch, that pointed out the time. 
To fly from business and make free with crime: . 
The crimson waistcoat and the silken hose 
Rank'd the lean man among Che Borough beaux : 
His raven hair he cropp'd with fierce disdain. 
And light elastic locks encased his brain : 
More pliant pupil who could hope to find. 
So dcck'd in person and so changed in mind ? 

Wlien Abel walk'd the streets, with pleasant mien 
He met his friends, delighted to be seen; 
And when he rode along the public way. 
No beau so gaudy and no youth so gay. 

His pious sister, now an ancient maid, 
For Abel fearing, first in secret pray'd; 
Then thus in love and scorn her notions she convey'd : 

■ Alas! my brother! can 1 see thee pace 
Hoodwink'd to hell, and not lament thy case. 

Nor stretch my feeble hand to stop thy headlong race? 

Lo ! thou art bound ; a slave in Satan's chain, 

The righteous Abel turn'd tlie wretched Cain ; 

His brothei^s blood against the murderer cried, 

Against thee thine, unhappy suicide ! 

Are all our pious nights and peaceful days. 

Our evening readings and our morning praise. 

Our spiritt' comfort in the trials sent. 

Our hearts* rejoicings in the blessings lent. 

All that o'er grief a cheering influence shed. 

Are these for ever and for ever fled ? 

■ When in the years gone by, the trying years. 
When faith and hope had strife with wanto and fears. 
Thy nerves have trembled till thou couldst not eat 
(Dress'd by thb hand) thy mess of simple meat; 
When, grieved by fastings, gall'd by fates severe, 
Slow pass'd the days of the successless year; 

Still in these gloomy hours, my brother then 
Had glorious views, unseen by prosperous men : 
And when thy heart has felt iu wish denied, 
What gracious texts hast thou to grief applied; 
Till thou hast enter'd in thine humble bed. 
By lofty hopes and heavenly musings fed; 
Then I have seen thy lively looks express 
The spirit's comforu in the man's distress. 

» « Then didst thou cry, exulting, ' Yes, 't is fit, 
•T is meet and right, my heart I that we submit:' 
And wilt thou, Abel, thy new pleasures weigh 
Against such triumphs ?~Oh! repent and pray. 

■ What are thy pleasures?— with the gay to sit, 
And thy poor brain torment for awkward wit; 

All thy good thoughts (thou hatest them) to restrain, 
And give a wicked pleasure to the vain ; 
Thy long lean frame by fashion to attire, 
Tliat lads may laugh and wantons may admire ; 
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T9 raise the mirth of boys, and not to see. 
Unhappy maniac ! that they langh at thee. 

• These boyish follies, which ^one the boy 
Can idly act or gracefully enjoy. 
Add new reproaches to thy fsUen state, 
And make men scorn what they would only hate. 

« What pains, my brother, dost thon take to prove 
A taste for follies which thou canst not loTe? 
Why do thy stiffening limbs the steed bestride— 
That lads may laugh to see thou canst not ride? 
And why (I feel the crimson tinge my chedi) 
I>ost thou by night in Diamond-Alley sneak? 

« Farewell ! the parish will thy sister keep. 
Where she in peace shall pray and sing and sleep, 
SaTO when for thee she mourns, thou wicked, wander- 
ing sheep ! 
When youth is fali'n, there 's hope the young may rise. 
But fallen age for ever hopeless lies: 
Torn up by storms and placed in earth once more, 
The younger tree may sun and soil restore; 
But when the old and sapless trunk lies low, 
No care or soil can former life bestow; 
Resenred for burning is the wortliless tree; 
And what, O Abel! is reserved for thee?* 

These angry words our hero deeply felt. 
Though hard his heart, and indisposed to melt! 
To gain relief he took a glass the more, 
And then went on as careless as before; 
Thenceforth, uncheck'd, amusements he partook, 
And (save his ledger) saw no decent book ; 
Uim found the merchant punctual at his task, 
And that perform'd, he 'd nothing more to ask ; 
lie cared not how old Abel play'd the fool. 
No master he, beyond the hours of school : 
Thus they proceeding, had their wine and joke. 
Till merchant Dixon felt a warning stroke, , 

And, after struggling half a gloomy week, 
Left his poor clerk another friend to seek. 

Alas ! the son, who led the saint astray. 
Forgot the man whose follies made him gay; 
He cared no more for Abel in bis need. 
Than Abel cared about his hackney steed; 
lie now, alas ! had all his earnings spent. 
And thus was left to languish and repent; 
No school nor clerkship found he in the place, 
Now lost to fortune, as before to grace. 

For town-relief the grieving man applied. 
And begg'd vrith tears ^hat some with scorn denied; 
Others look'd down upon the glowing vest. 
And frowning, ask'd him at what price he dress'd? 
Happy for him his country's laws are mild, 
They must support him, though they still reviled; 
Grieved, abject, scom'd, insulted, and betray'd, 
Of God unmindful, and of man afraid, — 
No more he talk'd ; 't was pain, 't was shame to speak. 
His heart was sinking and his frame was weak. 
His sister died with such serene delight. 
He once again began to think ber right; 
Poor like himself, the happy spinster lay, 
And sweet assurance bless'd her 'dying-day: 
Poor like the spinster, he, when death was nigh. 
Assured of noUiing, felt afraid to die. 
The cheerful clerks who sometimes pass'd the door. 
Just mention'd • Abel!* and then thought no more. 
So Abel, pondering on his state forlorn, 
Look'd round for comfort, and was chased by scom« 



And now we saw him on the beach reclined. 

Or causeless walking in the wint'ry wind; 

And when it raised a loud and angry sea. 

He stood and gaied, in wretched reverie: 

He heeded not the frost, the rain, the snow ; 

Gose by die sea he walk'd alone and slow: 

Sometimes his frame through many an hoar he spread 

Upon a tombstone, moveless as the dead; 

And was there found a sad and silent place. 

There would he creep with slow and measured pace: 

Then would he wander by the river's side. 

And fix his eyes upon the falling tide ; 

The deep dry ditch, the rushes in the fen. 

And mossy cragg-pits were his lodgings then : 

There, to his discontented thoughts a prey. 

The melancholy mortal pined away. 

The neighb 'ring poor at length began to speak 
Of Abel's ramblings~-he *d bem gone a week ; 
Tbey knew not where, and Uttle care they took 
For one so friendless and so poor to look. 
At last a stranger, in a pedler's shed. 
Beheld him hanging — he had long been dead. 
He left a paper, penn'd at sundry times; 
Intitled thus — ■ My Groanings and my Grimes !• 

• I was a christian man, and none could lay 
Aught to my charge; I walk'd the narrow way. 
All then was simple faith, serene and pure. 

My hope was steadfast and my prospects sure. 

Then was I tried by want and sickness sore. 

But tliese I clapp^'d my shield of feith before. 

And cares and wants and man's rebukes I bore. 

Alas! new foes assail'd me; I was vain, 

They stung my pride and they confused my brain : 

Oh ! these deluders! with what glee they saw 

Their simple dupe transgress the righteous law ; 

'T was joy to them to view that dreadful strife. 

When faith and frailty warr'd for more than life. 

So with their pleasures they beguiled the heart. 

Then with their logic they allay'd the smart ; 

They proved, (so thought I then) with reasons strong. 

That no man's feelings ever led himvrrong: 

And thus I went, as on the varnbh'd ice, 

The smooth career of unbelief and vice. 

Oft would the youths, with sprightly speech and bold, 

Tlieir witty tales of naughty priests unfold; 

' T was all a craft,' they said, * a cunning trade, 

Not she the priests, but priests religion made: ' 

So I believed:*— No, Abel! to thy grief. 

So thou relinqnish'dst all that was belief: — 

• I grew as very flint, and when the rest 

Laugh'd at devotion, I enjoy'd the jest; 

But this all vanish'd like the morning dew. 

When unemploy'd, and poor again I grew; 

Yea ! I was doubly poor, for I was wicked too. 

> The mouse that trespass'd and the treasure stole. 
Found his lean body fitted to the hole ; 
Till having fetted, he was forced to stay. 
And, festing, starve his stolen bulk away : 
Ah ! worse for me — grown poor, I yet remain 
In sinful bonds, and pray and fast in vain.* 

• At length I thought, although these friends of sin 
Have spread their net and caught their prey therein ; 
Though my hard heart could not for mercy call. 
Because, though great my grief, my faith was small; 
Yet, as the sick on skilfol men rely. 

The soul diseased may to a doctor fly. 
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■ A famous one there was, whose skill had wroii^it 
Cures past belief, and him the sinners sought; 
Numbers there were defiled by mire and filth, 
Whom he recovei'd by his goodly tilth : — 

' Gome then/ I said, ' let me the man behold. 
And tell my case' — 1 saw him and I told. 

■ With trembling voice, ' Oh ! reverend sir,' I said, 
' I once believed, and I was then misled; 

And now such doubts my sinful soul beset, 
I dare not say that I'm a Christian yet 
Canst thou, good sir, by thy superior skill. 
Inform my judgment and direct my will? 
Ah ! give thy cordial; let my soul have rest, 
And be the outward man alone distres»'d ; 
For at my stale I tremble/ — * Tremble more,* 
Said the good man, ' and then rejoice therefore; 
'T is good to tremble; prospects then are foir. 
When the lose soul is plunged in deep despair. 
Once thou wert simply honest, just and pure, 
Whole, as thou thought'st, and never wish'd a core: 
Now thou hasr plunged in folly, shame, disgrace; 
Now thou'rt an object meet for healing grace; 
No merit thine, no virtue, hope, belief, 
Nothing hast thou, but misery, sin, and grief. 
The best, the only tides to relief.' 

- ' What must I do,' I said, 'my soul to free?' 
' —Do nothing, man, it will be done for thee.* 
'But must 1 not, my reverend guide, believe?' 
' —If thou art call'd, thou wilt the faith receive:'— 
' But I repent not.*— Angry he replied, 
* If thou art called, thou needest nought beside : 
Attend on us, and if 't is Heaven's decree, 
The call will come,— if not, ah! wo for tliec.* 

* There then I waited, ever on the watch, 
A spark of hope, a ray of light to catch; 
His words feU softly like the fiakes of snow. 
But I could never find my heart o'erflow: 
He cried aloud, till in the flock began 
The sigh, the tear, as caught from man to maa ; 
They wept and they rejoiced, and there was I, 
Hard as a flint, and as the desert dry. 
To me no tokens of the call would come, 
1 fdt my sentence and received my doom; 
But I complain'd— * Let thy repinings cease, 
Oh ! man of sin, for they thy guilt increase; 
It bloweth where it listeth;— die in peace.' 
—* In peace, and perish?* I replied; 'impart 
Some better comfort to a bnrtfaen'd heart.'— 
' Alas!' the prieat letum'd, « can I direct 
The heavenly call T— Do I proclaim th' elect? 
Raise not thy voice against th' Eternal will, 
fiut take thy part with sinners, and be still.' * 

ihepMflsili 
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• Alas ! for me, no more the times of peace 
Are mine on earth— in death my pains may cease. 

■ Foes to my soul I ye young seducers, know, 
W^hat serious ills from your amusements flow; 
Opinions, you with so much ease profess, 
O'crwhelm the simple and their minds oppreis : 
Let such be happy, nor with reasons strong. 
That make them wretched, prove their notions wrong. 
Let tliem proceed in that they deem the way, 
Fast when they will, and at their pleasure pray. 
Yes, I have pity for my brethren's lot. 
And so had Dives, but it help'J him not : 
And is it thus? — 1 'm full of doubts : — Adieu ! 
Perhaps his reverence is mistaken too. ■ 
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•Was a sordid soal, 



Sacb as dees Harder for a need : 
Who bat for fear kaows ae eoatrol, 
Beoaoso bis eoasdeaoa, sear'd aad foal. 

Feels aot tbe iaport of the dead ; 
Oae whose brale feeliog aa'er aspires 
■eyoad bis owe aore braie desires. 

Scon. Msraiiea. 

VetboBfbt tbe soois of all tbat I bad aardar'd 
Caae to ny teat, aad every oae did threat—^— 

SaAKsraAaa. MUekant MIL 

Tbe tlBMs hove beea, 
Tbat whoa tbe braias were oat, the ataa weald die, 
Aad there aa ead ; bat aow they rise agaia. 
With tweaty aortal aarders oa their erowas. 



The Father of Peter a Fisherman— Pblei's early Conduct 
—His Grief for the old Man— He takes an Apprentice 
—The Boy's Suffaring and Fate — A second Boy: how 
he died — Peter acqtiitted — A third Apprentice— A 
Voyage by Sea : the Boy does not return— Evil Report 
on Peter : he is tried and threatened— Lives alone — 
His Melancholy and incipient Madness— Is observed 
and visited — He escapes and is taken ; is lodged in a 
Parish-house; Women attend and watch him— He 
speaks in a Delirium; grows more coUeeted— Uis Ac- 
count of his Feelings and visionary Terrors previous 
to his Death. 



Old Peier GrioMS made fishing his employ, 
His wife he cabin'd with him md his boy. 
And seem'd that Uie laborious to enjoy : 
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To town came quiet Peter with hit 6sh, 

And had of all a civil word and wish. 

Me Itift his trade upon the sabhath-day. 

And took youn(; Peter in his hand to pray : 

But soon the stubborn boy from care broke loose. 

At first refused, then added his abuse : 

lliii father's love he scorn'd, his power defied, 

Rut being drunk, wept sorely when he died. 

Yes! llien he wept, and to his mind there came 
Much of his conduct, and he felt the shame, — 
How he had oft the ^ood old man retiletl, 
And never paid the duty of a child ; 
Uow, when the fallier in his Bible read. 
He in contempt and anger left the shed : 
•( It is the word of life,* the parent cried; 
— ' This is the life itself,* the boy replied; 
And while old Peter in amazement stood, 
(lave the hot spirit to his boiling blood : — 
How lie, with o:uli and furious speech, began 
To prove his freedom and assert the man ; 
And when the parent check'd his impious ra(;e. 
How he had cursed the tyranny of age, — 
Nay, once had dealt the sacrilegious blow 
On his bare head, and laid his parent low; 
The father grosin'd — • If thou art old,* said he, 
• And hast a son — thou wilt remember me : 
Thy mother left me iu a happy time, 
Thou kill'dst not her. — lleav'n spares tlie double crime. 

On an inn-settle, in his maudlin grief. 
This he revolved, and drank for his relief. 

Now lived the youth in freedom, but dcbarr'd 
From constant pleasure, and he thought it hard ; 
Hard tliat he could not every wish obey, 
But must awhile relinquish ale and play; 
Hard ! that he could not to his cards attend, 
But miul acquire the money he would spend. 

With greedy eye ha look'd on all he saw, 
[le knew not justice, and he laugh'd at law; 
On all he raark'd he stretch'd his ready hand ; 
lie fish'd by water, and he filch'd by land : 
Oft in the night has Peter dropp'd his oar, 
Fled from his boat and sought for prey on shore; 
Oft up the hedge>ro\v glided, on his back 
Rearing tlie orchard's produce in a sack. 
Or farm-yard load, lugg'd fiercely from the .st;ick ; 
.\nd as these wrongs to greater numbers rose. 
The more he look'd on all men as his foes. 

lie built a uiud-wall'd hovel, where he kept 
His various wealth, and there he oft-times slept; 
Rut no success could please his eriiel soul, 
He wish'd for one to trouble and control ; 
Me wanted some obedient boy to st;md 
And bear tlie blow oF his outrageous hand ; 
And hoped to find in sonic propitious hour 
A feeling creature subject to his power. 

Peter had beard tlierc were in London then, — 
Still have they being I—workhouse-clearing men, 
Who, undisturh'd by feelings just or kind. 
Would parisli-bnys to needy tradesmen bind : 
They in their want a trifling sum would take, 
And toiling slaves of piteous orplians make. 

Such Peter sought, and when a lad was found. 
The turn was dealt him, and the slave was bound. 
Some few in town observed in Peter's trap 
A boy, with jacket blue and woollen cap; 



But none, inquired how Peter used the rope, 
Or what tlie bruise, that made tlie stripling stoop ; 
None could the ridges on his back behold, 
None sought him shiv'ring in the winter's cold; 
None put the question, — • Peter, dost thou give 
The boy his food 7 — What, man ! the lad must live : 
Consider, Peter, let the child have bread, 
lie '11 serve thee better if he's stroked and fed.M 
None reason'd thus — and some, on bearing cries. 
Said calmly, > Grimes is at his exercise. » 

Pinn'd, beaten, cold, pinch'd, tlircatcn'd, and abused — 
His efforts punish'd and his food refused, — 
Awake tormenie<i, — soon aroused from sleep, — 
Struck if he wept, and yet compell'd to weep, 
The trembling boy dropp'd down and strove to pray. 
Received a blow, aud trembling lurn'd away. 
Or sobb'd and hid his piteous face ; — while he. 
The savage master, grinn'd in horrid glee : 
He'd now the power he ever loved to show, 
A feeling being subject to his blow. 

Thus lived the lad, in hunger, peril, pain. 
His tears despised, his supplications vain : 
CompvU'd by fi^ar to lie, by need to steal, 
Uis bed uneasy and unbleas'd his meal. 
For three sad ye:irs the boy his tortures bore, 
And then his pains and trials were no more. 

«illow died he, Peter? » when the people said, 
lie growl'd — ■ I found him lifeless in his bed ;»* 
Then tried for softer tone, and sigli'd, • Poor Sam is 

dead." 
Vet murmurs were tliere, and some questions ask'd, — 
How he was fed, huw punish'd, and how task'd ? 
Much they suspected, but they little proved, 
And Peter pass'd untroubled and unmoved. 

Another boy with equal ease was found. 
The money granted, and the victim bound; 
And what his fate? — One night it chanced he fell 
From the boat's mast and pcrish'd in her well. 
Where fish were living kept, and where the Itoy 
(So reason'd men) could not himself destroy: — 

« Yes! so it wa8,n Siiid Peter, • in liis play 
(For he was idle both by night and day), 
He climb'd the main-martt aud then fell below ;■ — 
Then show'd his cor})sc and pointe<l to the blow: 
• VNitat said the jury?* — they were long in doubt, 
Rut sturdy Peter faced the matter out : 
So they dismiss'd him, saying at the time, 
- Keep fast your hatchway when you 'vc boys who 

climb." 
This hit the conscience, and he colour'd more 
Than for the closest questions put before. 

Thus all his fears the verdict set asiile. 
And at the sltive-bhop Peter still applied. 

Then Citme a Iniy, of manners soft and mild, — 
Our seamen's wives with grief beheld the child; 
All thought (Uic poor themselves) that he was one 
Of gentle blood, some noble sinnei^s son, 
Who hiul, belike, deceived some humble maid. 
Whom he had first seduced and then betray'd: — 
However this, he seem'd a gracious lad. 
In grief submissive and with patience sad. 

Passive he labour'd, till his slender frame 
Bent with his loads, and he at Icngtli was lame: 
Strange that a frame so weak could bear so long 
I he grossest insult and the foulest wrong! 
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Bill there were causes — in the town they pave 
Fire, food, and comfort, to the ^jentle slave; 
And thoiit>hKtem Peter, with h cruel hnnd, 
And knotted rope, enforced the rude command. 
Yet he consider'd what heM lately fell, 
And his vile hlows with selfish pity dealt. 

One day such drau(;hts the cruel fisher made, 
lie could not vend them in his borough-lrade, 
Itut sail'd for London-mart : the boy was ill, 
But ever humbled to his master's will ; 
And on the river, where llicy smoothly sail'd, 
lie strove with terror and awhile prevail'd j 
But new to danger on the angry sea, 
lie clung affrighten'd to his master's knee : 
The boat grew leaky and the wind was strong, 
Rough was the passage and the time was long ; 
His liquor f.iil'd, and Peter's wrath arose, — 
No more is known — the rest we must suppose. 
Or learn of Peter ; — Peter says, he ■ spied 
The stripling 's danger and for harbour tried; 
Meantime the fish, and then th' apprentice died.* 

Tlie pitying women raised d clamour round. 
And weeping said, « Thou hast thy 'prentice drown'd.i 

Now t!ie stern man was summon'd to the hall, 
To tell his tale before the burghers all : 
He gave th' account; profess'd the lad he loved, 
And kept his brazen features all unmoved. 

The m:iyor himself with tone severe replied, — 
• lleucuforth with thee shall never boy abide ; 
Hire thee a freeman, whom thou durst not beat. 
But who, in thy despite, will sleep and eat : 
Free tliou art now ! — again shouldsi thou appear. 
Thou Mt find thy sentence, like thy soul, severe.* 

Alas ! for Peter, not a helping hand. 
So was he hated, could he now command; 
Alone he row'd his boat, alone he cast 
His nets beside, or made his anchor fast; 
To hold a rope or hear a curse was none,— 
He toil'd and rail'd; he groan'd and swore alone. 

Thus by himself compcH'd to live each day. 
To wait for certain hours the tide's delay ; 
At the same times the same dull views to see. 
The bounding marsh-bank and the blighted tree; 
The water only, when the tides were high. 
When low, the mud half-cover'd and half-dry; 
The sun-burnt tar that blisters on the planks. 
And bank-side stakes in their uneven ranks; 
Heaps of entangled weeds that slowly float, 
As the tide rolls by the impeded boat. 

When tides were neap, and, in the sultry day. 
Through the Lill bounding mud-lianks made their way, 
Which on each side rose swelling, and below 
The dark warm flood ran silently and slow; 
There anchoring, Peter chose from man to hide, 
Tlier." hang his head, and vii-w Uic huy tide 
In iiji hot slimy channel slowly glide; 
Where the small eels that left the deeper way 
For the warm shore, within the shallows play; 
Where gaping muscles, left upon the mud. 
Slope their slow pas^tge to the fallen flood; — 
Here dull and hopeless he 'd lie down and trace 
How sidrlong crabs had scrawVd their crooked rare ; 
Or sadly lijiten to the tuneless cry 
Of fiKJiing gull or clanging golden-eye; 
What lime ihe«»n-birds to the marsh would rome, 
And the loud bittern, from the bnll-rnsh hniTio, 



(•iivc from the salt-ditch sid» the bellowing boom : 
He nurseil the feelings these dull scenes produce, 
And loved to Hlop be»ide the opening sluice; 
Where the small stream, confined in narrow hound, 
Ran with a dull, unvaried, sadd'ning sound ; 
Where all, presented to the eye or ear, 
Oppress'd the soul with misery, grief, and fear. 

Be«ide8 these objects, there were places three, 
Which Peter seem'd with certain dread to sec ; 
When he drew near them he would turn from each. 
And loudly whistle till he pass'd the reach. ' 

A change of scene to him brought no relief; 
In town, 'i was plain, men took him for a thief : 
The sailors' wives would stop him in the street. 
And say, « Now, Peter, thou 'st no boy to beat :» 
Infants at play, when they perceived him, ran. 
Warning each other — ■ That's the wicked man :« 
He growl'd an oath, and in an angry tone 
Cursed the whole place, and wish'd to he alone. 

Alone he was, the same dull scenes in view, 
And still more gloomy in his sight they grew : 
Though man he hated, yet employ'd alone 
At bootless labour, he would swear and groan, 
Cursing the shoals that glided by the spot. 
And gulls that caught them when his arts could not. 

Cold nervous tremblings shook his sturdy frame. 
And strange disease, he could n't say the name; 
Wild were his dreams, and oft he rose in fright, 
W'aked by his view of horrors in the night, — 
Horrors that would the sternest minds amaze. 
Horrors that demons might be proud to raise : 
And though he felt forsaken, grieved at heart, 
To think he lived from all mankind apart; 
Yet, if a man approach'd, in terrors he would sLirt. 

A winter pass'd since Peter saw the town. 
And summer-lodgers were again come down ; 
These, idly curious, with their glasses spied 
The ships in bay as anchor'd for the tide, — 
The river "s craft, — tlie bustle of the quay, — 
And sea-port views, which landmen love to see. 

One, up the river, had a man and boat 
Seen day by day, now anchor'd, now afloat ; 
Fisher he seem'd, yet used no net nor hook; 
Of sea-fowl swimming by no heed he took, 
But on the gliding waves still fix'd his lazy look : 
At certain stations he would view the stream, 
As if he stood bcwilder'd in a dream. 
Or that some power had chain'd him for a time, 
To feel a curse or meditate on crime. 

This known, some curious, some in pity went. 
And others question'd — ■ Wretch, dost thou repent ?> 
He heard, he trembled, and in fear resign'd 
His boat : new terror fill'd his restless mind; 
Furious he grew, and up the country ran. 
And there they seized him — a distemper'd man : — 
Him we received, and to a parish-bed, 
Follow'd and cursed, the groaning man was led. 

Here when tlicy saw him, whom they used to shun, 
A lost, lone man, so harass'd and undone ; 
Our gentle females, ever prompt to feel. 
Perceived compassion on their anger steal ; 

' The reai-bet in s rirer are tliote parii which extend from point 
to point. J(>bn«on hat not ibe word pnritelt in lhi« se ■•«• ; imt it i« 
vpry cominoii, nnd I Im^Ik-vp uvmI wlicn-Mievw ■ nnrigal>lu ri^crran 
i><> foimil in ilil« (• unity' 
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ilis crimes tbey could not from tbetr memories blot, 
But they were grieved, and trembled at bis lot. 

A priest too came, to whom hn words are told ; 
And all the signs they shudder'd to behold. 

• Look ! look !• they cried ; (his limbs with horror 
shake. 
And as he grinds his teeth, what noise tbey make ! 
IJow glare his angry eyes, and yet he 's not awake : 
See ! what cold drops upon his forelicad stand, 
And how lie clenches that broad bony hand.* 

The priest attending, found he spoke at limes 
As one alluding to his fears and crimes : 
« It was the fall,* he mutter'd, u I can show 
The manner bow — I never struck a blow:* — 
And then aloud — ■ Unhand mc, free my chain ; 
On oath, be fell— it struck him to tlie brain :— 
Why ask my father? — tliat old man will swear 
Against my life ; besides, he wasu't there :— 
What, all agreed! — Am 1 to die to-day? — 
My Lord, in mercy, give me time to pray. ■ 

Then, as they watch'd him, calmer be became, 
And grew so weak he could n*t move bis frame, 
But murmuring spake, — while tbey could sec and hear 
The start of terror and the groan of fear ; 
See the large dew-beads on his forehead rise, 
And the cold death-drop glaxe his sunken eyes ; 
Nor yet be died, but with unwonted force 
Scem'd with some fancied being to discourse : 
He knew not us, orwith accustom'd art 
lie hid tlie knowledge, yet exposed his heart i 
'T was part confession and the rest defence, 
A madman's tale, with gleams of waking sense. 

• I '11 tell you all,» he said, • the very day 
When the old man Grst placed them in my way -. 
My father's spirit — be who always triotl 

To give mc trouble, when be lived and died — 
When he was gone, he could not be content 
To see my days in painful labour spent, 
But would appoint his meetings, and he made 
Me watch at these, and so neglect my trade. 

> T was one hot noon, all silent, still, serene, 
No living being had I lately seen; 
I paddled up and down and dipp'd my net. 
But (snch his pleasure) I could nothing get,— 
A father's pleasure, when his toil was done. 
To plague and torture thus an only son ! 
And so I sat and look'd upon the stream, 
Uow it ran on, and felt as in a dream : 
But dream it was not; no!— I fix'd my eyes 
On the mid stream and saw the spirits rise ; 
I saw my father on the water stand. 
And hold a thin pale boy in either band; 
And there they glided ghastly on the top 
Of the salt flood, and never touch'd a drop: 
I would have struck them, but they knew lb* intent, 
And smiled upon the oar, and down tbey went. 

• Now, from that day, whenever I began 

To dip my net, there stood the hard old man— 

He and those boys: I humbled mc and pray'd 

Tliey would be gone;— they heeded not, but stay'd : 

Nor could I turn, nor would the boat go by. 

But gazing on the spirits, there was 1 : 

Tbey bade mc leap to death, but I was loth to die : 

And every day, as sure as day aro«c, 

Would these three spirits meet me ere the close ; 



To hear and mark them daily was my doom, 
And ' Come,' they said, with weak, sad voices, * come.' 
To row away with all my strength I tried, 
But there were they, bard by me in the tide. 
The tlirce unbodied forms— and ' Gome,' still * come,' 
they cried. 
■ Fathers should pity — but this old man sliook 
His hoary locks, and froze me by a look : 
Thrice, when I struck tliem, through the water came 
A hollow groan, tliat weaken'd all my frame: 
' Father'.' said I, * have mercy :'— He replied, 
1 know not what — the angry spirit lied,— 
' Didst thou not draw iJiy knife 1* said he : — ^T was true, 
But 1 had pity and my arm withdrew : 
He cried for mercy which I kindly gave. 
But be has no compassion in his grave. 

« There were three places, where they ever rose, — 
The whole long river has not such as those, — 
Places accursed, where, if a man remain, 
He '11 see the things which strike him to the brain ; 
And there tbey made me on my paddle lean, 
And look at them for hours;— accui-sed scene! 
When they would glide to that smooth eddy-fipacc, 
Then bid me leap and join them in the place; 
And at my groans each litde villain sprite 
ICnjoy'd my pains and vanish'd in delight. 
In one fierce summer-day, when my poor brain 
Was burning hot and cruel was my pain, . 
Then came this father-foe, and there he stood 
With his two boys again upon the flood; 
There was more mischief in their eyes, more glee 
In their pale faces when tliey glared at me : 
Still did they force me on the oar to rest, 
And when tbey saw me ftiinting and oppress'd, 
He, with his hand, the old man, scoop'd the flood. 
And there came flame about him mix'd with blood ; 
He bade me stoop and look upon the place. 
Then flung the hot-red liquor in my face; 
Burning ii blazed, and then I roar'd for pain, 
1 thought the demons would have turn'd my brain. 
> Still (here they stood, and forced me to behold 
A place of horrors — tbey can not be told — 
Where the flood open'd, there 1 heard the shriek 
Of tortured guilt— no earthly tongue can speak : 
' All days alike \ for ever !' did they say, 

• And unremitted torments every day'— 
Yes, so they said :• — But here be censed and gazed 
On all around, affrighten'd and amazed ; 
And still be tried to speak, and look'd in dread 
Of f righten'd females gathering round bis bed ; 
Then dropp'd exhausted and appcar'd at rest, 
Till the strong foe the vital powers possess'd ; 
Then with an inward, broken voice he cried, 

• Again they come,» and mutter'd as he died. 



LETTER XXIII. 



PRISONS. 

• 

Fn-oa aolODi Teliomeaa ac nultu tcvior illi», 

Qnot etOdlHut graTU inTpnil aut Ilhadainuuib'ii, 

Nocie dioqae •««» Qeaisre in pccton* iciicm. 

JOTBRAL. Sal. li, I. I'JT- 
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Think ray fnrmffr ttnto n hflppy drenm, 
From whicb awaked. lb« iraih of whai wo are 
Shows ni bat tbit, — I am swurn broibrr now 
To grim Kecetsltj, and ho nnd I 
Will ke«p a league till doaih. 

ntekaniU. 



The Mind of Man accommodates itself to nil Sttuatloos; 
Prisons otherwise would be intolerable — Dcbtora : 
ihcii- different Kinds: three particularly described ; 
olliers more briefly — An arrested Prisoner '• his 
Account of his Feelin^p* and his Situation — The 
Alleviations of a Prison — Prisoners for Crimes — Two 
condemned : a vindictive Female: a Highwayman — 
The Interval between Condemnation and Execution 
— [lis Feelings astlie Time approaches — His Dream. 



I 



'T IS well — that man to all the varying stales 
Of good and ill his mind accommodates; 
He not alone progressive grief sustains, 
But soon submits to unexperienced pains : 
Change after change, all climes his body bears. 
His mind repealed sliocks of changing cares : 
Faith and fair virtue arm the nobler breast; 
Hope and mere want of feeling aid the rest. 

Or who could bear to lose the balmy air 
Of summer's breath, from all things fresh and fair, 
With all that man admire* or loves below; 
All earth and water, wood and vale bestow, 
Where rosy pleasures smile, whence real blessings (low; 
With sight and sound of every kind that lives, 
And crowning all with joy that freedom gives? 

Who could from thes;;, in some unhappy day, 
Bear to be drawn by ruthless arms away, 
To the vile nuisance of a noisome room. 
Where only insolence and misery come? 
( Save that the curious will by chance appear, 
Or some in pity drop a fmilless tear;) 
To a damp prison, where the very sight 
Of the warm sun is favour and not right; 
Where all we hear or see the feelings shock. 
The oath and groan, tlie fetter and the lock? 

Who could bear this and live? — Oh! many a year 
All this is borne, and miseries more severe; 
And some there are, familiar with the scene, 
Who live in mirth, though few become serene. 

Far as I might the inward man perceive, 
There was a constant effort— 'not to grieve ; 
Not to despair, for better days would come. 
And the freed debtor smile again at home : 
Subdued his habits, he may peace regain, 
And bless the woes that were not sent in vain. 

Thus might we class the debtors here confined, 
The more deceived, the more deceitful kind; 
Here are the guilty race, who mean to live 
On credit, that credulity will give; 
Who purchase, conscious tliey can never pay; 
Who know their fate, and traffic to betray; 
On whom no pity, fear, remorse^ prevail, 
Their aim a statute, their resource a jail ; — 
These as the public spoilers we regard, 
No dun so harsh, no creditor so hard. 

A second kind are they, who truly strive 
To keep Uieir sinking credit long alive; 
Success, nay prudence, they may want, but yet 
They would be solvent, and deplore a debt; 



All means they use, to all expedients lun. 
And are by slow, sad steps, at last undone : 
Justly, perhaps, you blame tlieir want of s>kill. 
But mourn their feelings and absolve their will. 

There is a debtor, who his trilling all 
Spreads in a shop; it would not fill a stall : 
There at one window his temptation lays, 
And in new modes disposes and displays : 
Above the door you shall his name behold, 
And what he vends in ample letters told. 
The words repository^ warehouse, all 
He uses to enlarge concerns so small : 
lie to his goods assigns some beauty "s name, 
Then in her reign, and hopes they 'II share her fame; 
And talks of credit, commerce, traffic, trade. 
As one important by their profit made; 
Dul who can paint the vacancy, the gloom, 
And spare dimensions of one backward room ? 
Wherein he dines, if so *l is fit to spc.ik. 
Of one day's herring and the morrow's steak ; 
An anchorite in diet, all his care 
Is to display his stock and vend liis ware. 

Long wailing hopeless, then he tries to meet 
A kinder fortune in a distant street; 
There he again displays, increasing yet 
Corroding sorrow and consuming »lcbt : 
Alas! he wants the requisites to rise — 
The true connexions, the availing ties; 
They who proceed on certainties advance, 
These are not times when men prevail by chance : 
But still he tries, till,, after years of pain. 
He finds, with anguish, he has tried in vain. 
Debtors Jire these on whom 't is hard to prerjj, 
'T is base, impolitic, and merciless. 

To these we add a miscellaneous kind, 
By pleasure, pride, and indolence confined ; 
Those whom no calls, no warnings could divert, 
The unexperienced and the inexpert; 
The builder, idler, schemer, ganiester, sol, — 
The follies different, but the sjune their lot; 
Victims of horses, lasses, drinking, dice, 
Of every passion, humour, whim, and vice. 

•Sec! that sad merchant, who but yesterday 
Had a vast household in command and pay-; 
He now entreats permission to employ 
A boy he needs, and then entreats the boy. 

And there sits one, improvident but kind. 
Bound for a friend, whom honour could not bind ; 
Sighing, he speaks to any who appear, 
• A treach'rous friend — 't was that which sent me here: 
I was too kind, — I thought I could depend 
On his bare word — he was a treach'rous friend. • 

A female too I — it is to her a home, 
She came before — and she again will come: 
Her friends have pity ; when their anger drops, 
They take her home; — slie 's tried her schools and 

shops — 
Plan after plan ; — but fortune would not mend. 
She to herself was still the treach'rous friend ; 
And wheresoe'er begun, all here was sure to end : 
And there she sits as thoughtless and as gay. 
As if she 'd means, or not a debt to pay — 
Or knew to>morrow she 'd be call'd away — 
Or fell a shilling and could dine to-day. 

While thus ol>serving, I began to trace 
The sober'd features of a well-known face— 
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Looks once ^miliar, mannera form'd to pleaw, 

And all illumined by a heart ot eaw. 

But fraud and flattery erer claim'tta part 

(Still unresisted) of that easy heart ; 

But he at length beholds me— « Ah ! my friend ! 

And have thy pleasures this unlucky end?* 

■ Too sure,* he said, and smiling as he sigb'd ; 

■ I went astray, though prudence seem'd my guide ; 
All she proposed I in my heart approved. 
And she was honoured, but my pleasure loved — 
Pleasure, the mistress to whose arms 1 fled. 
From wife-like lectures angry prudence read. 

■ Why speak the madness of a life like mine, 
The powers of beauty, novelty, and wine ? 
Why pnint the wanton smile, the venal vow, 
Or friends whose worth I can appreciate now ? 

tfOft 1 perceived my f<i.te, and then wou'ui say, 
I 'II think to-mormw, I must live to-day : 
So am 1 here — t own t)ie laws arc just — 
And here, where thought is painful, think I must : 
But speech is pleasant, this discourse with tliec 
Brings to my mind the sweets of liberty. 
Breaks on the sameness of the place, and gives 
The doubtful heart conviction that it lives. 

• liCt me describe my angiiisli in the hour 
When law detain'd me and 1 fell its power. 

> When in that shipwreck, this 1 found my shore, 
And join'd the wretched, who were wrcck'd before; 
When I perceived each feature in the face, 
Pinch'd through neglect or turbid by disgrace; 
When in these wasting forms affliction stood 
In my afflicted view, it chill'd my blood ; — 
And forili I rnsh'd, a quick retreat to make. 
Till a loud laugh proclaim'd the dire mistake : 
But when the groan had settled to a sigh, 
When gloom became familiar to the eye, 
When I perceive how others seem to rest, 
Willi every evil rankling in my breast, — 
Led by example, I put on the man, 
Sing off my sighs, and trifle as I can. 

• Homer ! nay Pope '. (for never will I seek 
Applause for learning — nought have I with Greek) 
Gives us the secrets of liis pagan hell. 

Where ghost with ghost in sad communion dwell; 
Where shade meets shade, and round the gloomy meads 
They glide and speak of old heroic deeds, — 
W hat fields they conquer'd, and what foes tliey slew 
And sent to join the melancholy crew. 

« When a new spirit in that world was foctnd, 
A thousand shadowy forms came flitting round ; 
Those who had known him, fond inquiries made, — 
' Of all we left, inform us, gentle shade. 
Now as we lead thee in our realms to dwell, 
Oar twilight groves, and meads of asphodel.* 

■ What paints the poet, is our station here, 
Where we like ghosts and flitting fthades appear : 
This is the hell he sings, and here wc meet. 
And former deeds to ncv-mndc friends repeat ; 
Heroic deeds, which here obtain us fame, 

And arc in fact the causes why we came: 
Yes! this dim region is old Homer's hell, 
Abate but groves and meads of asphodel. 

■ Here, when a stranger from your world we spy. 
We gather round him and for news apply ; 

He hears unheeding, nor can speech endure. 
But shivering gazes on the vast obscure : 



Wc smiling pity, and by kindness show 

We felt his feelings and his terrors know; 

Then speak of comfort — time will give him sight, 

Where now 't is dark ; where now 't is wo — delight. 

• ' Have hope/ we say, ' and soon the place to thee 
Shall not a prison but a castle be ; 
When to the wretch whom care and guilt confound. 
The world 's a prison with a wider bound ; 
Go where he may, he feels himself confined, 
And wears the fetters of an abject mind.' 

M But now adieu ! those giant keys appear, 
Thou art not worthy to he inmate here : 
Cto to thy world, and to the young declare 
What we, onr spirits and employments, are ; 
Tell them how we the ills of life endure. 
Our empire stable, and our state secure; 
Our dress, onr diet, for their nse describe. 
And bid them haste to join the gen'rous tribe : 
(>o to thy world, and leave us here to dwell. 
Who to its joys and comforts bid farewell," 

Farewell to these ; but other scenes I view, 
And other griefs, and guilt of deeper hue ; 
Where conscience gives to outward ilb her pain. 
Gloom to the night, and pressure to the chain : 
Here separate cells awhile in misery keep 
Two doom'd to suffer : there lliey strive for sleep; 
By day indulged, in larger space they range, 
Their bondage certain, but their bounds have change. 

One was a female, who had grievous ill 
Wrought in revenge, and she enjoy'd it still : 
With death before her, and her fate in view, 
Unsatcd vengeance in her bosom grew : 
Sullen she was and threal'ning ; in her eye 
Glared tlie stem triumph tliat she dared to die : 
But first a being in the worid must leave— 
'T was once reproach ; 't was now a short reprieve. 

She was a pauper bound, who eariy gave 
Her mind to vice, and doubly was a slave ; 
Upbraided, beaten, held by rough controul. 
Revenge sustain'd, inspired, and fill'd her soul : 
She fired a full-stored barn, confefr^'d the fact. 
And laugh'd at law and justified tlie act : 
Our gentle vicar tried his powers in vain, 
She answer'd not, or answer'd with disdain ; 
Th' approaching fate she heard without a sigh, 
.And neither cared to live nor fear'd to die. 
Not so he felt, who with her was to pay 
The forfeit, life — with dread he view'd the day, 
And (hat short space which yet for him remain'd, 
Till with his limbt his faculties were chain'd : 
He paced his narrow bounds some ease to find. 
But found it not, — no comfort reach'd his mind : 
Each sense was palsied ; when be tasted food. 
He sigh'd and said, • Enough— 't is very good.* 
Since his dread sentence, nothing seem'd to be 
As once it was — he seeing could not see, 
Nor hearing, hear aright; — when first I came 
Within his view, I foncied there was shame, 
I judged resentment; I mistook the air, — 
These fainter passions live not with despair; 
Or but exist and die:— Hope, fear, and love, 
Joy, doubt, and hate, may other spirits move, 
Itut touch not his, who every waking hour 
Has one fix'd dread, and always feels its power. 

« But will not mercy?* — No! she cannot plead 
For such an outrage; — 't was a cruel deed: 
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He stopp'd a limid traveller; — to liis breast, 
With oaths and rurses, was die dan(;cr prcss'd : — 
No! he must sufFer; pity we may find 
For one man's pan(;s, but must not wrong mankind. 

Still I behold him, every tlioughtcmploy'd 
On one dire view ! — all others arc destroy'd ; 
This makes his features [jliastly, gives the tone 
Of his few words resemblance to a (;roan : 
He takes his ta&tcless food, and when 't is done, 
Counts up his meals, now le&son'd by that one; 
For expectation is on time intent, 
Whether he brin^js us joy or punishment. 

Yes! e'en in sleep the impressions all remain, 
He hears the sentence and he feels the chain; 
He sees the judge and jury, when he shaken, 
And loudly cries, • Not guilty,** and awakes : 
Then chilling tremblings o'er his body creep. 
Till worn-out nature is compell'd to sleep. 

Now comes the dream again ; it shows each scene. 
With each small circumstance that comes between — 
The call to suffering and the very dmul — 
There crowds go with him, follow, and precede ; 
Some heartless shout, some pity, all condemu, 
While he in fancied envy looks at them : 
lie seems the place for that sad act to see. 
And dreams the very ihirst which then will be : 
A priest attends — it seems, the one he knew 
In his best days, beneath whose care he grew. 

At this his terrors take a sudden iligbt, 
lie sees his native village witli dcliglit ; 
The house, the chamber, where he once array'd 
ilis youthful person; where be knelt and pray'd : 
Then too the comforts he cnjoy'd at home, 
The days of joy ; the joys themselves are come; — 
The hours of innocence; — the timid look 
Of his loved maid, when first her hand he took 
And told his hope; her trembling joy appears, 
Her forced reserve, and his retreating fears. 

All now is present; — 't is a moment's gleam 
Of former sunshine — stay, delightful dream ! 
Let him within his pleasant garden walk, 
Give him her arm, of blessings let them talk. 

Yes ! all arc with him now, and all the while 
Life's early prospects and his Fanny's smile: 
Then come his sister and his village-friend. 
And be will now the sweetest moments spend 
Life has to yield ; — No ! never will he find 
Again on earth such pleasure in his mind : 
He goes through shrubby walks these friends among. 
Love in their looks and honour on tlie tongue : 
Nay, there 's a charm beyond what nature shows, 
The bloom is softer and more sweetly glows; — 
Pierced by no crime, and urged by no desire 
For more than true and honest hearts require, 
They feel the calm delight, and thus proceed 
Through the green lane, — then linger in the mead, — 
Stray o'er the heath in all its purple bloom, — 
And pluck the blossom where the wild bees hum ; 
Then through the broomy bound with case they pass. 
And press the sandy sheep-walk's slender grass. 
Where dwarfish flowers among the gorse are spread, 
And the lamb browses by the linnet's bed; 
Then 'cross tlie bounding brook they make their way 
O'er its rough bridge — and there behold tlic bay ! — 
The ocean smiling to the fervid sun — 
The waves that faintly fall and slowly run — 



The ships at distance and the boats at hand ; 

.\nd now they walk upon the sea-«ide sand. 

Counting the number and what kind they be, 

Ships softly sinking in the sleepy sea: 

Now arm in arm, now parted, they behold 

The glitl'ring waters on the shingles roll'd : 

The timid girls, half dreading their design. 

Dip the small foot in the retarded brine. 

And search for crimson weeds, which spreading flow, 

Or lie like pictures on the sand below; 

With all those bright red pebbles that the sun 

Through the small waves so softly shines upon ; 

And those live lucid jellies which the eye 

Delights to trace as they swim glitt'ring by : 

Puarl-sliells and rubied star-fish they admire, 

And will arrange above tlie parlour-fire, — 

Tokens of bliss ! — "Oh ! horrible ! a wave 

Roars as it rises — save me, Edward ! save !• 

She cries : — Alas! the watchman on his way 

(kills and lets in — truth, terror, and tlie day ! 
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SCHOOLS. 

To qooqae ne metnu, qaaniTia tchola rerbere niulii) 
lacrepel ct truculanta •cn-x gtnl on magitler ; 
Oegeufirct ODimM tinior ar(;ait ; ot lib! rooita 
Inlrcpidu*. doc to clamor |)lagaquo loonntcs, 
Koc inatHtiuisa({itet fnrnililo tab boris, 
^uad •cppinitn vibrat ferabr, qnod roolu •apoilen 
Vir(;pa, quod nolU •culiiain pnripxil alnia, 
QuitJ riTTcnl irapIJo tubsullia ve»tra tamalla. 
I'otupa lucl, ot vani fugioiur tccna timorii. 

ActoxiDfi in ProtrrfHieo aU NepjUm. 

Be ita wcakoeM, UdeserTCi soma pral««, — 

We loTo tbo play-plaiw of our early dayt ; 

Tbe icena it louchlDg, and iha heart It ttono 

That fvelt not at that tight— nod feeltat oone. 

The wait on nhicb we tried oar |;raTiB({ tklll ; 

The very nnaie we cnrred tnhtittiog itill ; 

Tbo bench on wbicfa we tat while d<-e|> employ 'd, 

Though mangIt«J, bnck'd, and how'd, yet not destroy'd. 

Tbe little ooet unbi.iton'd, (rlowIo|( hot, 
PlayiDji our games, and oo ih« vary tpot ; 
As happy at we oafic to km-ol and draw 
Tbe chalky ring and knuckle down ai taw. 
Thit fond atiarbDient lo the well-known place, 
When first we ttarled Into lifu't lonj race, 
Maintains iu hold with tncfa unfailing tway. 
Wo feel if e'en io Sge and at our latealday. 

Cowraii. 



Schools of every Kind to be found in the Borough — The 
School for Infants — The School Preparatory: llie 
Sagacity of the Mistress in foreseeing Giaracter — Day- 
Schools of the lower Kind — A Master witli Talents 
adapted to such Pupils : one of superior Qualifications 
— Boarding-Schools : that for young Ladies : one 
going first to the Governess, one finally returning 
Home — School for Y'outli: Master and Teacher; va- 
rious Dispositions and Capacities — Tbe Mtscr-Boy — 
The Boy-Bully — Sons of Farmers: bow amused — 
What Study will effect, examined — A College Life : 
one sent from his College to a Benefice; one retaiuetl 
there in Dignity — The Advantages in either Case not 
considerable — Where then the Good of a literary 
Life ?— Answered — Conclusion. 
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To every class \vc have a school assign'd, 
Rule's for all ranks and food for every mind : 
Yet one there is, that small regard to rule 
Or study pays, and still is deeni'd a school ; 
That, where a deaf, poor, patient widow sits, 
And awes some thirty infants as she knits; 
Infants of humble, busy wives, who pay 
Some trifling price for frecilom through the day. 
At this (,'ood matron's hut the children meet, 
Who thus becomes the mother of the street : 
lier room is small, they cannot widely stray, — 
Her threshold hi(jh, tlicy cannot run away : 
Tliough deaf, she sees the rebel-heroes shout, — 
Though lame, her white rod nimbly walks about; 
With band of yam she keeps offenders in. 
And to her gown the sturdiest rogue can pin : 
Aided by these, and spells, and tell-tale birds. 
Her power Uiey dread and reverence her words. 

To learning's second scats we now proceed, 
Where humming students gilded primers read; 
Or books with letters large and pictures gay. 
To make their reading but a kind of play — 
« Reading made Easy,* so the titles tell ; 
But they who read must first begin to spell : 
There may be profit in these arts, but still 
Learning is labour, call it what you will ; 
Cpon the youthful mind a heavy load, 
Nor must we hope to find the royal road. 
Some will their easy steps to science show. 
And some to hear n itself tlicir by-way know; 
Ah ! trust them not, — who fame or bliss would sliarc, 
]lust learn by labour, and must live by care. 

Another matron, of superior kind. 
For higher schools prepares the rising mind; 
Preparatory she her learning calls, 
The step first made to colleges and halls. 

She early sees to what the mind will grow, 
Nor abler judge of infant- powers I know ; 
She sees what soon the lively will impede, 
And how the steadier will in turn succeuil; 
Observes the dawn of wisdom, fancy, taste. 
And know.«( what parts will wear afid what will waste : 
She marks the mind too lively, and at once 
Sees the gay coxcomb and the rattling dunce. 

Long has she lived, and much she loves to trace 
Her former pupils, now a lordly race ; 
Whom when she sees rich robes and furs bedeck, 
She marks the pride which once she strove to check : 
A burgess comes, and she remembers well 
How hard her task to make his worship spell ; 
Cold, selfish, dull, inanimate, unkind, 
T was but by anger he display'd a mind : 
Now civil, smiling, complaisant, and gay, 
Tlie world has worn th' unsocial crust away ; 
That sullen spirit now a softness wears. 
And, save by fits, e'en dulness di^ppcsirs : 
Uut still the matron can the man behold, 
Dull, selfish, hard, inanimate, and cold. 
A merchant. passes, — ■ probity and truth, 
Prudence and patience, mark'd tliec from thy youth. » 
Thus she observes, but oft retains her foars 
For him, who now with name unstain'd appears; 
Nor hope relinquishes, for one who yet 
Is lost in error and involved in debt : 
For latont evil in that heart filie found. 
More open here, but here the core was sound. 



Various our day-schools : here behold we one 
Empty and still : — the morning duties done, 
Soil'd, tatter'd, worn, and thrown in various heaps, 
Appear their books, and there confusion sleeps; 
The workmen all are from the Babel fled. 
And lost their tools, till the return they dread : 
Meantime the master, with his wig awry. 
Prepares \iU honks for business by-and-by : 
Now all th' iusijnin of the monarch laid 
Beside him rest, and none stand by afraid ; 
He, while his troop light-hearted leap and play, 
Is all intent on duties of the day ; 
No more the tyrant stem or judge severe, 
He feels the fathers and the husband's fear. 

Ah ! little think the timid trembling crowd. 
That one so wise, so powerful, and so proud. 
Should feci himself, and dread the humble tils 
Of rent-day charges and of coalman's bills; 
That while they mercy from their judge implore, 
He fears himself — a knocking at the door; 
And feels the burthen as his neighbour states 
His, humble portion to the parish-rates. 

They sit th' allotted hours, then eager run. 
Rushing to pleasure when the duty's done; 
His hour of leisure is of different kind, 
Then cares domestic rush upon his mind, 
And half the ease and comfort he enjoys. 
Is when surrounded by slates, books, and boys. 

Poor Reuben Dixon has the noisiest school 
Of ragged lads, who ever buw'd to rule ; 
Low in his price — the men who heave our coals, 
And clean our causeways, send him hoys in shoals : 
To sec poor Reuben, with his fry beside, — 
Their half-chcck'd rudeness and his half-scorn 'd pride,- 
Their room, the sty in which th' assembly meet, 
In the close lane behind the Northgatc-stroet ; 
V observe hb vain attempts to keep the peace, 
Till tolls the bell, and strife and troubles cease, — 
Calls for our praise; his labour praise deserves. 
But not our pity; Reuben has no nerves : 
'Mid noise and dirt, and stench, and play, and prate. 
He calmly cuts the pen or views the slate. 

Rut Leonard ! — yes, for Leonard's fate I grieve. 
Who loathes the station which he dares not leave; 
He cannot dig, he will not beg his bread, 
All his dependence rests upon his head; 
And deeply skill'd in sciences and arts, 
On vulgar lads he wastes superior parts. 

Alasl what grief that fueling mind sustains, 
In guiding hands and stirring torpid brains ; 
He whose proud mind from pole to pole will move, 
And view the wonders of the worlds above; 
Who thinks and reasons strongly :— hard his fate. 
Confined for ever to the pen and slate : 
True, he submits; and when the long dull day 
lias slowly pass'd, in weary tasks, away, 
To other worlds with cheerful view he looks. 
And parts the night between repose and books. 

Amid his labours, he has sometimes tried 
To tura a little from his cares aside; 
Pope, Milton, Dryden, with delight has seized, 
His soul engaged and of his trouble cased : 
When, with a heavy eye and ill-done sum. 
No part conceived, a stupid boy will come. 
Then Leonard first subdues the rising frown, 
And bid^t the blorklirad lay hi^ blunders down ; 
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O'er wliich disgusted he will turn Ins eye, 
To Ills sad duty hit sound mind apply, 
And, vex'd in spirit, throw his pleasures by. 

Turn we to schools which more than these afford— 
The sound instruction and the wholesome board ; 
And tirst our school for ladies : — pity calls 
Tor one soft si^h, when we behold these walls, 
Placed near the town, and where, from window high, 
TliL' fair, confined, may our free crowds espy. 
With many a stranger (jazing up and down, 
And all the envied tumult of the town; 
May, in the smiling; summer-eve, when they 
Are sunt to sleep the pleasant hours aw^ay, 
Belioici tiie poor (whouj they conceive the bless'd) 
Employ'd for hours, and grieved they cannot rest. 

Here the fond girl, whose days are sad and few 
Since dear mamma pronounced the last adieu, 
I^oks to ihe road, and fondly thinks she hears 
The carriage-wheels, and struggles with her tears : 
All yet is now, the misses great and small, 
Mudam herself, and tcacjiers, odious all; 
From luughter, pity, nay command, she turns, 
Hut melts in softness, or with angur burns: 
Nauseates her food, and wonders who can bleep 
On such mean beds, where she can only weep : ^ 
She scorns condolence — Itut to all she hates 
Slowly at length her mind accommodates; 
Then looks on bondage with the same concern 
A.S others felt, and finds that she must learn 
As others learn'd — the common lot to share, 
To S4-arcli for comfort and submit to care. 

There arc, 't is said, who on those seats attend. 
And lo these ductile minds destruction vend; 
Wretches (lo virtue, peace, and nature, foes) 
To these soft minds, their wicked trash expose; 
Seize on the soul, ere passions lake the sway, 
And lead ihe heart, ere yet it feels, astray : 
Smugglers obscene I — and can there be who take 
Infernal pains, the sleeping vice to wake? 
Can there be thoite, by wliom the thought defiled 
Enters the spotless bosom of a child? 
by whom the ill is (o the lieart convey'd, 
Who lend the foe, not yet in arms, their aid. 
And sap the city-walls before the siege be laid ? 

Oh ! rather skulking in the by-ways steal. 
And rob the poorest traveller of his meal ; 
burst through the humblest trader's bolteil door; 
Hear from the widow's hut her winter-store! 
With stolen steed, on highways lake your stand, 
Your lips with curses arm'd, with death your hand;— 
Take all but life— the virtuous more would say, 
Take life itself, dear as it is, away, 
Uailier than guilty thus the guileless soul betray. 

Years pass away — let us suppose tliem past, 
Til' accomplish d nymph for freedom looks at last; 
All hardships over, which a school contains, 
The spirit's bondage and the body's pains; 
Where teachers make the heartless, trembling set 
Of pupils suffer for their own regret ; 
Where winter's cold, attack'd by one poor fire, 
VAiiWi the fair child, commanded to retire; 
She felt it keenly in the morning air, 
Keenly she felt it at the evening prayer. 
More pleasant summer; but then walks were made, 
Not a sweet ramble, but a slow parade; 



They moved by pairs beside the hawthorn-Iiedge, 
Only to set their feelings on an edge; 
And now at eve, when all their spirits rise. 
Are sent to rest, and all their pleasure dies; 
Where yet they all the town alert can sec. 
And distant plough-boys pacing o'er the lea. 

These and the tasks successive masters brought — 
The French they conn'd, the curious works they wrought: 
The hours they made their taper fingers strike. 
Note after note, all dull to them alike; 
Their drawings, dancings on api>ointed days, 
Playing with globes, and getting parts of piays; 
The tender friendships made 'twixt heart and heart. 
When the dear friends had nothing to impart: — 

All! all ! are over; — now th' accomplish'd maid 
Longs for the world, of nothing there afraid: 
Dreams of deiiglit invade her gentle breast, 
And fancied lovers rob the heart of rest ; 
At the paternal door a carriage stands. 
Love knits their hearts and liymeu joins their hands. 

Ah ! — world unknown ! how charming is thy view. 
Thy pleasures many, and each pleasure new : 
Ah ! — world experienced ! what of thee is told? 
How few tliy pleasures, and those few how old! 

Within a silent stro(H, and far apart 
From noise of business, from a quay or mart, 
SUinds an old spacious building, and the din 
You hear without, explains the work within ; 
Unlike the whispering of the nymplis, this noise 
Loudly proclaims a « boarding-school for boys:** 
The master heeds it not, for thirty years 
Have render'd all familiar to liisear>(; 
Lie sits in comfort, 'mid the various sound 
Of mingled tones for ever flowing round ; 
Day after day he to his task attends, — 
Unvaried toil, and care that never ends: 
Boys in their works proceed; while his employ 
.4dmits no change, or changes but the boy: 
Vet time has made it easy; — he beside 
Has power supreme, and power is sweet to pride: 
ISut grant him pleasure; — what can teachers feel, 
Dependent liel]>ers always at the wheel? 
Their power despised, their compensation small, 
Their labour dull, their life laborious all; 
Set after set the lower lads to make 
Fit for the class which their superiors take; 
The road of learning for a time to track 
fn roughest state, and then again go back: 
Just the same way on other troops to wait, — 
Attendants fix'd at learning's lower gate. 

The day-tasks now are over, — to their ground 
Hush the gay crowd with joy-compelling sound; 
Glad to iliude the burthens of the day, 
The eager parlies hurry to tlieir play: 
Then in these hours of liberly we find 
The native bias of the opening mind; 
They yet possess not skill the mask to place, 
And hide the passions glowing in the face; 
Yet some are found — the close, the sly, the mean, 
Who know already all must not be seen. 

Lo ! one who walks apart, altliough so young, 
He lays restraint upon his eye and tongue; 
Nor will he into scrapes or dangers get. 
And half the school arc in tlie stripling's debt: 
Suspicious, timid, he is much afraid 
Of trick and plot : — he dreads to be hetray'd : . 
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He shunt all friendahip, for be findt they lend. 
When lad« begin to call each other friend : 
Yet self with self has war; the tempting sight 
Of froit on sale provokes bis appetite; 
See ! bow he walks the sweet seductioo by; 
That he is tempted, costs him iirsi a sigh, — 
T is dangerous to indulge, 't is grievous to deny ! 
Tliis he will chuse, and whispering asks the price, 
The purchase dreadful, but the portion mce; 
Withio the pocket he explores the pence: 
Without, temptation strikes on either sense, 
The sight, the smell ; — but then he thinks again 
Of money gone! while fruit nor taste remain. 
Meantime there comes an eager thoughtless boy. 
Who gives the price and only feels the joy : 
Example dire! the youthful miser stops, 
And slowly back the treasured coinage drops : 
Heroic deed! for should be now comply, 
Can be to-morrow's appetite deny? 
Beside, these spendthrifts who so friendly live, 
Gloy'd widi their purchase, will a portion give: — 
Here ends debate, he buttons up his store, 
And feels the comfort that it burnt no more. 

Unlike to him the tyrant-boy, whose sway 
All hearts acknowledge ; him the crowds obey : 
At his command they break through every rule ; 
Whoever governs, he controls die school : 
*r is not the distant emperor moves their fear. 
But the proud viceroy who is ever near. « 

Verres could do that mischief in a day. 
For which not Rome, in all its power, could pay; 
And these boy-tyrants will thei^ slaves distress, 
And do the wrongs no master can redress : 
The mind they load with fear : it feels disdain 
For its own baseness; yet it tries in vain 
To shake th' admitted power; — the coward comes again 
'T is more than present pain these tyrants give, 
Long as we 've life some strong impressions live ; 
And these young ruffians in the soul will sow 
Seeds of all vices that on weakness grow. 

Hark ! at his word the trembling younglings flee. 
Where he it walking none must walk but he ; 
See! from the winter-fire the weak retreat. 
His the warm comer, his the ftivourite seat. 
Save when be yields it to some slave to keep 
Awhile, then back, at his return, to creep: 
At his command his poor dependents fly, 
And humbly bribe him as a proud ally;' 
Flattered by all, the notice he bestows, 
b gross abuse, and bantering and blows; 
Yet he 's a dunce, and, spite of all his fame 
Without the desk, within he feels his shame : 
For there the weaker boy, who felt his scorn, 
For him corrects the blunders of the mom ; 
And he is taught, unpleasant truth ! to find 
The trembling body has the prouder mind. 

Hark! to that shout, that burst of empty noise, 
From a rude sat of bluff, obttreperout boyt; 
They who, like colts let loose, vridi rigour bound, 
And thoughtless spirit, o'er the beaten ground; 
Fearleit they leap, and every youngster feelt 
Hit Alma active an hit handa and heels. 

These are the tout of farmen, and they come 
With partial fondness for the joyi of home ; 
Their minds art conning in their fathei's fields, 
And e'en the draam a lively pleasure yieldt; 



They, much enduring, til ih' allotted hours, 
And o'er a grammar waste their ^rightly powen. 
They dance ; but them can measured ttept delight. 
Whom hone and houndt to daring deedt excite? 
Nor could they bear to wait from meal to meal, 
0id they not slyly to the chamber steal, 
And there the produce of the basket seize, 
The mother's gift ! still studious of tlieir case. 
Poor Alma, thus oppress'd, forbean to rise. 
But rests or revels in the arms and tliighs. ' 

« But is it sure that study will repay 
The more attentive and forbearing?* — Nay ! 
The farm, the ship, the humble shop have each 
Gains which severest studies seldom reach. 

At ooU^ place a youth, who meant to raise 
His state by merit and his name by praise ; 
Still much he haxards ; there is serious strife 
In the contentions of a tcholai't life : 
Not all the mind's attention, care, distress. 
Nor diligence itself, ensure success: 
His jealous heart a rival's power may dread. 
Till its strong feelings have confused hit head. 
And, after days and months, nay, yean of pain. 
He finds just lost the object he would gain. 

But grant him this and all such life can give. 
For other prospects he begins to live; 
Begins to feel diat man was form'd to look 
And long for other objects than a book : 
In his mind's eye his bouse and glebe he sees. 
And farms and talks with farmen at his ease ; 
And time is lost, till fortune sends him forth 
To a rude world unconscious of his worth ; 
There in some petty parish to reside, 
The college-boast, then tum'd the village-guide ; 
And though awhile his flock and dairy please, 
He soon reverts to former joys and ease. 
Glad when a friend shall come to break his rest, 
And speak of all the pleasures they potsess'd. 
Of masters, fellows, tuton, all with whom 
They shared those pleasures, never more to come ; 
Till both conceife the times by bliss endeared. 
Which once so dismal and so dull appear'd. 

But fix our scholar, and suppose him crown'd 
With all the glory gain'd on classic ground ; 
Suppose the world without a sigh resigned. 
And to his college all his care confined ; 
Give him all honoun that such states allow. 
The freshman's terror and the tradesman's bow ; 
'Let his apartments with his taste agree. 
And all his riews be those he loves to see ; 
Let him each day behold the savoury treat, 
For which he pays not, but is paid to cat ; 
These joys and glories soon delight no more. 
Although withheld, the mind is vef'd and tore; 
The honour too is to the place confined. 
Abroad they know not each superior mind: 
Strangen no wmnglen in these figures tee. 
Nor give they worship to a high degree; 
Unlike the prophet's is the scholar's case, 
Hit honour all it in hit dwelling-place: 
And there tuch honoun are familiar thingt; 
What it a monarch in a crowd of kingt? 
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Like other soTereigns he 's by forms address'd. 
By statutes govem'd and with rules oppress'd. 

When all these forms and duties die away, 
And the day passes like the former day, 
Then of exterior things at once bereft. 
He 's to himself and one attendant left : 
Nay, John too goes ; nor aught of service more 
Remains for him ; he gladly quits the door, 
And, as he whistles to the college-gate, 
He kindly pities his poor master's fate. 

Books cannot always please, however good 
Minds are not ever craving for their food ; 
But sleep will soon the weary soul prepare 
For cares to-morrow that were this day's care : 
For forms, for feasts, that sundry times have past. 
And formal feasts that will for ever last. 

■ But then from study will no comforts rise?* — 
Yes! such as studious minds alone can prise; 
Comforts, yea ! — joys ineffable they find, 
Who seek die prouder pleasures of the mind : 
The soul, collected in those happy hours, 
Then makes her efforts, then enjoys her powers; 
And in those seasons feels herself repaid. 
For labours past and honours long delay'd. 

No ! 't is not worldly gain, although by chance 
The sons of learning may to wealth advance ; 
Nor station high, though in some favouring hour 
The sons of learning may arrive at power; 
Nor is it glory, though the public voice 
Of honest praise will make the heart rejoice: 
But 't is the mind's own ieelings give the joy. 
Pleasures she gathers in her own employ — 
Pleasures that gain or praise cannot bestow. 
Yet can dilate and raise them when they flow. 

For this the poet looks the world around. 
Where form and life and reasoning man are found : 
He loves the mind, in all its modes, to trace, 
And all the manners of the changing race; 



Silent he walks the road of life along. 

And views the aims of its tumultuous throng : 

He 6nds what shapes the Proteus-passions take, 

And what strange waste of lifo and joy they make, 

And loves to show them in their varied ways. 

With honest blame or with unflattering praise: 

'T is good to know, 'tis pleasant to impart. 

These turns and movements of the human heart; 

The stronger features of the soul to paint. 

And make distinct the latent and the faint; 

Man as he is, to place in all men's view. 

Yet none with rancour, none with scorn pursue : 

Nor be it ever of my portraits told — 

• Here the strong lines of malice we behold.* — 



This let me hope, that when in public view 
I bring my pictures, men may feel them true; 
« This is a likeness,* may they all declare. 
And I have seen him, but I know not where:* 
For I should mourn the mischief I had done, 
If as the likeness all would flx on one. 

Man's vice and crime I combat as I can, 
But to his God and conscience leave the man ; 
I search (a Quixote !) all tlie land about, 
To find its giants and enchanters out, 
(The giant-folly, the enchanter-vice, 
Whom doubtless 1 shall vanquish in a trice;) 
But is thore map whom I would injure? — no 
I am to him a fellow, not a foe, — 
A foUow-«inner, who must rather dread 
The bolt, than hurl it at another's head. 

No ! let the guiltless, if there such be found. 
Launch forth the spear, and deal the deadly wound; 
How can I so the cause of virtue aid, 
Who am myself attainted and afraid 7 
Yet as I can, I point the powers of rhyme. 
And, sparing criminals, attack the crime. 
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TO HER GRACE 

ISABELLA DUCHESS DOWAGER OF RUTLAND. 



Madam, 
Thb dedication of works of literature to persons of su- 
perior worth and eminence appears to have been a mea- 
sure early adopted, and continued to the present time; 
so that, whatever objections have been made to the 
language of dedicators, such addresses must be consi- 
dered as perfectly consistent with reason and propriety: 
in fact, superior rank and elevated situation in life na- 
turally and justly claim such respect; and it is the pre- 
rogative of greatness to give countenance and favour to 
all who appear to merit and to need them: it is likewise 
the prerogative of every kind of superiority and cele- 
brity, of penonal merit when peculiar or eztraordinary, 
of dignity, elegance, wealth, and beauty ; certainly of 
superior intellect and intellectual acquirements: every 



such kind of eminence has its privilege, and being it- 
self an object of distinguished approbation, it gains at- 
tention for whomsoever its possessor distinguishes and 
approves. 

Yet the causes and motives for an address of this 
kind rest not entirely with the merit of the patron, the 
feelings of the author himself having their weight and 
consideration in the choice he makes: he may have gra- 
titude for benefits received ; or pride, not illaudable, in 
aspiring to the favour of those whose notice confers ho- 
nour; or he may entertain a secret but strong desire of 
seeing a name in the entrance of his work which he is 
accustomed to utter with peculiar satisfection, and to 
hear mentioned with veneration and delight. 

Such, madam, are the various kinds of eminence for 
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which an author oo these occaaions would probably 
seek, and they meet in your grace; such too are the 
feelingi by which he would be actuated, and they centre 
in me: let me therefora entreat your grace to take this 
hook into your fisTour and protection, and to receire it 
as an offering of the utmost respect and duty, from. 

May it please Tour Grace, 

Tour Grace's moat obedient, humble, 

And devoted servant, 

Gio. CaABBi. 
JTiMton, /u(^3i,i8ia. 



PREFACE. 



That the appearance of the present work before Ae 
public is occasioned by a favourable reception of the 
former two, 1 hesitate not to acknowledge; because, 
while the confession may be regarded as some proof of 
gratitude, or at least of attention from an author to his 
readers, it ought not to be considered as an indication 
of vanity. It is unquestionably very pleasant to be as- 
sured that our labours are well received; but, never- 
theless, this must not be taken for a juf t and full crite- 
rion of their merit: publications of great intrinsic value 
have been met with so much coolness, that a writer 
who succeeds in obtaining some degree of notice should 
look upon himself rather as one favoured than merito- 
rious, as gaining a prize from Fortune, and not a re- 
compense for desert: and, on the contrary, as it is well 
known that books of very inferior kind have been at 
once pushed into the strong current of popularity, and 
ara there kept buoyant by the force of the stream, the 
writer who acquires not this adventitious help may be 
reckoned rather as unfortunate than imdeserving; and 
from tlieie opposite considerations it follows, that a man 
may speak of his success without incurring justly the 
odium of conceit, and may likewise acknowledge a dia- 
appointment without an adequate cause for humiliation 
or self-reproach. 

But were it true that something of the complacency 
of self-approbation would insinuate itself into an au- 
thor^s mind with the idea of success, the sensation would 
not be that of unalloyed pleasure; it would perhaps 
assist him to bear, but it would not enable him to es- 
cape, the mortiScation he must encounter from cen- 
sures, which, though he may be unwilling to admit, yet 
he finds himself unable to confute; as well as from ad- 
vice, which, at the same time that he cannot but ap- 
prove, he is compelled to reject. 

Reproof and adrice, it is probable, every author will 
receive, if we except those who merit so much of the 
former, that the latter is contemptuously denied them ; 
now of these, reproof though it may cause more tem- 
porary uneasiness, will in many cases create less diffi- 
culty, since errors may be corrected when opportunity 
occurs: but advice, I repeat, may be of such nature, 
that it will be painful to reject, and yet impossible to 
follow it; and in this predicament I conceive myself to 
be placed. There has been recommended to me, and 
from authority which neither inclination nor prudence 
leads me to resist, in any new work I might undertake, 
an unity of subject, and that arrangement of my mate- 



rials which connects the whole and gives additional in- 
terest t/i every part; in feet, if not an Epic Poem, strict- 
ly so denominated, yet such composition as would pos- 
sess a regular succession of events, and a catastrophe to 
which every incident should be subservient, and which 
every character, in a greater or less degree, should con- 
spire to accomplish. 

In a Poem of this nature, the principal and inferior 
characters in some degree resemble a general and his 
army, where no one pursues his peculiar objects and 
adventures, or pursues them in unison with the move- 
ments and grand purposes of the whole body; where 
there is a community of interests and a suboidinalioB 
of actors: and it was upon this view of the subject, and 
of the necessity for such distribution of persons and 
events, that I found myself obliged to relinquish an 
undertaking, for which the characters 1 could com- 
mand, and the adventures I could describe, weie alto- 
gether unfitted. 

But if these characters which seemed to be at my dis^ 
posal were not such as would coalesce into one body, 
nor were of a nature to be commanded by one mind, 
so neither on examination did they appear as- an un- 
connected multitude, accidentally collected, to be sud- 
denly dispersed ; but rather beings of whom might be 
formed groups and smaller societies, the relations of 
whose adventures and pursuits might bear that kind of 
similitude to an Heroic Poem, which these minor asso- 
ciations of men (as pilgrims on the way to their saint, 
or parties in search of amusement, travellers excited by 
curiosity, or adventurers in pursuit of gain) have in 
points of connexion and importance with a regular and 
disciplined army. 

Allowing this comparison, it is manifest that while 
much is lost for want of unity of subject and grandeur 
of design, something is gained by greater variety of in- 
cident and more minute display of character, by accu- 
racy of description and diversity of scene : in these nar- 
ratives we pass from gay to grave, from lively to severe, 
not only vrilhout impropriety, but with manifest ad- 
vantage. In one continued and connected Poem, the 
reader is, in general, highly gratified or severely disap- 
pointed; by many independent narratives, he has the 
renovation of hope, although he has been diasatisfiad, 
and a prospect of reiterated pleasure, should he find 
himself entertained. 

I mean not, however, to compare these different 
modes of writing as if I wei« balancing their advan- 
tages and defects before I could give preference to either; 
with me the way I take is not a mattes of choice, but 
of necessity: I present not my Tales to the reader as if 
1 had chosen the best method of ensuring his approba- 
tion, but ss using the only means I possessed of engag- 
ing his attention. 

It may probably be remarked that Tales, however 
dissimilar, might have been connected by some asso- 
ciating circumstance to which the whole number might 
bear equal affinity, and that examples <^ such union 
are to be found in Chancer, in Boccace, and other col- 
lectors and inventors of Tales, which, considered in 
themselves, are altogether independent; and to this idea 
I gave so much consideration as convinced me that I 
could not avail myself of the benefit of such artificial 
mode of affinity. To imitate the English poet, charac- 
ters must be found adapted to their several relations, 
and this is a point of great difficulty and hazard: much 
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allowance seems Co be required eren for Chaucer him- 
selF, since it is difficult to conceive that on any occasion 
the devout and delicate Prioress, the courtly and va- 
liant Knight, and • the ponre good Han the persone of 
a Towne,* would be the voluntary companions of the 
drunken Miller, the licentious Sompnour, and « the 
Wanton Wife of Bath,> and enter into that colloquial 
and travelling intim^y which, if a common pilgrimage 
to the shrine of St Thomas may be said to excuse, I 
know nothing beside (and certainly nothing in these 
times) that would produce such ef fleet. Boccace, it is 
true, avoids all difficulty of this kind, by not assigning 
to the ten relators of his hundred Tales any marked or 
peculiar characters; nor though there are male and fe- 
male in company, can the sex of the narrator be distin- 
guished in the narration. To have followed the me- 
thod of Chaucer might have been of use, but could 
scarcely be adopted, from its difficulty; and to have 
taken that of the Italian writer would have been per^ 
fecdy easy, but could be of no service: the attempt at 
union therefore has been relinquished, and tlicse rela- 
tions are submitted to the public, connected by no 
other circumstance than their being the productions of 
the same author, and devoted to the same purpose, the 
entertainment of his readers. 

It has been already acknowledged, that these compo- 
sitions have no pretensions to be estimated vath the more 
lofty and heroic kind of poems, but I feel great reluc- 
tance in admitting that they have not a fair and legiti- 
mate claim to the poetic character. In vulgar estimation, 
indeed, all that is not prose passes for poetry ; but I have 
not ambition of so humble a kind as to be satisfied with 
a concession which requires nothing in the poet, ex- 
cept his ability for counting syllables; and I trust some- 
thing more of the poetic character will be allowed to the 
succeeding pages than what the heroes of the Dunciad 
might share with the author : nor was I aware that by 
describing, as faithfully as I could, men, manners, and 
tilings, I was forfeiting a just title to a name which has 
been freely granted to many whom to equal, and even 
to excel, is but very stinted commendation. 

In this COM it appears that the usual comparison be- 
tween poetry and painting entirely fails. The artist who 
takes an accurate likeness of individuals, or a Mdiful 
representation of scenery, may not rank so high in the 
public estimation as one who paints an historical event, 
or an heroic action ; but he is nevertheless a painter, 
and his accuracy is so far from diminishing his reputa- 
sion, that it procures for him in general both fame and 
emolument. Nor is it perhaps with strict justice deter- 
mined that the credit and reputation of those verses 
which strongly and faithfully delineate character and 
manners, should be lessened in the opinion of the pub- 
lic by the very acQMracy which gives value and distinc- 
tion to the productions of the pencil. 

Nevertheless, it must be granted that the pretensions 
of any composition to be regarded as poetry will depend 
npon that definition of the poetic character which he 
who undertakes to determine the question has considered 
as decisive ; and it is confessed also that one of great 
authority may be adopted, by which the verses now be- 
fore tlie reader, and many others which have probably 
amused and delighted him, must be excluded. A defi- 
nition like this will be found in the words which the 
greatest of poets, not divinely inspired, has given to the 
most noble and valiant Duke of Alliens — 



Tbe poet's eye, io ■ floe freDxy foiling, 

Doth glance fron benven to eerdi, from earth to heaTen ; 

And as ImagiaatlOD bod let forlb 

The fbrmt of things ankaown, tbe poet's pea 

Tnrns them to shapes, aad gires to airy aothiBg 

A local habitation, aad a aame.* 

Hence we observe the poet is one who, in the excui^ 
sionsof his fancy between heavmand earth, lights upon 
a kind of Mry-land, in which he places a creation of 
his own, where he embodies shapes, and gives action 
and adventure to his ideal offspring; taking captive the 
imagination of his readers, he elevates them above the 
grossness of actual being, into the soothing and pleasant 
atmosphere of supra-mundane existence : there he ob- 
tains for his visionary inhabitants the interest that en- 
gages a reader's attention without ruffling his feelings, 
and excites that moderate kind of sympathy which the 
realities of nature oftentimes fail to produce, eitlier be- 
cause they are so fomiliar and insignificant that they 
excite no determinate emotion, or are so harsh and 
powerful that the feelings excited are grating and dis- 
tasteful. 

Be it then granted that (as Duke Theseus observes) 
• such tricks hath strong Imagination,* and that such 
poets « are of imagination all compact; ■ let it be fur- 
ther conceded, that theirs is a higher and more dignified 
kind of composition, nay, the only kind that has pre- 
tensions to inspiration ; still, that these poets should so 
entirely engross the tide as to exclude those who address 
their productions to the plain sense and sober judgment 
of their readers, rather tlian to their fancy and imagina- 
tion, I must repeat that I am imwilling to admit — be- 
cause I conceive that, by granting such right of exclu- 
sion, a vast deal of what has been hitherto received as 
genuine poetry would no longer be entitled to that ap- 
pellation. 

All that kind of satire wherein character is skilfully 
delineated must (Lhis criterion being allowed) no longer 
be esteemed as genuine poetry; and for the same rea- 
son many affecting narratives which are foimded on 
real events, and borrow no aid whatever from the ima- 
gination of the writer, must likewise be rejected. A 
considerable part of tlie poems, as they have hitherto 
been denominated, of Chaucer, are of this naked and 
unveiled character: and there are in his Tales many 
pages of coarse, accurate, and minute, but very striking 
description. Many small poems in a subsequent age, of 
most impressive kind, are adapted and addressed to the 
common sense of the reader, and prevail by the strong 
language of truth and nature ; they amused our ances- 
tors, and they continue to engage our interest, and ex- 
cite our feelings, by the same powerful appeals to the 
heart and affections. In times less remote, Dryden has 
given us much of this poetry, in which the foree of ex- 
pression and accuracy of description have neitherneeded 
nor obtained assistance from the fancy of the writer. 
The characters in his Absalom and Achitophel are in- 
stances of this, and more especially those of Doeg and 
Og in the second part; these, with all their grossness, 
and almost offensive accuracy, are found to possess that 
strength and spirit which has preserved from utter anni- 
hilation the dead bodies of Tate, to whom they were in- 
humanly bound, happily with a fate tlie reverse of that 
caused by the cruelty of Mexentius; for there the living 
perished in the putrefaction of the dead, and here the 

* Midsammer Night's Dreaa. act It, ioene i. 
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d«ad are preterred by the vitality of the IsTing. And, 
to bring forward one other example, it will be found 
that Pope himself has no small portion of this actuality 
of relation, this nudity of description, and poetry with- 
out an atmo^ere; the lines beginning, • In the worst 
inn's worst room,* are an example, and many others 
may be seen in his Satires, Imitations, and abore all in 
his Dnnciad. The frequent absence of tboee « Sports of 
Fancy,* and • Tricks of strong Imagination,* harebeen 
so much observed, that some have ventured to question 
whether even this writer were a poet; and though, as 
Dr Johnson has remarked, it would be difficult to form 
a definition of one in which Pope should not be admit- 
ted, yet they who doubled his claim, had, it i« likely, 
provided for his exclusion by forming that kind of cha- 
racter for their poet, in which this elegant versifier, for 
so he must be then named, should not be compre- 
hended. 

These things considered, an author vrill find com- 
fort in his expulsion from the rank and society of 
poets, by reflecting that men much his superiors were 
likewise shut out, and more especially when he finds 
also that men not much his superiors are entitled to ad- 
mission. 

But in whatever degree I may venture to differ from 
any others in iny notions of the qualifications and cha- 
racter of the true poet, I most cordially assent to their 
opinion who assert that his principal exertions must be 
made to engage the attention of his readers. And fur- 
ther, I must allow that the effect of poetry should be to 
lift the mind from the painful realities of actual exis- 
tence, from its every-day concerns, and its perpetually- 
occurring vexations, and to give it repose by substituting 
objects in their place which it may contemplate with 
some degree of interest and satisfaction. But what is 
there in all this, which may not be effected by a fair 
representation of existing character 1 nay, by a faithful 
delineation of those painful realities, those every-day 
concerns, and those perpetually-occurring vexations 
themselves, provided they be not (which is hardly to be 
supposed) the very concerns and distresses of the reader? 
for whte it is admitted that they have no particular re- 
lation to him, but are the troubles and anxieties of other 
men, they excite and interest his feelings as the imagin- 
ary exploits, adventures, lAid perils of romance ; — they 
soothe his mind, and keep his curiosity pleasandy 
awake; they appear to have enough of reality to engage 
his sympathy, but {Mtfsess not interttt sufficient to create 
painful sensations. Fiction itself, vre know, and eveiy 
work of fancy, must for a time have the effect of reali- 
ties; nay, the very enchanters, spirits, and monsters 
of Ariosto and Spenser must be present in the mind of 
the reader while he is engaged by their operations, or 
they would be as the objects and incidents of a nursery 
tale to a rational understanding, altogether despised and 
neglected. In truth, 1 can bnt consider thb pleasant 
effect upon the mind of a reader, as depending neither 
upon tlie events related (whether tlicy be actual or ima- 
ginary), nor upon the characters introduced (whether 
taken from life or fsncy), but upon the manner in which 
the poem itself is conducted ; let that be judiciously 
managed, and the occurrences actually copied from 
life vrill have the same happy effect as the inventions of 
a creative fancy; — while, on the other hand, the imagi- 
nary persons and incidents to which the poet has given 
■ a local habitation, and a name,* will make upon the 



concurring feelings of the reader the same impressions 
with those taken from truth and nature, because they 
will appear to be derived from tiMt source, and therefore 
of necessity will have a similar effect. 

Having thus for presumed to claim for the ensuing 
pages the rank and title of poetry, I attempt no more, 
nor venture to class or compare tliem with any other 
kinds of poetical composition; their place vrill doubtless 
be found for them. 

A principal view and vriah of the poet most be lo en- 
gage the mind of his readers, as, foiling in that point, 
he vrill scarcely succeed in any otlier: I therefore wil- 
lingly confess that much of my time and assiduity has 
been devoted to this purpose; but, to the ambition of 
pleasing, no other sacrifices have/ I trust, been made, 
than of my own labour and care. Nothing will be 
found that militates against the rules (rf propriety and 
good manners, nothing that offends against the more 
important precepts of morality atid religion ; and with 
this negative kind of merit, I commit my book to the 
judgment and taste of the reader^ not being willing to 
provoke his vigilance by professions of accuracy, nor to 
solicit his indulgence by apologies for mistakes. 
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THE DUMB ORATORS; OR, THE BENEHT OF 

SOCIETY. 

with bir riMBd iMlly witb Qood o*|MM llasd. 

With ejM •eTT» 

Pall of wiae Mwt sad Bodera InttaBOM. 

Am fa Lit* II, Mt li, •«•■• 7. 

Deep abaB* bath •track aie duab. 

Ei»f JoAm, aet It, tetma 3. 

Ha (flrat tba bastlaado with bb «mgu%. 
Oar «an are ead||«U'd. 

Ki»f JUka, aot It, Maaa a. 

Lm '• Uil all ih« fanr7«t« ; 
Now shew yoBraoiTM aiao : 't it for liberty : 
We will not leate one lord or geotleaaa. 

Btnrf Kj; part, a, act II, Mane 7. 



And that tbe whirligig of tiaM briayi la hie roToaga*. 

Tumifik Nifki, aa t, tobae last. 



Tbat all men would be cowards if they dare. 
Some men we know have courage to declare ; 
And this the life of many a hero shofws. 
That like die tide, man's courage ebbs and flows: 
With friends and gay companions round ihcm, then 
Men boldly speak and have the hearts of men ; 
Who, vrith opponents seated, miss the aid 
Of kind applauding looks, and grow afraid; 
Like timid trav'Uera in the night, they fear 
Th' assault of foes, when not a friend is near. 

In contest mighty and of conquest proud 
Was Justice Bolt, impetuous, warm, and loud ; 
His fame, his prowess all the country knew. 
And disputants, with one so fierce, were few : 
He vras a younger son, for law designed, 
With dauntless look and persevering mind; 
While yet a clerk, for disputation fomed, 
No efforts tired him, and no conflicts lamed. 
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Scarcely he bade his master's desk adieu. 
When both his brothers from the world withdrew. 
All ample fortune he from them possess'dj 
And was with saving care and prudence bless'd. 
Now would he go and to the country give 
Example how an English 'squire should live ; 
How bounteous, yet how frugal man may be, 
By a well-order'd hospitality; 
Ue would tlie rights of all so well maintain, 
That none should idle be, and none complain. 

All this and more he purposed — and what man 
Gould do, he did to realize his plan : 
But time convinced him that we cannot keep 
A breed of reasoners like a flock. of sheep; 
For they, so far from following as we lead, 
Make that a cause why they will not proceed. 
Man will not follow where a rule is shown. 
But loves to take a method of his own ; 
Explain the way with all your care and skill, 
This will he quit, if but to prove he will. — 
Yet had our Justice honour — and the crowd, 
Awed by his presence, their respect avow'd. 

In later years he found his heart incline. 
More than in youth, to gen'rous food and wine; 
But no indulgence check'd the powerful love 
He felt to teach, to argue, and reprove. 

Meetings, or public calls, he never miss'd — 
To dictate often, always to assist. 
Oft he the clergy join'd, and not a cause 
Pertain'd to them but he could quote the laws; 
He upon tithes and residence display'd 
A fund of knowledge for the hearer's aid ; 
And could on glebe and farming, wool and grain, 
A long discourse, without a pause, maintain. 

To his experience and his native sense 
He join'd a bold imperious eloquence; 
The grave, stem look of men inform'd and wise, 
A full command of feature, heart, and eyes. 
An awe-compelling frown, and fear-inspiring siie. 
When at the table, not a guest was seen 
With appetite so ling* ring, or so keen; 
But when the outer man no more required. 
The inner waked, and he was man inspired. 
His subjects then were those, a subject true 
Presents in fairest form to public view; 
Of Church and State, of Law, with mighty strength 
Of words he spoke, in speech of mighty length : 
And now, into the vale uf years declined, 
He hides too little of the monarch-mind : 
He kindles anger by untimely jokes, 
And opposition by contempt provokes ; 
Mirth he suppresses by his awful frown. 
And humble spiiits, by disdain, keeps down ; 
Blamed by the mild, approved by the severe, 
Tlie prudent fly him, and the valiant fear. 

For overbearing is his proud discourse, 
And overwhelming of his voice the force; 
And overpowering is he when lie shows 
What floats upon a mind that always overflows. 

This ready man at every meeting rose. 
Something to hint, determine, or propose; 
And grew so fond of teaching, that lie taught 
Those who instruction needed not or sought : 
Happy our hero, when he could excite 
Some thoughtless talker to tlie wordy 6ght : 



Let him a subject at his pleasure chuse. 

Physic or Law, Religion or the Muse; 

On all such themes he was prepared to shine. 

Physician, poet, lawyer, and divine. 

Hemm'd in by some tough argument, borne down 

By press of language and the awful frown, 

In vain for mercy shall the culprit plead ; 

His crime is past and sentence must proceed : 

Ah ! sufforing man, have patience, bear tliy woes — 

For lo ! the clock — at ten the Justice goes. 

This powerful man, on business or to please 
A curious taste, or weary grown of ease. 
On a long journey travell'd many a mile 
Westward, and halted midway in our isle; 
Content to view a city large and fair, 
Though none had notice — what a man wu there l 

Silent two days, he then began to long 
Again to try a voice so loud and strong ; 
To give his favourite topics some new grace. 
And gain some glory in such distant place; 
To reap some present pleasure, and to sow 
Seeds of fair fame, in after-time to grow : 
Here will men say, • We heard, at such an hour, 
The best of speakers — wonderful his power.* 

Inquiry made, he found that day would meet 
A learned club, and in the very street : 
Knowledge to gain and give, was the design ; 
To speak, to hearken, to debate, and dine: 
This pleased our traveller, for he folt his force 
In either way, to eat or to discourse. 

Nothing more easy than to gain access 
To men like these, with his polite addteas: 
So he succeeded, and first look'd around, 
To view his objects and to take his grouod ; 
And therefore silent chose awhile to sit. 
Then enter boldly by some lucky hit; 
Some observation keen or stroke severe, 
To cause some wonder or excite some foar. 

Now, dinner past, no longer he suppreas'd 
His strong dislike to be a silent guest; 
Subjects and words were now at hie command-^ 
When disappointment frown'd on all he plann'd; 
For, hark ! — he heard amazed, on every side. 
His church insulted and her priests belied ; 
The laws reviled, the ruling power abused. 
The land derided, and its foes excused :-- 
He heard and ponder'd. — What, to men so vile. 
Should be his language? For his threat'ning style 
They were too many; — if his speech were meek, 
They would despise such poor attempts to speak : 
At other times with every word at will, 
He now sat lost, perplcx'd, astonish'd, still. 

Here were Socinians, Deists, and indeed 
All who, as foes to England's church, agreed ; 
But still with creeds unlike, and some without a creed : 
Here, too, fierce friends of liberty he saw, 
Who own'd no prince and who obey no law; 
Tliere were Reformers of each different sort. 
Foes to the laws, the priesthood, and tlie court; 
Some on tlieir favourite plans alone intent. 
Some purely angry and malevolent: 
The rash were proud to blame their oouotry's laws; 
The vain, to seem supporters of a cause ; 
One call'd for change that he would dread to see ; 
Another sigh'd for Gallic liberty! 
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And numben joining wit^i the forward crew, 
For no one reason — but that numbers do. 

« How,- said the Justice, « can this trouble rise. 
This shame and pain, from creatures I despise?* 
And conscience answered — « The prerailing cause 
b thy delight in listening to applause ; 
Here, thou art seated with a tribe, who spurn 
Thy faTOurite themes, and into laughter turn 
Thy fears and wishes; silent and obscure, 
Thyself, shalt thou the long harangue endure; 
And learn, by feeling, what it is to force 
On thy unwilling friends the long discourse: 
What though thy thoughts be just, and these, it seems, 
Are traitors' projects, idiots' empty schemes? 
Yet, minds like bodies cramm'd, reject their food, 
Nor will be forced and tortured for their good!* 

At length, a sharp, shrewd, sallow man arose. 
And begg'd he briefly might his mind disclose; 
• It was his duty, in these worst of times, 
T inform the goveru'd of their rulers' crimes :» 
This pleasant subject to attend, they each 
Prepared to listen, and forbore to teach. 

Then voluble and Serce the wordy man 
Through a long chain of favourite horrors ran :" 
First, of the church, from whose enslaving power 
He was deliver'd, and he bles&'d the hour; 
« Bishops and deans, and prebendaries all,* 
He said, « were cattle fattening in the stall; 
Slothful and pursy, insolent and mean, 
Were every bishop, prebendary, dean, 
And wealthy rector: curates, poorly paid. 
Were only dull; — he would not them upbraid.* 

From priests he tum'd to canons, creeds, and prayers, 
Rubrics and rules, and all our church affoirs; 
Churches themselves, desk, pulpit, altar, all 
The Justice reverenced — and pronounced their fall. 

Then horn religion Hammond tum'd his view. 
To give our rulers the correction due; 
Not one wise action had these triflers plann'd ; 
There was, it seem'd, no wisdom in the land ; 
Save in this patriot tribe, who meet at times 
To show the statesman's errors and his crimes. 

Now here was Justice Bolt compell'd to sit, 
To hear the deisf s scorn, the rebel's trit; 
The fact mis-stated, the envenom'd lie. 
And staring, spell-bonnd, made not one reply. 

Then were our laws abused — ^and with the laws, 
All who prepare, defend, or judge a cause: 
« We have no lawyer whom a man can trust,* 
Proceeded Hammond — • If the laws were just; 
But they are evil ; 't is the savage state 
b only good, and ours sophisticate I 
See ! the free creatures in their woods and plains, 
W^here without laws each happy monarch reigns. 
King of himself— while we a number dread, 
By slaves commanded and by dunces led ; 
Oh, let the name with either state agree — 
Savage our own we '11 name, and civil tlieirs shall be.* 

The silent Justice still astonish'd sate. 
And wondered much whom he was gazing at ; 
Twice he essa^d to speak — but in a cough 
The feint, indignant, dyipg speech went off : 
■ But who is this ?* thought he— ■ a diemon vile. 
With wicked meaning and a vulgar style : 
Hammond they call him ; they can give the name 
Of man lo devils.— Why am I so tame? 



Why crush I not the viper?* — Fear replied, 
« Watch him awhile, and let his strength be tried; 
Be will be feil'd, if man ; but if his aid 
Be from beneath, 't is well to be afraid.* 

■ We are call'd free !• said Hammond—* doleful times 
When rulers add their insult to their crimes ; 
For should our scorn expose each powerful vice. 
It would be libel, and we pay the price.* 

Thus with hcentious words the man went on. 
Proving that liberty of speech was gone ; 
That all were slaves — nor had we better chance 
For better times than as allies to France. 
Loud groan'd the stranger — Why, he must relate ; 
And own'd, * In sorrow for his country's fete ;• 

■ Nay, she were safe,* the ready man replied, 

■ Might patriots rule her, and could reasoners guide; 
When all to vote, to speak, to teach, are free, 
Whate'er their creeds or their opinions be; 

When books of statutes are consumed in flames, 
And courts and copyholds are empty names ; 
Then will be times of joy — but ere they come, 
Havock, and war, and blood mou be our doom.* 

The man here paused— tlien loudly for reform 
He call'd, and hail'd the prospect of the storm; 
The wholesome blast, the fertilizing flood — 
Peace gain'd by tumult, plenty bought with blood : 
Sharp means, be own'd ; but when tlie land's disease 
Asks cure complete, no med'cines are like these. 

Our Justice now, more led by fear than rage. 
Saw it in vain with madness to engage; 
With imps of darkness no man seeks to fight. 
Knaves to instruct, or set deceivers right: 
Then as the daring speech denounced these woes. 
Sick at the soul, the grieving guest arose ; 
Quick on the board his ready cash he threw. 
And from the daemons to his closet flew : 
There when secured, he pray'd with earnest zeal. 
That all they wish'd these patriot-souls might feel ; 
« Let them to France, their darling country haste, 
And all the comforts of a Frenchman taste ; 
Let them his safety, freedom, pleasure know, 
Feel all their rulers on the land bestow ; 
And be at length dismiss'd by one unerring blow ; 
Not hack'd and hew'd by one afraid to strike. 
But shorn by that which shean all men alike ; 
Nor. as in Britain, let tliem curse delay 
Of law, but borne without a form away — 
Suspected, tried, condemn'd, and carted in a day; 
Oh ! let them taste what they so much approve. 
These strong fierce freedoms of the land they iove.i* * 

Home came our hero, to forget no more 
The fear he felt and ever must deplore : 
For though he quickly join'd his friends again, 
And could with decent force his themes maintain. 
Still it occurr'd that, in a luckless time. 
He feil'd to fight with heresy and crime; 
It was observed his words were not so strong. 
His tones so powerful, his harangues so long, 
As in old times — for ho would often drop 
The lofty look, and of a sudden stop; 

> TIm raadar wtU poroilTS Id thate asd th* prMadlag venet slla- 
•loa» to th« tttia of Tnmet, w that oonatry was dreaattanood mid« 
yean tinoa, ratber tlMO a« It appaan to b« la tba preseat daw,— 
MToral yean alapalng betwaaii the alarn of the loyal magistrata oa 
tba oocaaioa now related, and a •nbeeqneot avent that Ibrthor II- 
lasiraiet th« remark wlih which the narrative 
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When conscience whbper'd, that he once was still, 
And let the wicked triumph at their will ; 
And therefore now, when not a foe was near, 
He had no right so valiant to appear. 

Some years had pass'd, and he perceiYed his fears 
Yield to the spirit of his earlier years-— 
When at a meeting, with his friends beside. 
He saw an object that awaked his pride ; 
His shame, wrath, vengeance, indignation — all 
Man's harsher feelings did that sight recall. 

For lo ! beneath him fix'd, our man of law 
That lawless man the foe of order saw ; 
Once fear'd, now scorn'd; once dreaded, now abborr'd; 
A wordy man, and evil every word : 
Again he gazed — • It is,* said he, > the same; 
Caught and secure: his master owes him shame :» 
So thought our hero, who each instant found 
His courage rising, from the numbers round. 

As when a felon has escaped and fled, 
So long, that law conceives the culprit dead ; 
And back recall'd her myrmidons, intent 
On some new game, and with a stronger scent; 
Till she beholds him in a place, where none 
Could have conceived the culprit would have gone ; 
There he sits upright in his seat, secure. 
As one whose conscience is correct and pure ; 
This rouses anger for the old offence, 
And scorn for all such seeming and pretence ; 
So on this Hammond look'd oar hero bold, 
Rememb' ring well that vile offence of old ; 
And now he saw the rebel dared t* intrude 
Among the pure, the loyal, and the good ; 
The crime provoked his wrath, the folly slirr'd his blood : 
Nor wonder was it if so strange a sight 
Caused joy with vengeance, terror with delight; 
Terror like this a tiger might create, 
A joy like that to see his captive state. 
At once to know his force and then deeree his fate. 

Hammond, much praised by numerous friends, was 
come 
To read his lectures, so admired at home; 
Historic lectures, where he loved to mix 
His free plain hints on modem politics : 
Here, he had heard, that numbers had design. 
Their business finish'd, to sft down and dine; 
This gave him pleasure, for he judged it right 
To show by day, that he could speak at night. 
Rash the design — for he perceived, too late. 
Not one approving friend beside him sale; 
The greater iiumber, whom he traced around, 
Were men in black, and he conceived they frown'd. 

• I will not speak,* he thought ; ■ no pearls of mine 
Shall be presented to this herd of swiaeU 

Not this avail'd him, when he cast his eye 
On Justice Bolt; he could not fight, nor fly: 
He saw a man to whom he gave the pain, 
Which now he felt must be retum'd again; 
His conscience tokl him with what keen delight 
He, at that time, enjoy'd a stranger's fright; 
That stranger now befriended — he alone. 
For all his insult, friendless, to atone; 
Now he could feel it omel that a heart 
Should be distresiTd, and none to take its part ; 

• Though one by one,* said Pride, « I would defy 
Much graaler men, yet meeting every eye, 

I do confcsa a fear— but he will paM me by.* 



Vain hope ! the Justice saw tlie foe's distress, 
With exultation he could not suppress; 
He felt the fish was hook'd — and so forbore. 
In playful spite, to draw it to the shore. 
Hammond look'd round again ; but none were near. 
With friendly smile, to still his growing fear; 
But all above him seem'd a solemn row 
Of priests and deacons, so they seem'd below ; 
He wonder'd who his right-hand man might be — 
Vicar of Holt cum Uppingham was he; 
And who the man of that dark frown possess'd — 
Rector of Bradley and of Barton-west; 
■ A pluralist,* he growl'd — but check'd the word. 
That warfare might not, by his xeal, be stirr'd. 

But now began the man above to show 
Fierce looks and threat'nings to the man below ; 
Who had some thoughts his peace by flight to seek- 
But how then lecture, if he dared not speak ! — 

Now as the Justice for the war prepared, 
He seem'd just then to question if he dared : 
« He may resist, although his power be small. 
And growing desperate may defy us all ; 
One dog attack, and he prepares for flight- 
Resist another, and he strives to bite ; 
Nor can I say, if this rebellions cur 
Will fly for safety, or will scorn to stir. ■ 
Alarm'd by this, he lash'd his soul to rage, 
Burn'd with strong shame, and hurried to engage. 

As a male turkey straggling on the green. 
When by fierce harriers, terriers, mongrels seen. 
He feels the insult of the noisy train. 
And sculks aside, though moved by much disdain ; 
Rut when that turkey, at his own barn-door. 
Sees one poor straying puppy and no more, 
(A foolish puppy who had IdFt the pack, 
Thoughtless what foe was threat'ning at his back,) 
He moves abont, as ship prepared to sail, 
He hoists his proud rotuudity of tail, 
The half-seal'd eyes and changeful neck he shows, 
Where, in its quick'ning colours, vengeance glows ; 
From red to blue the pendant wattles turn. 
Blue mix'd with red, as matches when they burn ; 
And thus th' intruding snarler to oppose, 
Urged by enkindling wrath, he gobbling goes. 

So look'd our hero in his wrath, his cheeks 
Flush'd with fresh fires and glow'd in tingling streaks; 
His breath by passion's force awhile restrain'd. 
Like a stopp'd current, greater force regain'd; 
So spoke, jM look'd he, every eye and ear 
Were fix'd to view him, or were utro'd to hear. 

« My friends, you know me, you can witness all, 
How, urged by passion, I restrain my gall ; 
And every motive to revenge withstand— 
Save when I hear abused my native land. 

« Is it not known, agreed, confirra'd, coofess'd, 
That of all people, we arc govem'd bSistT 
We have the force of monarchies; are frse, 
As the most proud republicans can be; « 
And have those prudent counsels tliat arise 
In grave and cautious aristocracies ; 
And live there those, in such all*glorions state. 
Traitors protected in the land they hate? 
Rebds, still warring with the laws that give 
To them subsistence? — Yes, such wretches live. 

« Ours is a church reform'd, and now no more 
Is aught for man to mend or to restore; 
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*T is pure in doctrines, *t is correct in creeds. 
Has nought redfcmdant, and it nothing needs; 
No evil is therein — no wrinkle, spot, 
Stain, blame, or blemish:— I affirm there's not. 

« All this you know— now mark what once befell, 
With grief I bore it, and with sb^me I tell ; 
I was entrapp'd- yes, so it came to pass, 
'Mid heathen rebek, a tumultuous class; 
Each to his country bore 4 hellish mind, 
Each like his neighbour was of cursed kind ; 
The land that nursed them they blasphemed ; the laws, 
Their sovereign's glory, and their country's cause ; 
And who their mouth , their master-fiend, and who 
Rebellion's oracle? Yon, caitifT, yon S 

He spoke, and standing stretch'd his mighty ardi. 
And fix'd the man of wprds, as by a charm . 

■ How raved that railerl Sure some hellish power 
Restrain'd my tongue in that delirious hour. 

Or I had hurl'd the shame and vengeance due 
On him, the guide of that infuriate crew; 
But to mine eyes such dreadful looks appcar'd, 
Such mingled yell of lying words I heard. 
That I conceived around were demons all, 
And till I fled the house, 1 fear'd its fall. 

« Oh ! could our country from our coasts expel 
Such foes! to nourish those who wish her well: 
This her mild laws forbid, but we may still 
From us eject them by our sovereign will ; 
This let us do.» — He said, and then began 
A gentler feeling for the silent man ; 
EVn in our hero's mighty soul arose 
A touch of pity for experienced woes ; 
But this was transient, and with angry eye 
He sternly look'd^ and paused for a reply. 

'T was then the man of many words would speak — 
But, in his trial, had them all to seek: 
To find a friend he look'd the circle round, 
But joy or scorn in every feature found; 
He sipp'd his wine, but in those times of dread 
Wine only adds confusion to the head; 
In doubt he reason'd with himself^« And how 
Uafangue at night, if I be silent now? 
From pride and praiK received, he sought to draw 
•Courage to speak, but still remain'd the jiwe ; 
One moment rose he with a forced disdain, 
And then abash'd, sunk sadly down again ; 
While in our hero's glance he seem'd to read, 
■ Slave and insurgent ! what hast thou to plead?* — 

By desperation urged, he now began : 
«■ I seek no favour— I — the Rights of Man ! 
Claim ; and I — nayl-^-but give me leave — and I 
Insist — m man — that is — and in reply, 

I speak.* Alasl each new attempt was vain : 

Confused he stood, he sate, he rose again; 

At length be growl'd defiance, sought the door. 

Cursed the whole synod, and was seen no more. 

■ Laud we,« said Justice Bolt, « the Powers above; 
Thus could our speech the sturdiest foe remove.* 
Exulting now he gain*d new strength of fame. 

And lost all feelings of defeat and shame. 

« He dared not strive, you witness'd — dared not lift 
His voice, nor drive at his accursed drift : 
So all shall tremble, wretches who oppose 
Our church or state — thus be it to our/bes.« 

He spoke, and, seated with his former air, 
Look'd his full self, and fill'd his ample chair ; 



Took one full bumper to eoch favourite cause. 
And dwelt all night on politics and laws, 
'with high applauding voice, that gain'd him high ap- 
plause. 
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THE PARTING HOUR. 

I did Doi Uka By iosva of bin. bat bad 
Moat pretty tbiaga to My : era I ooalii (ell bin 
Bow I woeld (biok of him, at certain bonra, 
Saeb tboBghu and aacb ;— or ere I coald 
Gire bim tbat partleg klM, wbleh I bad Mt 
Betwixt two chamlDg worda— cornea la aiy Ibtber— 

Cjfmbelime^ act 1, aeeDe 4. 

"Grief batb dMBged m» albee yoa taw ■• laat. 
And carafal boura witb TIaia'a daforaMd bead 
Hare written ttranfe defeainrea o'er ny face. 

Comedg oj Errgn, act t, icena 1. 

Ob ! if tboa be tbe mbm B|feaa, apeak, 
Aad apeak aato tbe same Eniiia, 

Comtdy of Error*, act t, aoeao 5. 

I ran it (broafb, ev'n from my boyltb days 
To tbe very moment (bat tbe hade me tell (t : 
Wbereln I apake of moat dliastroaa rbances. 
Of moTlnif aocldenla, by flood, and field ; 
Of being taken by tb' laioleat foe 
Aad told to aUfery. 

OtkeQo, act i, toeae 3. 

An old man. brokea with the atarma of hfS, 
!• ooaae to lay bia weary honea among yoa ; 
GWe bim a little eartb for ebariiy. 

JUnrg YUt, act It, aoeae 2. 



Mi2fUTBLT trace man's life ; year after year, 
Tlirongh all his days let all his deeds appear. 
And then, though some may in that life be strange, 
Yet there appears' no vast nor sudden change : 
The links that bind those various deeds are seen. 
And no mysterious void is left between. 

But let fticse binding links be all dcstroy'd, 
All that through years he suffer'd or enjoy'd ; 
Let that vast gap be made, and then behold — 
Thu was the youth, and he is thus when old; 
Then we at once the work of Time survey. 
And in an instant sec a life's decay; 
Pain mix'd with pity in our bosoms rise, 
And sorrow takes new sadness from surprise. 

Beneath yon tree, observe an ancient pair — 
A sleeping man ; a woman in her chair, 
Watching hi# looks with kind and pensive air; 
No wife, nor sbter she, nor is the name 
Nor kindred of this friendly pair the same; 
Yet so allied are they, tbat few can feel 
Her constant, warm, unwearied, anxious zeal ; 
Their years and woes, although they long have loved. 
Keep their good name and conduct unreproved ; 
Thus life's small comforts they together share, 
And while life lingers for the grave prepare. 

No other subjects on their spirits press, 
Nor gain such int'rcst as the past distress; 
Gricvotis events that from the mem'ry drive 
Life's common cares, and those alon^ survive, 
Mix with each thought, in every action share, 
IXirken ench dream, and blend with every prayer. 

»7 
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To David Booth, his fourth and last-boro boy, 
Allen his name, was more than common joy ; 
And as the child ^ew up, there scem'd in him 
A more than common life in every limb; 
A strong and handsome stripling he became. 
And the pay spirit answer d to the frame; 
A lighter, happier lad was never seen. 
For ever easy, cheerful, or serene ; 
His early love he Hx'd upon a fair 
And gentle maid — they were a handsome pair. 

They at an infant-school together play'd, 
Whjrc the foundation of their love was laid; 
The boyish champion would his choice attend 
In every sport, in every fray defend. 
As prospects open'd and as life advanced. 
They walk'd together, they together danced ; 
On all occasions, from their early years. 
They mix'd their joys and sorrows, hopes and fcara ; 
Each heart was anxious, till it could impart 
Its daily feelings to its kindred heart; 
As years increased, unnumber'd petty wars 
Broke out between them; jealousies and jars; 
Causeless indeed, and follow'd by a peace, 
That gave to love — growth, vigour, and increase. 
Whilst yet a boy, when other minds are void. 
Domestic thoughts young Allen's hours employ'd; 
Judith in gaining hearts had no concern, 
Rather intent the matron's part to learn; 
Thus early prudent and sedate they grew. 
While lovers, thoughtful— and though children, true. 
To either parents not a day appcar'd. 
When with this love they might have interfered : 
Childish at first, they cared not to restrain ; 
And strong at last, they saw restriction vain ; 
Nor knew they when that passion to reprove — 
Now idle fondness, now resistless love. 

So while the waters rise, the children tread 
On the broad estuary's sandy bed ; 
But soon the channel fills, from side to side 
Comes danger rolling with the deep'ning tide ; 
Yet none who saw the rapid current flow 
Could the first instant of that danger know. 

The lovers waited till the time should come 
When they together could possess a home : 
In either house were men and maids unwed, 
Hopes to be soothed, and tempers to be led. 
Then Allen's mother of his favourite maid 
Spoke from the feelings of a mind afraid : 
« Dress and amusements were her sole employ,* 
She said — • entangling her deluded boy;» 
And yet, in truth, a mother's jealous love 
Had much imagined and could little prove; 
Judith had beauty — and if vain, was kind, 
Discreet, and mild, and had a serious mind. 

Dull was their prospect — when the lovers met. 
They said, we must not — dare not venture yejt; 
« Oh! could 1 labour for thee, > Allen cried. 
Why should our friends be thus dissatisfied ? 
On my own arm 1 could depend, but they 
Still urge obedience — must 1 yet obey?» 
Poor Judith felt the grief, but grieving bcgg'd delay. 

At length a prospect came that seem'd to smile, 
And faintly woo them, from a Western Isle; 
A kinsman there a widow's hand had gain'd, 
* Was old, was rich, and childless yet rcmaiu'd; 



Would some young Booth to his affairs attend, 

And wait awhile, he might expect a friend.* 

The elder brotlicrs, who were not in love. 

Fear d the false seas, unwilling to remove ; 

But the young Allen, an enamourd boy, 

Eager an independence to enjoy. 

Would through all perils seek it, — by the sea, — 

Through labour, danger, pain, or slavery. 

The faithful Judith his design approved, 

For both were sanguine, they were young and loved. 

The mother's slow consent was then obtain'd ; 

The time arrived, to part alone remain'd : 

All things prepared, on the expected day 

Was seen the vessel anchor'd in the bay. 

From her would seamen in the evening come. 

To take th' advent' rous Allen from his home; 

With his own friends the final day he pass'd. 

And every painful hour, except the last. 

The grieving father urged the cheerful glass, 

To make the moments with less sorrow pass ; 

Intent the mother look'd upon her son. 

And wish'd th' assent withdrawn, the deed undone ; 

The younger sister, as he took his way. 

Hung on his coat, and begg'd for more delay : 

But his own Judith call'd him to the shore. 

Whom he must meet, for they might meet no more :- 

And there he found her — faithful, mournful, true, 

Weeping and waiting for a last adieu ! 

The ebbing tide had left the sand, and there 

Moved with slow steps the melancholy pair: 

Sweet were the painful moments — but how sweet. 

And without pain, when they again should meet! 

Now either spoke, as hope and fear impress'd 

Each their alternate triumph in the breast. 

Distance alarm'd the maid — she cried, > 'T is far! ■ 
And danger too — « it is a time of war: 
Then in those countries are diseases strange. 
And women gay, and men are prone to change; 
What then may happen in a year, when things 
Of vast importance every moment brings ! 
But hark ! an oar !« she cried, yet none appear'd — 
'T was love's mistake, who fancied what it fear'd ; 
And she continued — « Do, my Allen, keep 
Thy heart fronx evil, let thy passions sleep; 
Believe it good, nay glorious, to prevail, 
And stand in safety where so many fail ; 
And do not, Allen, or for shame, or pride. 
Thy faith abjure, or thy profession hide; 
Can I believe his love will lasting prove, 
Who has no rev'rence for the God I love ? 
I know thee well ! how good thou art and kind ; 
But strong the passions that invade thy mind. — 
Now, what to me hath Allen to commend ?> — 

• Upon my mother,- said the youth, « attend ; 
Forget her spleen, and in my place appear ; 
Her love to me will make my Judith dear: 
Oft I shall think (such comfort lovers seek). 
Who speaks of me, and fancy what they speak ; 
Then write on all occasions, always dwell 

On hope s fair prospects, and be kind and well. 
And ever chuse the fondest, tenderest style.* 
She answcr'd, « No,* but aiiswer'd with a smile. 

• And now, my Judith, at so sad a time. 
Forgive my fear, and call it not my crime ; 

When with our youthful neighbours 't is thy chance 
To meet in walks, the visit, or the dance. 
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When every lad would on my laas attend; 
Chiue not a smooth designer for a friend'; 
That faiwning Philip ! — nay be not lerere, 
A ri?ars hope must cause a lover's fear.« 

Displeased she felt, and might in her reply 
Have mix'd some anger, but the boat was nigh» 
Now truly heard ! — it soon was full in sight; — 
Now the sad farewell, and the long good-night ; 
For, see! — his friends come hast'ning to the. beach. 
And now the gunwale is within the reach; 

• Adieu ! — farewell ! — remember!* — and what more 
Affection taught, was utter'd from the shore ! 
But Judith left them with a heavy heart. 
Took a last view, and went to weep apart ! 
And now his friends went slowly from the place, 
M^herc she stood still the dashing oar to trace. 
Till all were silent I — for the youth she pra^d, 
And softly then retum'd the weeping maid. 

They parted, thus by hope and fortune led. 
And Judith's hours in pensive pleasure fled ; 
But when retum'd the youth ! — the youth no more 
Retum'd exulting to his native shore; 
But forty years were past, and then there came 
A worn-out man with wither'd limbs and lame, 
Uis mind oppress'd with woes, and bent with age his 

frame : 
Yes ! old and grieved, and trembling with decay. 
Was Allen landing in his native bay. 
Willing his breathless form should blend with kindred 

clay. 
In an autumnal eve he left the beach, 
In such an eve he chanced the port to reach : 
He was alone ; he press'd the very place 
Of the sad parting, of the last embrace : 
There stood his parents, there retired the maid. 
So fend, so tender, and so much afraid ; 
And on that spot, through many a year, his mind 
Tum'd mournful back, half sinking, half resign'd. 

No one was present ; of its crew bereft, 
A single boat was in the billows left ; 
Sent from some anchor'd vessel in the bay. 
At the returning tide to sail away : 
O'er the black stem the moonlight softly play'd. 
The loosen'd foresail flapping in Uie shade ; 
All silent else on shore; but from the town 
A drowsy peal of distant bells came down : 
From the tall houses here and there, a light 
Served some confused remembrance to excite : 
tf There,* he observed, and new emotions felt, 

• Was my first home— and yonder Judith dwelt; 
Dead ! dead are all ! I long — I fear to know,i» 
He said, and walk'd impatient, and yet slow. 

Sudden there broke upon his grief a noiao 
Of merry tumult and of vulgar joys : 
Seamen returning to their ship, were come. 
With idle numbers straying from their home ; 
Allen among them mix'd, and in the old 
Strove some familiar features to behold ; 
While fancy aided memory: — ■ Man ! what cheer?* 
A sailor cried; « Art thou at anchor here?" 
Faintly he answei'd, and then tried to trace 
Some youthful features in some aged face: 
j A swarthy matron he beheld, and thought 
I She might unfold the very truths he sought : 
' (Confused and trembling, he the dame addressed : 

• The Booths! yet live they ?» pausing and oppress'd; 



Then spake again: — « Is there no ancient man, 

David his name? — assist me, if you can. — 

Flemmings there were — and Judith, doth she live?> 

The woman gazed, nor could an answer give ; 

Yet wond'ring stood, and all were silent by, 

Feeling a strange and solemn sympathy. 

The woman musing said — • She knew full well 

Where the old people came at last to dwell ; 

They had a married daughter and a son, 

But they were d&ad; and now rcmain'd not one.» 

■ Yes,- said an elder, who had paused intent 
On days long past; « there was a sad event ; — 
One of these Booths — it was my mother's tale — 
Here left his lass, I know not where to sail : 
She saw their parting, and observed the pain ; 
But never came th' unhappy man again :» 
« The ship was captured* — Allen meekly said, 
« And what became of the forsaken maid? a 
The woman answer'd: « I remember now, 
She used to tell the lasses of her vow. 
And of her lover's loss, and I have seen 
The gayest hearts grow sad where she has been ; 
Yet in her grief she married, and was made 
Slave to a wretch, whom meekly she obeyed 
And eariy buried — but I know no more. 
And hark ! our friends are hast'ning to the shore. * 

Allen soon found a lodging in the town, 
And walk'd a man unnoticed up and down. 
This house, and this, he knew, and thought a face 
He sometimes could among a number trace: 
Of names rememher'd there remain'd a few. 
But of no favourites, and the rest were new ; 
A merchant's wealtli, when Allen went to sea. 
Was reckon'd boundless.— -Gould he living be ? 
Or lived his son ? for one he had, the heir 
To a vast business, and a fortune fair. 
No ! but that heir's poor widow, from her shed. 
With cratches went to take her dole of bread : 
There was. a friend whom he had left a boy. 
With hope to sail the master of a hoy; 
Him, after many a stormy day, he found 
With his great wish, his life's whole purpose, crown'd. 
This hoy's proud captain look'd in Allen's foce, — 
u Yours is, my friend,* said he « a woful case; 
We cannot all succeed ; I now command 
The Betsy sloop, and am not much at land ; 
But when we meet, you sliall your story tell 
Of foreign parts — I bid you now farewell !» 

Allen so long had left his native shore. 
He saw but few whom he had seen before; 
The older people, as they met him, cast 
A pitying look, oft speaking as they pass'd — 
• "The man is Allen Booth, and it appears 
He dwelt among us in his early years; 
We see the name engraved upon the stones, 
Where this \yooT wanderer means to lay his bones. « 
Thus where he lived and loved — unhappy change ! — 
He seems a stranger, and finds all are strange. 

But now a widow, in a village near, 
Clianccd of the melancholy man to hear; 
Old as she was, to Judith's bosom came 
Some strong emotions at the well-known name; 
He was her much-loved Allen, slic had stay'd 
Ten troubled years, a sad afflicted maid ; 
Then was she wedded, of his death assured, 
And much of mis'ry in her lot endured; 
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licr htubaad died ; her children nought their bread 
In Tarious places, and to her were dead. 
The once fond lovers met; not grief nor age. 
Sickness or pain, their hearts could di8en|,'a(je: 
Each had immediate confidence ; a friend 
Both now beheld, on whom they might depend : 
M Now is there one to whom I can express 
My nature's weakness and my soul's distress.* 
Allen look'd up, and with impatient heart— > 

■ Let me not lose thee — never let us part: 
So Heaven this comfort to my sufferings give. 
It is not all distress to think and live. » 
Thus Allen spoke — for time had not removed 
The charms attach'd to one so fondly loved ; 
Who with more health, the mistress of their cot, 
LalM>un to soothe the evils of his lot. 
To her, to her alone, his various fate. 
At various times, 't is comfort to relate; 
And yet his sorrow — she too loves to hear 
What wrings her bosom, and compels the tear. 

First he related how he left the shore, 
Alarm'd with fears that they should meet no more: 
Then, ere the ship had rcacli'd her purposed course. 
They met and yielded to the Spanish force; 
Then 'cross th' Atlantic seas they bore their prey. 
Who grieving landed from their sultry bay; 
And marching many a burning league^ he found 
Himself a slave upon a miner's ground : 
There a good priest his native language spoke, 
And gave some ease to his tormenting yoke; 
Kindly advanced him in his master's grace, 
And he was station'd in an easier place: 
There, hopeless ever to escape the land, 
He to a Spanish maiden gave his hand; 
In cottage sheller'd from the blaze of day 
He saw his happy infants round him play; 
Where summer shadows, made by lofty trees, 
W^aved o'er his scat, and soothed his reveries; 
E'en then he thought of England, nor could sigh, 
But his fond Isabel demanded, > Why?» 
Grieved by the story, she the sigh repaid. 
And wept in pity for the English maid : 
TTius twenty years were pass'd, and pass'd his views 
Of further bliss, for he had wealth to lose: 
His friend now dead, some foe had dared to paint 

■ His faith as tainted: he his spouse would taint; 
Make all his children infidels, and found 
An English heresy on Christian ground.* 

■ Whilst I was poor,» said Allen, > none would care 

What my poor notions of religion were; 

None ask'd me whom I worshipp'd, bow I pray'd, 

If due obedience to the laws were paid : 

My good adviser taught me to be still. 

Nor to make converts had 1 power or wilL 

I preach'd no foreign doctrine to my wife, 
^ And never mentioned Luther in my life; 
I I, ail they said, say what they would, allow'd, 
I And when the fathers bade me bow, I bow'd : 

Tlieir forms 1 follow'd, whether well or sick, 

And was a most obedient Catholic. 

But I had money, and these pastors found 

My notions vague, heretical, unsound : 

A wicked book tliey seised ; the very Turk 

Could not have read a more pernicious work ; 

To me pernicious, who if it were good 

Or evil qucstion'd not, nor underalood : 



Oh ! had I little bnt the book posseas'd, 
I might have read it, and enjoyed my resL* 

Alas! poor Allen, through his wealth was seen 
Crimes that by poverty conccal'd had been : 
Faults that in dusty pictures rest unknown 
Are in an instant through tlie varnish shown. 

He told their cruel mercy ; how at last, 
In Christian kindness for the merits past. 
They spared his forfeit life, but bade him fly, 
Or for his crime and contumacy die; 
Fly from all scenes^ all objecU of delight: 
His wife, his children, weeping in his sight; 
All urging him to flee, he Med, and cursed his flight. 

He next related how he found a way, 
Guideless and grieving, to Campeachy Bay : 
There in the woods he wrought, and there, among 
Some lab' ring seamen, beard his native tongue : 
The sound, one moment, broke upon his pain 
With joyful force ; he loug'd to hear again : 
Again he beard ; he seized an ofFer'd hand, 
« And when beheld you last our native land ?» 
He cried, ■ and in what county? quickly sayn — 
The seamen answer 'd — strangers all were they; 
One only at his native port had been ; 
He, landing once, the quay and church had seen, 
For that estoem'd; but nothing more he knew. 
Still more to know, would Allen join the crew, 
Sail where they sail'd, and, many a peril past. 
They at his kinsman's isle their anchor cast; 
But him they found not, nor could one relate 
Aught of his will, his wish, or his estate. 
This grieved not Allen ; then again he sail'd 
For England's coast, again his fate prevail'd : 
War raged, and he, an active man and strong, 
Wa» soon impress'd, and served his country long. 
By various shores he pass'd, on various seas, 
Never so happy as when void of case. — 
And tlien he told how in a calm distrcss'd, 
Day after day his soul was sick of rest; 
WMien, as a log upon the deep they stood. 
Then roved liis spirit to the inland wood ; 
Till, while awake, he dream'd, tliat on the seas 
Were his loved home, the hill, the stream, the trees: 
He gazed, he pointed to the scenes: — « There stand 
My wife, my children, 't is my lovely land; 
See ! tliere my dwelling — oh ! delicious scene 
Of my best life — unhand me — are ye menl« 

And thus the frenzy ruled him, till the wind 
Brush'd the fond pictures from tlie stagnant mind. 

He told of bloody fights, and how at lengtli 
The rage of battle gave his spirits strengtli : 
'T was in the Indian seas his limb he lost, 
And he was left half-dead upon the coast ; 
But living gain'd, *mid rich aspiring men, 
A fair subsistence by his ready pen. 
« Thus,t he continued, > pass'd unvaried years, 
Without events producing hopes or fears.* 
Augmented pay procured him decent wealth. 
But years advancing undermined his health ; 
Then oft-times in delightful dream he flew 
To England's shore, and scenes his childhood knew : 
He saw his parents, saw his fav'rite maid, 
No feature wrinkled, not a charm decay'd; 
And thus excited, in his bosom rose 
A wish so strong, it baffled his repose ; 
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Anxious he felt on Eogliih earth to lie ; 
To Tiew his natire soil, and there to die. 

Be then described the gloom, the dread he found, 
When 6r8t he landed on the chosen ground. 
Where undefined was all he hoped and feai^d, 
And how confused and troubled all appeared; 
His thoughts in past and present scenes employed, 
All views in future blighted and destroyed : 
His were a medley of bewild'ring themes, 
Sad as realities^ and wild as dreams. 

Here his relation doses, but his mind 
Flies back again some resting-place to find; 
Thus silent, musing through the day, he sees 
His children sporting by those lofty trees. 
Their mother singing in the shady scene. 
Where the freth springs burst o'er the lively green ; — 
So strong his eager fiincy, he affrights 
The faithful widow by its powerful fights ; 
For what disturbs him he aloud w3l tell, 
And cry — « T is she, my wife! my Isabel! 
Where are my children ?» — Judith grieves to hear 
How the soul works in sorrows so severe; 
Assiduous all his wishes to attend, 
Deprived of much, he yet may boast a ftiend ; 
Watch'd by her care, in sleep, his spirit takes 
Its flight, and watchful finds her when he wakes^ 

T is now her office ; her attention see * 
While her friend sleeps beneath that shading tree, 
Careful she guards him from the glowing heat, 
And pensive muses at her Allen's feet. 

And where is he? Ah! doubtless in those scenes 
Of his best days, amid the vivid greens. 
Fresh with unnumbei'd rills, where eVry gale 
Breathes the rich fragrance of the neighb'ring vale ; 
Smiles not his wife, and listens as there comes 
The night-bird's music from the thick'ning glooms ? 
And as he sits with all these treasures nigh. 
Blaze not with fairy light the phosphor-fly, 
When like a sparkling gem it wheels illumined by ? 
This is the joy that now so plainly speaks 
In the warm transient flushing of his cheeks ; 
For he is list'ning to the foncied noise 
Of his own children, eager in their joys: 
All this he feels, a dream's delusive bliss 
Gives the expression, and the glow like this. 
And now his Judith lays her knitting by, 
These strong emotions in her friend to spy; 
For she can fully of their nature deem— — 
But see ! he breaks the long-protracted theme, 
And wakes and cries — • My God ! 't was but a dream. 
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THE GENTLEMAN FARMER. 

Paaio tlMs, 

Aad weigh thy ralne with sd even hsad ; 
If thoa beeat rated by thy eetiaatloa. 
Thou doet degerre eDOOfh. 

MtrcAamt of rmk*, act U, 

Beaoee I will act do them wroag to alttni*t«ny, I wUl do aiy- 
•elf the right to Irost aono ; and the flne It (for which I ney go the 
flaer), I will IWe a bechefor. 

Mmsk AJo mkotu Nctklmf, act I. teese 3. 
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Throw phytle to the dofa, 1 'U bom of it. 

Maeieth^ act t, aoese 3. 

His proniaee an, at he then wat. mighty ; 
Aad hit performaaee, aa he now It, nothing. 

Bemrg YIU, act It, acene x. 



GwTM was a farmer, whom the farmers all. 
Who dwelt around, the Gentleman would call ; 
Whether in pure humility or pride, 
Th^ only knew, and they would not decide. 

Far diffrent he from that dull plodding tribe, 
Whom it was his amusement to describe ; 
Creatures no more enliven'd than a clod, 
But treading siiU as their dull fothers trod; 
Who lived in times when not a man had seen 
Com sown by drill, or thresh 'd by a machine : 
He was of those whose skill assigns the priie 
For creatures fed in pens, and stalls, and sties-; 
And who, in places where improvers meet, 
To fill tlie land with fatness, had a seat; 
Who in large mansions live like petty kings. 
And spoik of farms but as amusing things ; 
Who plans encourage, and who journals keep, 
And talk with lords about a breed of sheep. 

Two are the species in this genus known ; 
One, who is rich in his profession grown, 
Who yearly finds his ample stores increase, 
From fortime's favours and a favouring lease ; 
Who rides his hunter, who his house adorns; 
Who drinks his wine, and his disbursementt acorns ; 
Who freely lives, and loves to show he can— 
This is the farmer made the gentleman. 

The second species from the world is sent. 
Tired wiili iu strife, or with his wealth content ; 
In books and men beyond the former read, 
To farming solely by a passion led. 
Or by a fashion : curious in his land ; 
Now planning much, now changing what he plann'd ; 
Pleased by each trial, not by failures vex'd, 
And ever certain to succeed the next; 
Quick to resolve, and easy to persuade — 
This is the gentleman, a fbirmer made. 

Gwyn was of these ; he from the world withdrew 
Early in life, his reasons known to few; 
Some disappointment said, some pure good sense, 
The love of land, the press of indolence; 
His fortune known, and Coming to retire. 
If not a farmer, men had call'd him 'squire. 

Forty and five his years, no child or wife 
CrossVi the still tcnour of his chosen life ; 
Much land he purchased, planted far around, 
And let some portions of superfluous ground 
To farmers near him, not displeased to say, 
« My tenants,* nor ■ our worthy landlord,* they. 

Fix'd in his farm, he soon display'd his skill 
In small-boned lambs, the horse-hoe, and the drill; 
From these he rose to themes of nobler kind, 
And show'd the riches of a fertile mind; 
To all around their visits he repaid, 
And thus his mansion and himself display'd.. 
His rooms were stately, rather fine than neat, 
And guests politely call'd his bouse a seat ; 
At much expense was each apartment graced. 
His taste was gorgeous, but it still was taste ; 
In full festoons the crimson curtains fell. 
The sofas rose in bold elastic swell ; 
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Mirrors in gilded frames display 'd the tints 
Of glowing carpets and of colour'd prints; 
The weary eye saw every object shine, 
And all was costly, fanciful, and fine. 

As with his friends he pass'd the social hours, 
Ilis generous spirit scom'd to hide its powers; 
Powers unexpected, for his eye and air 
Gave no sure signs that eloquence was there; 
Oft he began with sudden fire and force. 
As loth to lose occasion for discourse; 
Some, 't is observed, who feel a wish to speak, 
Will a due place for introduction seek; 
On to their purpose step by step they steal. 
And all their way, by certain signals, feel ; 
Others plunge in at once, and never heed 
Whose turn they take, whose purpose they impede; 
Resolved to shine, they hasten to begin. 
Of ending thoughtl<ss — and of tliesc was Gwyn. 
And thus he spake — 

u It grieves inc to the soul 
To see how man submits to man's control; 
Mow overpower'd and shackled minds are led 
In vulgar tracks, and to submission bred ; 
The coward never on himself relies, 
But to an equal for assistance flics; 
IVIan yields to custom as he bows to fate. 
In all things ruled — mind, body, and estate; 
In pain, in sickness, we for cure apply 
To them we know not, and we know not why; 
Rut that the creature has some jargon read. 
And got some Scotchman's system in his head ; 
Some grave impostor, who will health insure. 
Long as your patience or your wealth endure; 
Rut mark them well, the pale and sickly crew, 
They have not health, and can they give it you 7 
These solemn cheats their various methods chuse; 
A system fires them, as a bard his muse : 
Hence wordy wars arise; the leam'd divide, 
And groaning patients curse each erring guide. 

• Next, our affairs are govern 'd, buy or sell, 
Upon the deed the law must fix its spell ; 
Whether we hire or let, we must have still 
The dubious aid of an attorney's skill ; 
They take a part in every man s affairs. 
And in all business some concern is theirs ; 
Because mankind in ways prescribed are found. 
Like flocks that follow on a beaten ground, 
Each abject nature in the way procneds, 
That now to shearing, now to slaughter leads. 

« Should you offend, though meaning no offonce, 
You have no safety in your innocence; 
The statute broken tlien is placed in view. 
And men must pay for crimes tliey never knew ; 
Who would by law regain his plunder d store, 
Would pick up fallen merc'ry from the floor; 
If he pursue it, here and there it slides; 
He would collect it, but it more divides; 
This part and this he stops, but still in vain. 
It slips aside, and breaks in parts again ; 
Till, after time and pains, and care and cost. 
He finds his labour and his objitet lost. 

« But most it grieves me (friends alone are round), 
To see a man in priestly fetters bound : 
Guides to the soul, these friends of Heaven contrive, 
Long as man lives, to keep his fears alive; 



Soon as an Infant breathes, their rites begin ; 
Who knows not sinning, must be freed from sin ; 
Who needs no bond, must yet engage in tows; 
Who has no judgment, miut a creed espouse : 
Advanced in life, our boys arc bound by rules. 
Are catechised in churches, cloisters, schools, 
And train'd in thraldom to be fit for tools: 
The youth grown up, he now a partner needs, 
And lo ! a priest, as soon as he succeeds. 
What man of sense can marriage-rites approve? 
What man of spirit can be bound to- love? 
Forced to be kind ! compell'd to be sincere! 
Do chains and fetters make companions dear? 
Pris'ners indeed we bind ; but though the bond 
May keep them safe, it does not make them fond : 
The ring, the vow, the witness, licence, prayers. 
All parties known ! made public all affairs! 
Such forms men suffer, and from these tliey date 
A deed of love begun with all tliey hate : 
Absurd! that none the beaten road should shun, 
Rut love to do what other dupes have done. 

« Well, now your priest has made you one of twain, 
Look you for rest ? Alas ! you look in vain. 
If sick, he comes; you cannot die in peace, 
Till he attends to witness your release; 
To vex your soul, and urge you to confess 
The sins you feel, remember, or can guess : 
Nay, when departed, to your grave he goes. 
But there indeed he hurls not your repose. 

« Such are our burthens; part we must sustain. 
But need not link new grievance to tlie chain : 
Yet men like idiots will their frames surround 
With these vile shackles, nor confess they 're bound: 
In all that most confines them they confide, 
Their slavery boast, and make their bonds their pride; 
E'en as the pressure galls them, they declare, 
(Good souls !) how happy and how free they are ! 
As madmen, pointing round their wretched cells, 
Cry, ' Lo ! the palace where our honour dwell*.' 

• Such is our stale : but I resolve to live 
By rules my reason and my feelings give; 
No legal guards shall keep enXhrali'd my mind. 
No slaves command me, and no teachers blind. 

« Tempted by sins, let me their strength defy. 
But have no second in a surplice by ; 
No bottle-holder, with officious aid. 
To comfort conscience, wcaken'd and afraid: 
Then if I yield, my frailty is not known ; 
And, if I stand, the glory is my own. 

« When Trutli and Reason are our friends, we seem 
Alive ! awake ! — tlic superstitious dream. 

« Oh ! then, fair Truth, for thee alone I seek, 
Friend to the wise, supporter of ihc weak; 
From thee we learn whatc'er is right and just; 
Forms to despise, professions to distrust ; 
Creeds to reject, pretensions to deride. 
And, following thee, to follow none beside. * 

Such was the speech ; it struck upon the ear 
Like sudden thunder, none expect to hear. 
He saw men's wonder with a manly pride, 
And gravely smiled at guest electrified : 
« A farmer this! • they said, • Oh! let him seek 
That place where he may for his country ^peak ; 
On some great question to harangue for hours, 
While speakers hearing, envy nobler powers!* 
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Wisdom like this, as all things rich and rare. 
Must be acquired with paios, and kept with care ; 
In books besought it, which his friends might view, 
When their kind host the guarding curtain drew. 
Tlkere were historic works for graver hours, 
And lighter vene, to spur the languid powers; 
There metaphysics, logic there had place ; 
But of devotion not a single trace — 
Save what is taught in Gibbon's florid page, 
And other guides of this inquiring age ; 
There llume appear'd, and near, a splendid book 
Composed by Gay's good Lord of Bolingbroke : 
With these were mix'd the light, the free, the vain. 
And from a comer peep'd the sage Tom Paine: 
Here four neat volumes Chesterfield were named, 
For manners much and easy morals famed; 
Witli chaste Memoirs of Females, to be read 
When deeper studies had confused the head. 

Such his resources, treasures where he sought 
For daily knowledge till his mind was fraught: 
Then when his friends were present, for their use 
He would tlie riches he had stored produce ; 
He found his lamp burn clearer, when each day 
Uc drew for all he purposed to display : 
For these occasions, forth his knowledge sprung. 
As mustard quickens on a bed of dung; 
All was prepared, and guests allow'd the praise. 
For what they saw he could so quickly raise. 

Such this new friend ; and when the year came round. 
The same impressive, reasoning sage was found; 
Then, too, was seen the pleasant mansion graced 
With a fair damsel — his no vulgar taste; 
The neat Rebecca — sly, observant, still ; 
Watching his eye, and waiting on his will ; 
Simple yet smart her dress, her manners meek, 
Her smiles spoke for her, she would seldom speak : 
But watch'd each look, each meaning to detect. 
And (pleased with notice) felt for all neglect. 

With her lived Gwyn a sweet harmonious life, 
Who, forms excepted, was a charming wife: 
The wives indeed, so made by vulgar law. 
Affected scorn, and censured what ihey saw; 
And what they saw not, fancied ; said 't was sin, 
And tooli no notice of the wife of Gwyn : 
But be despised their rudeness, and would prove 
Theirs was compulsion and distrust, not love; 
■ Fools as they were ! could they conceive that rings 
And parsons' blessings were substantial things?* 
They answer d ■ Yes ;• while he contemptuous spoke 
Of the low notions held by simple folk ; 
Yet, strange that anger in a man so wise 
Should from the notions of these fools arise; 
Can they so vex us, whom we so despise? 

Brave as he was, our hero felt a dread 
Lest those who saw him kind should think him led; 
If to his bosom fear a visit paid, 
It was, lest he should be supposed afraid ; 
Hence sprang his orders; not that he desired 
The things when done : obedience he required ; 
And thus, to prove his absolute command. 
Ruled every heart, and moved each subject hand. 
Assent he ask'd for every word and whim. 
To prove that he alone was king of hitn. 

The still Rebecca, who her station knew, 
With case rcsign'd the honours not her due; 



Well pleased, she saw that men her board would grace, 
And wish'd not there to see a female face ; 
When by her lover she his spouse was styled. 
Polite she thought it, and demurely smiled; 
But when he wanted wives and maidens round 
So to regard her, slie grew grave, and frown'd ; 
And sometimes whisper'd — • Why should you respect 
These people's notions, yet their forms reject 7 « 

Gwyn, though from marriage bond and fetter free. 
Still felt abridgment in his liberty; 
Something of hesitation he belray'd. 
And in her presence thought of what he said. 
Thus fair Rebecca, though she walk'd astray. 
His creed rejecting, judged it right to pray; 
To beat church, to sit witli serious looks, 
To read her Bible and her Sunday-books : 
She hated all those new and daring themes. 
And call'd his free conjectures, • devil's dreams:* 
She honoui'd still the priesthood in her fall. 
And claim'd respect and reverence for them all; 
Caird them ■ of sin's destructive power the foes. 
And not such blockheads as he might suppose.* 
Gwyn to his friends would smile, and sometimes say, 
■ 'T is a kind fool, why vex her in her way?* 
(ler way she took, and still had more in view. 
For she contrived that he should take it too. 
The daring freedom of his soul, 'twas plain, 
In part was lost in a divided reign ; 
A king and queen, who yet in prudence sway'd 
Their peaceful state, and were in turn obey'd 

Yet such our fate, that when we plan the best, 
Something arises to disturb our rest : 
For though in spirits high, in body strong, 
Gwyn something felt — he knew not what — was wrong ; 
He wish'd to know, for he believed the thing, 
If unremoved, would other evil bring: 
« She must perceive, of late he could not eat. 
And when he walk'd, he tysmbled on his feet : 
He had forebodings, and be seem'd as one 
Stopp'd on the road, or threaten'd by a dun ; 
lie could not live, and yet, should he apply 
To those physicians — he must sooner die. * 

The mild Rebecca heard with some disdain, 
And some distress, her friend and lord complain : 
His death she fear'd not, but had painful doubt 
What his distemper d nerves might bring about; 
With power like hers she dreaded an ally, 
And yet there was a person in her eye; — 
She thought, debated, 6x'd-~* Alas !> she said, 
« A case like yours must be no more delay'd : 
You hate these doctors : well ! but were a friend 
And doctor one, your fears would have an end : 
My cousin Mollet — Scotland holds him now — 
Is above all men skilful, all allow ; 
Of late a doctor, and within a while 
He means to settle in this favour d isle; 
Should he attend you, with his skill profound. 
You must be safe, and shortly would be sound.* 

When men in health against physicians rail. 
They should consider that their nerves may fail ; 
Who calls a lawyer rogue, may find, too late, 
On one of these depends his whole estate : 
Nay, when the world can nothing more produce. 
The priest, th* insulted priest, may have his use; 
Ease, health, and comfort, lift a man so high, 
These powers are dwarfs that he can scarcely spv ; 
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Pain, 8icknc», languor, keep a man so low, 
That these neglected dwarfe to giants grow. 
Happy is he who through the medium sees 
Of clear good sense — but Gwyn was not of tliese. 
He heard and he rejoiced : « Ah ! let him come. 
And till he fixes, make my house his home.* 
Home came the doctor — he was much admired ; 
He told the patient what his case required; 
His hours for sleep, his time to eat and drinks 
When he should ride, read, rest, compose, or think. 
Thus join'd peculiar skill and art profound, 
To make tlie fancy-sick no more than fancy-sound. 

With such attention, who could long be ill? 

Returning healrh proclaim'd the doctor's skill. 

Presents and praises from a grateful heart 

Were freely offer'd on the patient's part ; 

In high repute the doctor scem'd to stand, 

But still had got no footing in the land; 

And, as he saw the scat was rich and fair, 

He felt disposed to fix his station there : 

To gain his purpose he perform'd the part 

Of a good actor, and prepared to start; 

Not like a traveller in a day serene, 

When the sun shone and when the roads were clean ; 

Not like the pilgrim, when the morning grey, 

The ruddy eve succeeding, sends his way; 

Rut in a season when the sharp east wind 

Had all its influence on a nervous mind ; 

When past the parlour's front it fiercely blew. 

And Gwyn sat pitying every bird that flew, 

This strange physician said — • Adieu ! adieu ! 

Farewell! — Heaven bless you! — if you should — but no, 

You need not fear — farewell! 't is time to go.> 
The doctor spoke; and as the patient heard, 
llis old disorders (dreadful train I) appcar'd ; 

• He felt the tingling tremor, and the stress 
Upon his nerves that he could not express; 
Should his good friend forsake him, he perhaps 
Might meet his deadi, and surely a relapse.* 

So, as the doctor scem'd intent to part, 
He cried in terror — « Oh ! be where thou art : 
Gome, thou art young, and unengaged; oh ! come. 
Make me thy friend, give comfort to mine home; 
I have now symptoms that require thine aid, 
Do, doctor, ttaya — th' obliging doctor stay'd. 

Thus Gwyn was happy ; he had now a friend, 
And a meek spouse on whom he could depend : 
But now possess'd of male and female guide. 
Divided power he thus most subdivide : 
In earlier days he rode, or sat at ease 
Reclined, and having but himself to please; 
Now if he would a fev'riie nag bestride 
He sought permission — ■ Doctor, may I ride?i» 
( Rebecca's eye her sovereign pleasure told)— 
« I tliink you may, but guarded from the cold, 
Ride forty minutes.* — Free and happy soul! 
He scom'd submissidn, and a man's control ; 
But where such friends in every care unite 
All for his good, obedience is delighL 

Now Gwyn a sultan bade affairs adieu. 
Led and assisted by the faithful two; 
The favourite fair, Rebecca, near him sat, 
And whisper'd whom to love, assist, or hate; 
While the chief vizier cased his lord of cares, 
And bore himself the burden of affairs : 
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No dangers could from such alliance flow, 
But from that law, that changes all below. 

When wint* ry winds with leaves bestrewed the ground, 
And men were coughing all the village round; 
When public papers of invasion told, 
Diseases, famines, perils new and old ; 
When philosophic writers fail'd to clear 
The mind of gloom, and lighter works to cheer; 
Then came fresh terrors on our hero's mind — 
Fears unforeseen, and feelings undefined. 

« In outward ill&,M he cried, ■ I rest assured 
Of my friend's aid ; they will in time be cured : 
But can his art subdue, resist, control 
These inward griefs and troubles of the soul ? 
Oh ! my Rebecca ! my disorder'd mind. 
No help in study, none in thought can find; 
What must I do, Rebecca?* She proposed 
Tlie parish-guide; but what could be disclosed 
To a proud priest? — « No ! him have I defied. 
Insulted, slighted— shall he be ray guide ? 
But one there is, and if report be just, 
A wise good man, whom I may safely trust ; 
Who goes from house to house, from ear to ear, 
To make his truths, his Gospel truths, appear; 
True if indeed they be, 't is time that I should hear : 
Send for that man ; and if report be just, 
I, like Cornelius, will the teacher trust; 
But if deceiver, I the vile deceit 
Shall soon discover, and discharge the cheat.* 

To Doctor Mollet was the grief confcss'd, 
While Gwyn the freedom of his mind exprcss'd ; 
Yet own'd it was to ills and errors prone, 
And he for guilt and frailty must atone. 
■ My books, perhaps,* the wav'ring mortal cried, 
> Like men deceive — I would be satisfied ; 
And to my soul the pious man may bring 
Comfort and light— do let me try die thing.* 

The cousins met, what pass'd with Gwyn was lold : 
« Alas !• the doctor said, « how hard to hold 
These easy minds, where all impressions made 
At first sink deeply, and then quickly fade ; 
For while so strong these new-born fancies reign, 
We must divert them, to oppose is vain: 
You see him valiant now, he scorns to heed 
The bigot's threat'nings or the zealot's creed; 
Shook by a dream, he next for truth receives 
What frenzy teaches, and what fear believes ; 
And this will place him in the power of one 
Whom we must seek, because we cannot shun.* 

Wisp had been ostler at a busy inn. 
Where he beheld and grew in dread of nn ; 
Then to a Baptists' meeting found his way, ' 

Became a convert, and was taught to pray ; 
Then preach'd ; and being earnest and sincere. 
Brought other sinners to religious fear : 
Together grew his influence and his fame, 
Till our dejected hero heard his name : 
His little failings were, a grain of pride. 
Raised by the numbers he presumed to guide : 
A love of presents, and of lofty praise 
For his meek spirit and his humble ways; 
But though this spirit would on flattery feed, 
No praise could blind him and no arts mislead :— 
To him the doctor made the wishes known 
Of his good patron, but conceal'd his own ; j 
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Ha of all teaehcn had disinitt and doubt, 

And waa reMired m what he came about; 

Though on a plain and simpfe meaage tenc, 

He had a secret and a bold intent : 

Their minds at first were deeply Teil'd; disguise 

Form'd the slow speech, and oped the eager eyes; 

Till by degrees sufficient light was thrown 

On every view, and all the business shown. 

Wisp, as a siulful guide who led the blind, 

Had powers to rule and awe the Tapourish mind ; 

But not the changeful will, the wayering fear to bind : 

And should his conscience give him leave to dwell 

With Gwyn, and every rival power expel 

( A dubious point), yet he, with every care. 

Might soon the lot of the rejected share; 

And other Wisps be found like him to reign, 

And then be thrown upon the world again : 

He thought it prudent then, and felt it just. 

The present guides of his new friend to trust; 

True, he conceived, to touch the harder heart 

Of the cool doctor, was beyond his art; 

But mild Rebecca he could surely sway. 

While Gwyn would follow where she led the way : 

So to do good, (and why a duty shun, 

Because rewarded for the good when done?) 

He with his friends would join in all they plann'd. 

Save when his fdth or fselings should withstand ; 

There he mnst rest, sole judge of his affairs, 

While they might rule exclusively in theirs. 

When Gwyn his message to the teacher sent. 
He fsai'd his friends would show their discontent; 
And prudent seem'd it to th' attendant pair, 
Not all at once to show an aspect fair : 
On Wisp they seem*d to look with jealous eye. 
And lair Rebecca was demure and shy ; 
But by degrees the teacher's worth they knew, 
And were so kind, they seem'd converted too. 

Wisp took oceaaon to the nymph to say, 

■ Ton most be married : will you name the day?* 
She smiled,— >T is well ; but should he not comply. 
Is it quite safe th' experiment 10 try?»— 

• My childi* the teacher said, > who feels remone, 
(And feels not he 7) mnst wish relief of course ; 
And can he find it, while he feaia the crime?— 
You must h« msrried; will you name the time?* 

Glad was the patron as a man could be, 
Yet marvell'd loo, to find his guides agree; 

■ But what the cause?* he cried ; ■ 't is genuine love for 



No friends beside he needs, and none attend — 
Soul, body, and estate, hat each a friend ; 
And fair Rebeeca leads a virtuous life- 
She rules a mistress, and she reigns a wife. 



TALE IV. 



PROCRASTINATION. 

HwTea witaats 
I have be«B to jos erer trme aad hambl*. 

Hmrg Yta, act It. acaae 4. 

GMilahMly, 
WImb flnt I did lapeit ay !«▼• u» yo*. 
I frMly told yea all th« waalih I had. 

IbrcAaaf ^ FmIm, afll 111, Msae a. 

Tha litaiUaM 
Can off all eeroMoalaa aad vowa of Ioto, 
Aad aaplo latotekaage of awaat diaeoaraa, 
Which ao loM aaadar'd friaada ahoaM dwall apoa. 
Rkknd ai, ao( ▼, aoaae 3. 



I kaow ihea aot, old mtm ; fail w thy fnyara. 

Htmrf 17, Pan a, ao(T, aoaaa S. 



Farowali 
Thoa para laplaty, thoa laploaa parity, 
For thaa I '11 lock ap all tha sataa of lore. 

Mmeh Ad» miomi WttMrnf, mat It, 
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Each found his perrt, and let one act describe 
The powers and honours of th' accordant tribe :— 
A man for favour to die mansion qieeds, 
And eons his thrsefold task as he proceeds; 
To teacher Wisp he bov^rith humble air, 
And begs his interasc for a barn's repair : 
Then for the doctor he inquires, who loves 
To hear applause for what his skill improves, 
And gives for praise, asaent« — ^and to the fair 
He brings of pullelsa delieions pair; 
Thus sees a peasant vrith disoemment nice, 
A love of power, oonceit, and avarice. 

Lo ! now the change complete : the convert Gwyn 
Has sold his books, and has renounced his sin ; 
Hollet his body orders. Wisp hb soul, 
And o'er hb purse the lady takes control; 



LovB will expire, the gay, the happy dream 
Will turn to scorn, indiff 'rence, or esteem : 
Some favoured pairs, in this exchange, are blessTd, 
Nor sigh for rapmres in a state of rest; 
Others, ill match'd, with minds nnpaii'd, repent 
At once the deed, and know no more content ; 
From joy to angnidi they, in haste, decline. 
And with their fondness, their esteem resign : 
More luckless still their fate, who are the prey 
Of long-protracted hope and dull dday; 
'Bf id plans of bliss the heavy hours pass on. 
Till love is withered, and till joy is gone. 

This gentle flame two youthful hearts pooess'd. 
The sweet distiirber of unenvied rest : 
The prudent Dinah was the maid beloved. 
And the kind Rupert was the swain approved : 
A wealthy aunt her gentle niece snstain'd. 
He, with a father, at his desk remain'd ; 
The youthful couple, to their vows sincere. 
Thus loved expectant ; year succeeding year. 
With pleasant views and hopes, but not a prospect near. 
Rupert some comfort in his station saw, 
But the poor virgin lived in dread and awe; 
Upon her anxious looks the widow smiled. 
And bade her wait, ■ for she was yet a child.* 
She for her neighbour had a due respect. 
Nor would his son encourage or vgecl; 
And thus the pair, with expectations vain, 
Beheld the seasons change and change again.: 
Meantime the nymph her tender tales perused, 
Where cruel aunts impatient girls refused ; 
While hers, though teasing, boosted to be kind, 
And she, resenting, to be all resign'd. 

The dame was sick, and when the youth applied 
For her consent, she groan'd, and cough'd, and cried : 
Talk'd of departing, and again her breath 
Drew hard, and cough'd, and talk'd again of death : 
I 18 
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■ Here you may live, my Dinah ! here the boy 
And you together my estate enjoy ; ■ 
Thus to the lovers xtas her mind express'd, 
Till they forbore to urge the fond request. 

Servant, and nurse, and comforter, and friend, 
Dinah had still some duty to attend ; 
But yet their walk, when Rupert's evening call 
Obtained an hour, made sweet amends for all; 
So long they now each other's thoughts had known, 
That notliing seem'd exclusively their own ; 
But with the common wish, the mutual fear, 
They now had travell'd to their thirtieth year. 

At length a prospect open'd — but, alas ! 
Long time must yet, before the union, pass ; 
Rupert was call'd in other clime, t* increase 
Another's wealth, and toil for future peace; 
Loth were the lovers ; but the aunt declared 
'T was fortune's call, and they must be prepared ; 

■ You now are young, and for this brief delay, 
And Dinali's care, what I bequeath will pay; 
All will be yours; nay, love, suppress that sigh ; 
The kind must suffer, and the best must die :* 
Then came the cough, and strong the signs it gave 
Of holding long contention with the grave. 

The lovers parted with a gloomy view, 
And little comfort but that both were true; 
He for uncertain duties doom'd to steer. 
While hers remain'd too certain and severe. 

Letters arrived, and Rupert fairly told 

■ His cares were many, and his hopes were cold; 
The view more clouded, that was never fair, 
And love alone preserved him from despair:* 
In other letters brighter hopes he drew, 
• His friends were kind, and he believed them true.* 

When the sage widow Dinah's grief descried. 
She wonder'd much why one so happy sigh'd : 
Then bade her see how her poor aunt sustain'd 
The ills of life, nor murmur'd nor complain'd. 
To vary pleasures, from the lady's chest 
Were drawn the pearly string and tabby vest ; 
Beads, jewels, laces, all their value shown. 
With the kind notice — « They will be your own.a 

This hope, these comforts, cherish'd day by day, 
To Dinah's bosom made a gradual way ; 
Till love of treasure had as large a part. 
As love of Rupert, in the virgin's hearu 
Whether it be that tender passions fail. 
From their own nature, while the strong prevail ; 
Or whether av'rice, like the poison-tree, ■ 
Kills all beside it, and alone will be; 
Whatever cause prevail'd, the pleasure grew 
In Dinali's soul, — she loved the hoards to view ; 
With lively joy those comforts she survey'd. 
And love grew languid in the careful maid. 

Now the grave niece partook the widow's cares, 
Look'd to the great and ruled tlie small affoirs; 
Saw clean'd the plate, arranged the china show, 
And felt her passion for a shilling grow: 
Th' indulgent aunt increased the maid's delight. 
By placing tokens of her wealth in sight; 
She loved the value of her bonds to tell. 
And spake of stocks, and how they rose and fell. 

' Allnslon Is here made, nnt to the well-known ipecle* of nm/teA, 
called the poUon-oak. or toxleedemJrvm, bat to the tipot, or poison- 
tree of JsT* : whether It be reel or imaiflnary, this Is no proper 
place for inqoiry. 



This passion grew, and gain'd at length such sway, 
That other passions shrank to make it way ; 
Romantic notions now the heart forsook. 
She read but seldom, and she changed her book; 
And for the verses she was wont to send, 
Short was her prose, and she was Rupert's friend. 
Seldom she wrote, and then the widow's cough. 
And constant call, excused her breaking off; 
Who, now oppress'd, no longer took the uir. 
But sate and dozed upon an easy chair. 
The cautious doctor saw the case w^as clear. 
But judged it best to have companions near; 
They came, diey reason'd, they prescribed — at last, 
Like honest men, they said their hopes were past; 
Then came a priest — 't is comfort to reflect, 
When all is over, there was no neglect; 
And all was over — by her husband's bones, 
The widow rests beneath the sculptured stones, 
That yet record tlieir fondness and their fame, 
While all they left the virgin's care became; 
Stock, bonds, and buildings; — it disturbed her rest. 
To think what load of troubles she possess'd : 
Yet, if a trouble, she resolved to take 
Th' important duty, for the donor's sake ; 
She too was heiress to the widow's taste. 
Her love of hoarding, and her dread of waste. 

Sometimes the past would on her mind intrude, 
And then a conflict full of care ensued; 
The thoughts of Rupert on her mind would prees. 
His worth she knew, but doubled his success; 
Of old she saw him heedless; what the boy 
Forbore to save, tlie man would not enjoy; 
Oft had he lost the chance that care would seize. 
Willing to live, but more to live at ease : 
Yet could she not a broken vow defend. 
And Hcav'n, perhaps, might yet enrich her friend. 

Month after month was pass'd, and all were spent 
In quiet comfort and in rich content: 
Miseries there were, and woes the world around, 
But these had not her pleasant dwelling found; 
She knew that mothers grieved , and widows wept. 
And she was sorry, said her prayers, and slept : 
Thus pass'd the seasons, and to Dinah's board 
Gave what the seasons to the rich afford; 
For she indulged, nor was her heart so small, 
That one strong passion should engross it all. 

A love of splendour now with avarice strove, 
And oft appear'd to be the stronger love: 
A secret pleasure fill'd the widow's breast. 
When she reflected on the hoards possess'd; 
But livelier joy inspired th' ambitious maid. 
When she the purchase of those hoards display'd : 
In small but splendid room she loved to see 
That all was placed in view and harmony; 
There, as with eager glance she look'd around, 
She much delight in every object found ; 
While books devout were near her— to destroy, 
Should it arise, an overflow of joy. 

Within that fair apartment, guests might see 
The comforts cuU'd for wealth by vanity : 
Around the room an Indian paper blazed, 
With lively tint and figures boldly raised ; 
Silky and soft upon the floor below, 
Th' elastic carpet rose with crimson glow; 
All things around implied both cost and care, 
What met the eye was elegant or rare : 
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Some curious trifles round the room were laid, 
By hope presented to the wealthy maid : 
' Within a costly case of yaraish'd wood, 
In level rows, her polish'd volumes stood ; 
Shown as a favour to a chosen few, 
To prove what beauty for a book could do : 
A silver urn with curious work was fraught ; 
A silver lamp from Grecian pattern wrought : 
Above her head, all gorgeous to behold, 
A time-piece stood on feet of bumish'd gold ; 
A stagVhead crest adom'd the pictured case. 
Through the pure crystal shone th' enamell'd face; 
And while on brilllintB moved the bands of steel. 
It click'd from prayr to pray'r, from meal to meal. 

Here as the lady Kate, a friendly pair 
Stept in t* admire the view, and took their chair : 
They then related how the young and gay 
Were thoughtless wandering in ihu broad highway; 
How tender damsels sail'd in tilted boats. 
And laugh'd with wicked men in scarlet coats; 
And how we live in such d^en'rate times. 
That men conceal their wants, and show their crimes; 
While vicious deeds are screen'd by foshioii's name. 
And what was once our pride is now our sliamc. 

Dinah was musing, as her friends discoursed. 
When these last words a sudden entrance forced 
Upon her mind, and what was once her pride 
And now her shame, some painful views supplied; 
Thoughts of the past within her bosom prcss'd. 
And there a change was felt, and was coiifess'd : 
While tiius the virgin strove with secret pain. 
Her mind was wandering o'er the troubled main ; 
Still she was silent, nothing lecm'd to see, 
But sate and sigh'd in pensive i-cverie. 

The friends prepared new subjects to begin, 
When tall Susannah, maiden starch, stalk'd in; 
Not in her ancient mode, sedate and slow. 
As when she came, the mind she knew, to know; 
Nor as, when list'ning half an hour before. 
She twice or thrice tapp'd gently at the door ; 
But, all decorum cast in wrath aside, 
• I think the devil 's in the man ! ■ she cried ; 
« A huge tall sailor, with bis tawny cheek, 
And pitted face, will with my lady speak ; 
He grinn'd an ugly smile, and said he knew, 
Please you, my lady, *t would be joy to you; 
What must I answer?* — Trembling and distrcss'd 
Sank the pale Dinah, by her fears oppress'd ; 
When thusalarm'd, and brooking no delay. 
Swift to her room the stranger made his way. 

■ Rerive, my love!» said he, « I *ve done tlicc liarm, 
Give me thy papdon,» and he look'd alarm : 
Bfeantimc the prudent Dinah had contrived 
Her soul to question, and she then revived. 

« See ! my good friend,» and then she raised her head, 
« The bloom of life, the strength of youth is fled; 
Living we die; to us the world is dead; 
We parted bless'd with health, and i am now 
Age-struck and feeble, so I find art thou ; 
Tliine eye is sunken, furrow'd is thy face. 
And downward look'st thou — so we run our race ; 
And happier they, whose race is nearly run, 
Their troubles over, and their duties done.* 

■ True, lady, true, we are not girl and boy ; 
But time lias left us something to enjoy.* 



• What ! thou hast leam'd my fortune?— yes, I live 
To feel how poor the comforts wealth can give ; 
Thou too perhaps art wealthy; but our fate 
Still mocks our wishes, wealth is come too late. > 

B To me nor late nor eariy ; I am come 
Poor as I left thee to my native home : 
Nor yet,» said Rupert, • wUl 1 grieve; 't is mine 
To share thy comforts, and the glory thine ; 
For thou wilt gladly take that generous part 
That both exalts and gratifies the heart; 
While mine rejoices.* — « Heavens !» return'd tlie maid, 
•This talk to one so wither'd and decay d 7 
No ! all my care is now to fit my mind 
For other spousal, and to die resign'd : 
As friend and neighbour, I shall hope to sec 
These noble views, this pious love in thee; 
That we together may the change await. 
Guides and spectators in each other's fate ; 
When fellow-pilgrims, we shall daily crave 
The mutual prayer that arms us for the grave. » 

Half angry, half in doubt, the lover gaxed 
On the meek maiden, by her speech amazed : 
« Dinah,» said he, « dost thou respect thy vows? 
What spousal raean'st thou?— thou art Rupert's spouse; 
The chance is mine to take, and thine to give ; 
But, trifling this, if we together live : 
Can i believe, that, after all the past. 
Our vows, our loves, tliou wilt be false at last ? 
Something thou hast — I know not what— in view ; 
I find thee pious — let me find thee true.* 
« Ah ! cruel thi» ; but do, my friend, depart; 
And to its- feelings leiive my wounded heart.* 

> Nay, speak at once; and, Dinah, let me know, 
Mean'st thou to take me, now I 'm wreck'd, in tow ? 
Be fair; nor longer keep me in the dark ; 
Am I forsaken for a trimmer spark? 
Heav'n's spouse thou art not ; nor can I believe 
That God accepts her who will man deceive: 
True 1 am shatter'd, I have service seen. 
And senrice done, and have in trouble been ; 
My cheek (it shames,rac not) has lost its red. 
And the brown buff is o'er my features spread ; 
Perchance my speech is rude ; for 1 among 
Th' untamed have been, in temper and in tongue; 
Have been trepann'd, have lived in toil and care. 
And wrought for wealth I was not doom'd to share; 
It touch'd me deeply, for 1 felt a pride 
in gaining riches for my destined bride: 
Speak then my fate; for tlicse my sorrows past. 
Time lost, youth fled, hope wearied, and at last 
This doubt of lhc«— a childish thing to tell, 
But certain truth— my very throat they swell ; 
They stop the breath, and but for shame could I 
Give way to weakness, and with passion ery ; 
These are unmanly struggles, but I feel 
This hour must end them, and perhaps will heal.M — 

Here Dinah sigh'd as if afraid to speak — 
And then repeated — ■ They were frail and weak ; 
His sonl slie loved, and hoped he had tlie grace 
To fix his thoughts upon abetter place. » 

She ceased ; — with steady glance, as if to see 
The very root of this hypocrisy, — 
He her small fingers moulded in his hard 
And bronzed broad hand ; tlien told her his regard, 
His best respect were gone, but love had still 
Hold in his heart, and govem'd yet the will — 
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Or be would cuno h«r :— saying this, ha threw 

The hand io scorn away, and bade adieu 

To every lingering hope, with every care in view. 

Proud and indignant, suffering, sick, and poor, 
He grieved unseen ; and spoke of love no more — 
Till all be felt in indignation died, 
As hers had sunk in avarice and pride. 

In health declining, as in mind distress'd, 
To some in power his troubles be confess'd, 
And shares a parish-gift;— at prayers he sees 
The pious Dinih dropp'd upon her knees j 
Thence as she walks the street with sutely air, 
As chance directs, oft meet the. parted pair: 
When he, with thickset coat of badge-man's blue, 
Moves near her shaded silk of changeful hue; 
When his thin locks of grey approach her braid, 
A costly purchase made in beauty's aid; 
When his frank air, and his unstudied paoe^ 
Are seen with her soft manner, air, and grace, 
And his plain artless look with her sharp meaning face; 
It might some wonder in a stranger move, 
How these together (wuld have talk'd of love. 

Behold them now ! — see there a tradesman stands, 
And humbly hearkens to some fresh commands ; 
He moves to speak, she interrupts him — • Stay,t 
Her air expresses — ■ Hark ! to what I say :* 
Ten paces off, poor Rupert on a seat 
Has taken refuge from the noon-day heat, 
His eyes on her intent, as if to find 
What were the movements of that subtle mind : 
How still!— how earnest is hel — it appears 
His thoughts are wand'ring through his earlier years; 
Through years of fruitless labour, to the day 
When all bis earUily prospects died away : 
« Bad I,> he thinks, ■ been wealthier of the two. 
Would she have found me so unkind, untrue? 
Or knows not man when poor, what man when rich 

will do? 
Yes, yes! I feel that I had faithful proved, 
And should have soothed and raised her, bless'd and 
loved. • 

But Dinah moves— she had observed before 
The pensive Rupert at an humble door : 
Some thoughts of pity raised by his distress. 
Some feeling touch of ancient tenderness; 
Religion, doty urged the maid to speak 
In terms of kindness to a man so weak : 
But pride forbad, and fo return would prove 
She felt the shame of his neglected love ; 
Nor WFipp'd in silence could she pass, afraid 
Each eye should see her, and each heart upbraid ; 
One way remain'd— the way theLevite Cook, 
Who without mercy could on misery look; 
( A way perceived by cnfk, approved by pride), 
She cross'd, and pass'd him on the other side. 
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A BoaouGH-BAiLirr, who to law was train'd, 

A wife and sons in decent state maintained ; 

He had his way in life's rough ocean steei'd, 

And many a rock and coast of danger clear'd ; 

He saw where others fail'd, and care had he 

Others in him should not such failings see; 

His sons in various busy states were placed, 

And all began the sweets of gain to taste. 

Save John, die younger ; who, of sprightly parts, 

Felt not a love for money-making arts: 

In childhood feeble, he, for country air, 

Had long resided with a rustic pair; 

All round whose room were doleful ballads, songs. 

Of lovers' sufferings and of ladies* wrongs; 

Of peevish ghosts who came at dark midnight. 

For breach of promise, guilty men lo fright; 

Love, marriage, murder, were the iheme^ with these, 

All that on idle, ardent spirits seixe; 

Robbers at land and pirates on the main, 

Enchanters foil'd, spells broken, giants slain; 

Legends of love, with tales of halls and bowers. 

Choice of rare songs, and garlands of choice flowers, 

And all the hungry mind without a choice devours. 

From village-children kept apart by pride. 
With such enjoyments, and without a guide. 
Inspired by feelings all such works infused, 
John snatch'd a pen, and wrote as he perused : 
With the like fancy he could make his knight 
Slay half an boat and put the rest to flight; 
With the like knowledge, he could make him ride 
From isle to isle at Parthenissa's side; 
And with a heart yet free, no busy brain 
Form'd wilder notions of delight and pain. 
The raptures smiles create, the anguish of disdain. 

Such were the fruits of John's poetic toil, 
Weeds, but still proofs of vigour in the soil : 
He nothing purposed but with vast delight. 
Let fancy loose, and wonder'd at her flight ; 
His notions of poetic worth were high, 
And of his own still-hoarded poetry ;— 
These to his father's house he bore with pride, 
A miser's treasure, in his room to hide; 
Till spurr'd by glory, to a reading friend 
He kindly showed the sonnets he had penn'd : 
With erring judgment, though with hesrt ancere. 
That friend ezclaim'd, ■ These beauties must appear.* 
In Magasines they claim*d their sharv of lame. 
Though undistingnish'd by their author^s name; 
And with delight the young enthusiast found ^ 
The muse of Marcus with applanaea crown'd. 
This heard the father, and with some alarm: 
• The boy,« sakl he, ■ will neither trade nor £arm ; 
He for both law and physic is unfit; 
Wit he may have, but cannot live on wit : 
Let him his taleali than to laarniag give. 
Where verse is honoiir'dt and where poets live.» 
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John kept hit terms at collage unreproved, 
Took hit degree, and left the life he loved ; 
tlot yet ordaia'd, his leisure he employed 
In the light labours he so mueh enjoy'd; 
His fayourite notions and his daring Tiewt 
Were cherish'd still, and he adored the Hose. 

• A little time, and he should hurst to light, 
And admiration of the world excite; 
And erery friend, now cool and apt to blame 
His fond pursuit, would wonder at his fiune.- 
When led by Amey, and from new redred, 
He call'd before him all his heart desired ; 
■ Fame shall be mine, then wealth shall I 
And beauty next an ardent loTer bless; 
For me the maid shall leave her nobler state, 
Happy to raise and share her poet's fate. • 
He saw each day his fathei's frugal board, 
With simple fan by cautious prudence stored; 
Where each indulgence was fbreweigh'd with care. 
And the grand maxims were to save and spare : 
Yet in his walks, his closet, and his bed. 
All frugal cares and prudent counsels fled ; 
And bounteous Fancy, for his glowing mind, 
Wrought Tarions scenes, and ell of glorious kind i 
Slaves of the ring and immp I what need of you. 
When Fancy's self such magic deeds can do ? 

Though rapt in visions of no vulgar kind, 
To common subjects stoop'd our poelTs mind; 
And oft, when wearied with more ardent flight, 
He felt a spur satiric song to write; 
A rival burgess his bold muse attack'd. 
And whipp'd severely for a well-known frict; 
For while he seem'd to all demure and shy. 
Our poet gazed at what was passing by ; 
And e/n his father smiled when playful wit 
From his young bard, some haughty object hit. 

From ancient times the borough where they dwelt 
Had mighty contest at elections frit: 
Sir Godfrey Ball, 't is true, had held in pay 
Electors many for the trying day ; 
- But in such golden chains to bind them all 
Required too much for e'en Sir Godfrey Ball. 
A member died, and to supply his place. 
Two heroes entei'd for th' important race; 
Sir Godfrey's friend and Earl Fitidonnel's son, 
Lord Frederick Damer, both prepared to run ; 
And partial numbers saw with vast delight 
Their good young lord oppose the proud old knight. 

Our poet's father, at a first request,* 
Gave the young lord his vote and interest ; 
And what he could our poet, for he stung 
The foe by verse satiric, said and sung. 
Lord Frederick heard oiF all this youthful zeal, 
And felt as lords upon a canvass fael; 
He read the satire, and he saw the use 
That such cool insult, and such keen abuse. 
Might on the wavering minds of voting men produce ; 
Then too his praises were in contrast seen, 
• A lord as noble as the knight was mean.* 

« I much rejoice,* be cried, « such worth to find ; 
To this the world must be no longer blind : 
His glory will descend from sire to son. 
The Bums of English race, the liappier Ghatterton.* 
Our poet's mind, now hurried and elate, 
Alarm'd the anxions parent for his fate; 



Who saw with sorrow, should their friend succeed. 
That much discretion would the poet need. 

Their friend succeeded, and repaid the seal 
The poet felt, and made opposers fed. 
By praise (from lords how soothing and how sweet !) 
And inritation to his noble seat 
The fither pondered, doubtful if the brain 
Of his proud boy such honour could sustain ; 
Pleased with the fsvonrs offei'd to a son, 
Bnt seeing dangers few so ardent shun. 

Thus, when they parted, to the youthful brsaat 
The fathei's fears were by his love impress'd: 
• There will you find, my son, the courteous ease 
That must subdue the soul it means to please; 
That soft attention which ev'n beauty pays . 
To wake our passioDs, or provoke our praise; 
There all the eye beholds will give delight, 
Where every sense is flatter'd like the sight: 
This is your peril ; can you from such scene 
Of splendour part, and feel your mind serene, 
And in the fother^s humble state resume 
The frugal diet and the narrow room?* 
To this the youth with cheerful heart replied. 
Pleased with the trial, but as yet untried ; 
And while professing patience, should he fsil. 
He suffrr'd hope o'er reason to prevail. 

Impatient, by the morning mail convey'd, 
The happy guest his promised visit paid; 
And now arriving at the hall, he tried 
For air composed, serene and satisfied ; 
As he had practised in his room alone. 
And there acquired a free and easy tone ; 
There he bad said, ■ Whatever the degree 
A man obtains, what more than man is he 7 • 
And when arrived-~-« This room is but a room ; 
Can aught we see the steady soul o'ercome? 
Let me in all a. manly firmness show. 
Upheld by talents, and their value know.* 

This reason urged; but it surpass'd his skill 
To be in act as manly as in will : 
When he his lordship and the bdy saw. 
Brave as he was, he felt oppress'd vrith awe ; 
And spite of verse, that so much praise had won, 
The poet found he was die bailiffs son. 

But dinner came, and the succeeding hours ^ 
Fix'd his weak nerves, and raised his failing powers ; 
Praised and assured, he ventured once or twice 
On some remark, and bravely broke the ice; 
So that at night, reflecting on his words, 
He found, in time, he might convene with loids. 

Now was the sister of his patron seen— 
A lovely creature, with majestic mien ; 
Who, sofrly smiling while she look'd so fsir, 
Praised the young poet with such friendly air ; 
Such winning frankness in her looks expressed. 
And such attention to her brother's guest. 
That so much beauty, join'd with speech so kind. 
Raised strong emotions in the poe^s mind; 
Till reason fail'd his bosom to defend 
From the sweet power of this enchanting friend. — 
Rash boy! what hope thy frantic mind invades? 
What love confuses, and what pride persuades? 
Awake to truth ! shouldst thou deluded feed 
On hopes so groundless, thou art mad indeed. 

What say'st thou, wisoonel « that all powerful love 
Can fortune's sifoog inpedimeAls removes 
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Nor is it strange that worth should wed to worth, 
The pride of genius with the pride of birth.* 
While thou art dreaming thus, the beauty spies 
Love in thy tremor, passion in thine eyes; 
And with th* amusement pleased, of conquest vain. 
She seeks her pleasure, careless of thy pain; 
She gives thee praise to humble and confound, 
Smiles ro ensnare, and flatters thee to wound. 

Why has she said that in the lowest state 
The noble mind insures a noble fate ? 
And why thy daring mind to glory call? 
That thou maysl dare and suffer, soar and fall. 
Beauties are tyrants, and if they can reign, 
They have no feeling for their subject's pain ; 
Their victim's anguish gives their charms applause. 
And their chief glory is the woe they cause : 
Sometliing of this was felt, in spite of love, 
Which hope, in spite of reason, would remove. 

Thus lived our youth, with conversation, books, 
And Lady Emma's soul-subduing looks; 
Lost in delight, astonish'd at his lot. 
All prudence banish'd, all advice forgot — 
Hopes, fears, and every thought, were fix'd upon the spot. 

'T was autumn yet, and many a day must frown 
On Brandon-IIall, ere went my lord to town ; 
Meantime the father, who had heard his boy 
Lived in a round of luxury and joy, 
And justly thinking that the youth was one 
Who, meeting danger, was luiskill'd to shun ; 
Knowing his temper, virtue, spirit, zeal. 
How prone to hope and trust, believe and feel; 
These on the parent's soul their weight impress'd, 
And thus he wrote the counsels of his breast. 

u John, thou 'rt a genius; thou hast some pretence, 
I think, to wit, but hast thou sterling sense? 
That which, like gold, may through the world go fortli, 
And always pass for what 't is truly worth? 
Whereas this genius, like a bill, must take 
Only the value our opinions make. 

■ Men famed for wit, of dangerous talents vain. 
Treat those of common parts with proud disdain ; 
The powers that wisdom would, improving, hide, 
They blaze abroad with inconsid'rate pride ; 
While yet but mere probationers for fame. 
They seize the honour they should then disclaim : 
Honour so hurried to the light must fade. 

The lasting laurels flourish in the sliade. 

■ Genius is jealous; I bate heard of some ^ 
Who, if unnoticed, grew perversely dumb; 
Nay, different talents would their envy raise ; 
Poets have sicken'd at a dancer's praise ; 
And one, the happiest writer of his time, 
Grew pale at bearing Reynolds was sublime ; 
That Rutland's duchess wore a heavenly smile — 
And I, said he, neglected all the while ! 

« A waspish tribe are these, on gilded wings. 
Humming theirdays, and brandishing their stings ; 
And thus they move their friends and foes aiQong, 
Prepared for soothing or satiric song. 

« Hear me, my boy ; thou hast a virtuous mind — 
But be thy virtues of the sober kind ; 
Be not a Quixote, ever up in arms 
To give the guilty and the great alarms : 
If never heeded, thy attack is vain ; 
And if they heed thee, they 'U attack again ; 



Then too in striking at that heedless rate. 
Thou in an instant mayst decide thy fate. 

M Leave admonition — let the vicar give 
Rules how the nobles of his (lock should live; 
Nor take that simple fancy to thy brain. 
That thou canst cure the wicked and the vain. 

u Our Pope, they say, once entertain'd the whim, 
Who fear d not God should be afraid of him ; 
But grant they fear'd him, was it further said, 
That he reform'd the hearts he made afraid ? 
Did Chartres mend? Ward, Waters, and a score 
Of flagrant felons, with his fl<^gings sore? 
Was Gibber silenced? No; with vigour bless'd, 
And brazen front, half earnest, lialf in jest, 
He dared the bard to battle, and was seen 
In all his glory match'd witli Pope and spleen ; 
Himself he stripp'd, the harder blow to hit, 
Then boldly match'd his ribaldry with wit ; 
The poet's conquest Truth and Time proclaim, 
But yet the battle hurt his peace and fame. 

■ Strive not too much for favour; seem at ease, 
And rather pleased thyself, than l>cnt to please : 
Upon thy lord with decent care attend. 
But not too near; thou canst not be a friend; 
And favourite be not, 't is a dangerous post — 
Is gain'd by labour, and by fortune lost : 
Talents like thine may make a man approved, 
But other talenu trusted and beloved. 
Look round, my son, and thou wilt early see 
Tlie kind of man thou art not fbrm'd to be. 

• The real ^vourites of the great are they 
Who to tlicir views and wants attention pay. 
And pay it ever ; who, with all their skill. 
Dive to the heart, and learn the secret will ; 
If that be vicious, soon can they provide 
The favourite ill, and o'er tlie soul preside ; 
For vice is weakness, and the artful know 
Their power increases as the passions grow ; 
If indolent the pupil, hard their task; 
Such minds will ever for amusement ask ; 
And great the labour ! for a man to chuse 
Objects for one whom nothing can amuse ; 
For ere those objects can the soul delight. 
They must to joy the soul herself excite ; 
Therefore it is, this patient, watchful kind 
With gentle friction stir the drowsy mind : 
leix'd on their end, with caution they proceed, 
And sometimes give, and sometimes take the lead ; 
Will now a hint convey, and then retire, 
And let the spark awake the lingering 6ro ; 
Or seek new joys and livelier pleasures bring, 
To give the jaded sense a quick'ning spring. 

k These arts, indeed, my son must not pursue ; 
Nor must he quarrel with the tribe that do : 
it is not safe another's crimes to know. 
Nor is it wise our proper worth to show : — 
* My lord,' you say, 'engaged me for that worth ;* — 
True, and preserve it ready to come forth : 
If question'd, fairly answer — and that done. 
Shrink back, be silent, and thy falher^s son ; 
For they who doubt thy talents scorn thy boast, 
But they who grant them will dislike thee most : 
Observe the prudent ; they in silence sit, 
Display no learning, and affect no wit; 
They hazard nothing, nothing they assume, 
But know the useful art of acting dumb. 
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Yet to their eyes each Tarying look appcara, 
And every word finds entrance at their ears. 
• Thou art religion's adTocate— take heed, 
Hurt not the cause, thy pleasure 't is to plead; 
With wine before thee, and with wiis beside. 
Do not in strength of reas'ning powers confide; 
What seems to thee convincing, certain, plain. 
They will deny, and dare thee to maintain; 
And thus will triumph o'er ihy eager youth. 
While thou wilt grieve for so disgracing truth. 

. With pain I 've seen, these wrangling wits among, 
Faith's weak defenders, passionate and young; 
Weak thou art not, yet not enough on guard, 
Where wit and humour keep their watch and ward ; 
Men gay and noisy will o'erwhelm thy sense. 
Then loudly laugh at Truth's and thy expense; 
While the kind ladies will do all they can 
To check their mirth, and cry, ' Tke good young man V 

• Prudence, my boy, forbids thee to commend 
The cause or party of thy noble friend ; 
What are his praises worth, who must be known 
To take a patron's maxims for his own ? 
When ladies sing, or in thy presence play. 
Do not, dear John, in rapture melt away; 
T is not thy part, there will be list'ners round. 
To cry divine! and dote upon the sound ; 
Bemember too, that though the poor have ean, 
They take not in the music of the spheres; 
They must not feel the warble and the thrill, 
Or be dissolved in ecstacy at will ; 
Beside, 't is freedom in a youth like thee 
To drop his awe, and deal in ecstacy! 

• In silent ease, at least in silence, dine, 
Nor one opinion start of food or wine : 
Thou know'st that all the science thou canst boast 
b of thy fathers simple boil'd and roast; 
Nor always these ; he sometimes saved his cash. 
By interlinear days of frn(rai hash : 
Wine hadst thou seldom; wilt thou be so vain 
As to decide on claret or champagne? 
Dost thou from me derive this taste sublime, 
Who order port the doien at a time ? 
When (every glass held precious in our eyes) 
We judged the value by the botde's size : 
Then never merit for tliy praise assume, 
Its worth well knows each servant in the room, 
• Hard, boy, thy task, to steer thy way among 
That servile, supple, shrewd, insidious throng ; 
Who look upon thee as of doubtful race, 
Au interloper, one who wants a place : 
Freedom with these let thy free soul condemn, 
Nor with thy heart's concerns associate them. 

« Of all be cautious — but be most afraid 
Of the pale charms that grace my lady's maid; 
Of those sweet dimples, of that fraudful eye^ 
The frequent glance design'd for thee to spy; 
The soft bewitchinj^ look, the fond bewailing sigh : 
Let others frown and envy; she the while 
(Insidious syren !) will demurely smile ; 
And for her gentle purpose, every day 
Inquire thy wants, and meet thee in thy way; 
She has her blandishments, and though so weak. 
Her person pleases, and her actions speak : 
Ac first her folly may her aim defeat; 
But kindness shown at length will kiadness meet : 



Have some offended? them will she disdain, 
And, for thy sake, contempt and pity feign ; 
She hates the vulgar, she admires to look 
On woods and groves, and dotes upon a book ; 
Let her once see thee on her features dwell. 
And hear one sigh, then liberty farewell. 

« But, John, remember we cannot maintain 
A poor, proud giri, extravagant and vain. 

«Doubt much of friendship : shouldst thou find a friend 
Pleased to advise thee, anxious to commend; 
Should he the praises he has heard report. 
And confidence (in thee confiding) court; 
Much of neglectful patrons should he say. 
And then exclaim— 'How long must merit stay!" 
Then show how high thy modest hopes may stretcli, 
And point to stations far beyond thy reach ; 
Let such designer, by thy conduct, see 
(Ciril and cool) he makes no dupe of thee; 
And he will quit thee, as a man too wise 
For him to ruin first, and then despise. 

« Such are thy dangers;— yet, if thou canst steer 
Past all the perils, all the quicksands clear. 
Then mayst thou profit; but if storms prevail. 
If foes beset thee, if thy spirits fiiil,— 
No more of winds or waters be the sport. 
But in thy fathers mansion find a port.. 
Our poet read — «lt is in truth,, said he, 
• Correct in part, but what is this to me? 
I love a foolish Abigail ! in base 
And sordid office I fear not such disgrace : 
Am I so blind ?» « Or thou wouldst surely see 
That lady's fall, if she should stoop to thee I. 
« The cases differ. . . True ! for what surprise 
Could from thy marriage with the maid arise? 
But through the island would the shame be spread. 
Should the fair mistress deign with thee to wed.» 

John saw not this; and many a week had pass'd. 
While the vain beauty held her victim fast; 
The noble friend still condescension show'd, 
And, as before, with praises overflowed; 
But his grave lady took a silent view 
Of all that pass'd, and smiling, pitied too. 

Cold grew the foggy mom, the day was brief, 
Loose on the cherry hung the crimson leaf; 
The dew dwelt ever on the herb ; the woods 
Roar'd with strong blasts, with mighty showers the floods : 
All green was vanish'd, save of pine and yew. 
That still dispUyd their melancholy hue, 
Save the green holly with its berries red, 
And the green moss tliat o'er the gravel spread. 
To public views ray lord must soon attend ; 
And soon the ladies- would they leave their friend? 
The lime was fix'd— approach'd— was near— was come ; 
The trying time that filld his soul with gloom : 
Thoughtful our poet in the morning rose. 
And cried, • One hour my fortune will disclose; 
Terrific hour! from thee have I to date 
Life's loftier views, or my degraded state; 
For now to be what I have been before 
Is so to fall, that I can rise no more.. 

The morning meal was past, and all around 
The mansion rang with each discordant sound; 
Haste was in every foot, and every look 
The trav'ller's joy for London-journey spoke ; 
Not so our youth; whose feelings, at the noise 
Of preparation, had no touch of joys; 
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He penaiTe stood, and saw each carriage drawn, 
With lackeys mounted, ready on the lawn : 
The ladies came; and John in terror threw 
One painful glance, and then his eyes withdrew; 
Not with such speed, but he in other eyes 
With anguish read — • I pity but despise — 
Unhappy boy! presumptuous scribbler! — you 
To dream such dreams ! — be sober, and adieu ! ■ 

Then came the noble friend — « And will my lord 
Vouchsafe no comfort? drop no soothing word? 
Yes, he must speak : • he speaks, ■ My good young friend. 
You know my views; upon my care depend; 
My hearty thanks to your good father pay, 
And be a student. — Harry, drive away, a 

Stillness reign'd all around; of late so full 
The busy scene, deserted now and dull: 
Stem is his nature who forbears to feel 
Gloom o'er his spirits on such trials steal ; 
Most keenly felt our poet as he went 
From room to room without a fix'd intent 

■ And here,- he thought, «I was caress'd; admired 
Were here my songs; she smiled, and I aspired : 
The change how grievous!* As he mused, a dame 
Busy and peevish to her duties came; 

Aside the tables and the chairs she drew, 
And sang and muttei'd in the poet's view : — 

■ This was her fortune ; here they leave the poor ; 
Enjoy themselves, and think of us no more : 

I had a promise — » here his pride and shame 
Urged him to fly from this familiar dame; 
He gave one forewell look, and by a coach 
Reach'd his own mansion at the night's approach. 

His father met him with an anxious air. 
Heard his sad tale, and check'd what seem*d despair. 
Hope was in him corrected, but alive ; 
My lord would something for a friend contrive; 
His word was pledged; our hero's feverish mind 
Admitted this, and half his grief resign'd : 
But when three months had fled, and every day 
Drew from the sickening hopes their strength aw«y. 
The youth became abstracted, pensive, dull; 
He utter'd nothing, though his heart was full : 
Teased by inquiring words and anxious looks, 
And all forgetful of his muse and books; 
Awake he monm'd, but in his sleep perceived 
A lovely vision that his pain relieved: 
His soul, transported, haifd the happy seat, 
Where once his pleasure was so pure and sweet; 
Where joys departed came in blissful view, 
Till reason waked, and not a joy he knew. 

Questions now vexed his spirit, most from those 
Who are called friends, because they are not foes : 

• John! • they would say; he, sUrting, tum'd around; 
« John ! » there was something shocking in the sound ; 
111 brook'd he then the pert familiar phrase. 

The untaught freedom, and th' inquiring gaie : 
Much was his temper tooch'd, his spleen provoked. 
When ask'd how ladies lalk'd, or walk'd, or look'd? 

• What said my lord of politics ? how spent 
He there his time? and was he glad he went? • 

At length a letter came, both cool and brief, 
But still it gave the bnrthen'd heart relief: 
Though not inspired by lofty hopes, the youth 
Placed much reliance on' Lord Frederick's truth ; 
Summon'd to town, he thought the visit one 
Where something fair and friendly would be done. 



Although he judged not, as before his fall, 
When all«was love and promise at the hall. 

Arrived in town, he early sought to know 
The fate such dubious friendship would bestow. 
At a tall building trembling he appeai'd. 
And his low rap was indistincdy heard; 
A well-known servant came—* A while,* said he, 
« Be pleased to wait, my lord has company.* 

Alone our hero sate; the news in hand, 
Which though he read, he could not understand : 
Cold was the day : in days so cold as these 
There needs a fire, where minds and bodies freeie. 
The vast and echoing room, the polish'd grate, 
The crimson chairs, the sideboard with its plate; 
The splendid sofs, which, though made for rest. 
He then had thought it freedom to have press'd ; 
The shining tables, curiously inlaid, 
Were all in comfortless proud style display'd, 
And to the troubled feelings terror gave. 
That made the once-dear friend, the sick'ning slave. 

• Was he forgotten? ■ Thrice upon his ear 
Struck the loud clock, yet no relief was near. 
Elach rattling carriage, and each thundering stroke 
On the loud door, the dream of fancy broke : 
Oft as a serrant chanced the way to come, 
• Brings he a message ? • no ! he pass'd the room : 
At length 't is certain : « Sir, you will attend 
a At twelve on Thursday !» Thus the day had end. 

Vex'd by these tedious hours of needless pain, 
John left Uie noble mansion with disdain ; 
For there was something in that still, cold place. 
That seem'd to threaten and portend disgrace. 

Punctual again the modest rap declared 
The youth attended; then was all prepared : 
For the same servant, by his lord's command, 
A paper offer'd to his trembling hand: 
■ No more !» he cried, « disdains he to afford 
One kind expression, one consoling word ? m 

With troubled spirit he began to read 
That ■ In the church my lord could not succeed ; » 
Who had ■ to peers of either kind applied. 
And was with dignity and grace denied : 
While his own livings were by men possess'd, 
Not likely in their chancels yet to rest. 
And therefore, all things weigh'd (as he, my lord, , 
Had done mamrely, and he pledged his word), 
Wisdom it seem'd for John to mm his view 
To busier scenes, and bid the church adieu ! « 

Here grieved the youth ; he felt his father's pride 
Must with his own be shock'd and mortified : 
But when he found his future comforts placed 
Where he, alas ! conceived himself disgraced — 
In some appointment on the London quays. 
He bade farewell to honour and to ease ; 
His spirit fell, and, from that hour assured 
How vain his dreams, he suffer'd and was cured. 

Our poet hurried on, with with to fly 
From all mankind, to be conceal'd, and die. 
Alas ! what hopes, what high romantie views 
Did that one visit to the soul infiBse, 
Which, cherish'd widi such love, 'twas worse than death 

to lose ! 
Still he would strive, though painful was the strife, 
To walk in this appointed road of life; 
On these low duties duteous he would wait, 
And patient bear the anguiah of his fate. 
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Thanks to the patron, but of coIde»t kind, 
Cxprets'd the aadoeit of the' poet's mind; 
Whose heavy hours were pass'd with busy men. 
In the dull practice of th' official pen ; 
Who to superiors must in time impart 
(The custom this) his progress in their art : 
But so had grief on his perception wrought. 
That all unheeded were the duties taught { 
No answers gave he when his trial came, 
Silent he stood, but suffering without shame; 
And they observed that words severe or kind 
Made no impression on his wounded mind ; 
For all perceived from whence his failure rose, 
Some grief whose cause he deign'd not to disclose. 
A soul averse from scenes and works so new, 
Fear ever shrinking from the vulgar crew ; 
Distaste for each mechanic law and rule. 
Thoughts of past honour and a patron cool ; 
A grieving parent, and a feeling mind. 
Timid and ardent, tender and refined: 
These all with mighty force the youth assail'd, 
Till his soul fainted, and his reason fail'd : 
When this was known, and some debate arose 
How they who saw it should the foct disclose, 
He found tlieir purpose, and in terror fled 
From unseen kindness, with mistaken dread. 

I Meantime the parent was distress'd to find 

His son no longer for a priest design'd ; 

But still he gain'd some comfort by the news 

Of John's promotion, though with humbler views : 

For he conceived tluit in ne distant time 

The boy would learn to scramble and to climb : 

He little thought a son, his hope and pride. 

His favonr'd boy, was now a home denied : 

Yes ! while the parent was intent to trace 

How men in office climb from place to place, 

By day, by night, o'er moor and heath and hill. 

Roved the sad youth, with ever-changing will, 

Of every aid bereft, exposed to every ill. 

Thus as he sate, absorb'd in all the care 
And all the hope that anxious fathers share, 
A friend abruptly to his presence brought. 
With trembling hand, the subject of his thought; 
Whom he had found altlicted and subdued 
By hunger, sorrow, cold, and solitude. 

Silent he enter'd the forgotten room. 
As ghostly forms may be conceived to come ; 
With sorrow-shrunken foce and hair upright. 
He look'd dismay, neglect, despair, affright; 
But <dead to comfort, and on misery thrown, 
His parent's loss he felt not, nor his own. 

The good man, struck with horror, cried aloud. 
And drew around him an astonish'd crowd ; 
The sons and servants to the father ran. 
To sluire the feelings of. the grieved old man. 

« Our brother, speak ! • they all exclaimed ; ■ explain 
Thy grief, thy suffering:* — but they ask'd in vain : 
The friend told all he knew ; and all was known. 
Save the sad causes whoice the ills had grdlhi : 
But, if obscure the cause, they all agreed 
From rest and kindness must the cure proceed : 
And he was cured ; for quiet, love, and care. 
Strove with the gloom, and broke on the despair ; 
Yet slow their progress, and, as vapours move 
Dense and reluctant from the wintry grove; 



All is confusion till tlie morning light 
Gives the dim scene obscurely to the sight ; 
More and yet more defined the trunks appear, 
Till the wild prospect stands distinct and clear ; — 
So the dark mind of our young poet grew 
Clear and sedate; the dreadful mist withdrew: 
And he resembled that bleak wintry scene. 
Sad, though unclouded; dismal, though serene. ^ 

At times he utter'd, • What a dream was mine ! 
And what a prospect ! glorious and divine ! 
Oh I in that room, and on that night, to see 
These looks, that sweetness beaming all on me ; 
That syren-flattery — and to send me then, 
Hope-raised and sof ten'd, to tliose heartless men ; 
That dark-bfow'd stem director, pleased to show 
Knowledge of subjects, I disdain'd to know ; 
Gold and controlling — but 't is gone, 't is past ; 
I had my trial, and have peace at last.* 

Now grew the youth resign'd ; he bade adieu 
To all that hope, to all that fancy drew ; 
His frame was languid, and the hectic heat 
Flush'd on his pallid face, and countless beat 
The quick'ning pulse, and foint the limbs that bore 
The slender form that soon would breathe no more. 

Then hope of holy kind the soul sustain'd, 
And not a lingering thought of earth remain'd; 
Now Heaven had all, and he could smile at love, 
And the wild sallies of his youth reprove ; 
Then could he dwell upon the tempting days, 
The proud aspiring thought, the partial praise ; 
Victorious now, his worldly views were closed. 
And on the bed of death the youth reposed. 

The father grieved — but as the poet's heart 
Was all unfitted for his earthly part; 
As, he conceived, some other haughty fair 
Would, had he lived, have led him to despair; 
As, with this fear, the silent grave shut out 
All feverish hope, and all tormenting doubt; 
While the strong faith the pious youth possess'd. 
His hope enlivening, gave his sorrows rest; 
Soothed by these thoughts, he felt a moumfal joy 
For his aspiring and devoted boy. 

Meantime the news through variout channels spread, 
The youth, once favour'd with such praise, was dead : 
« Emma,* the lady cried, « my words attend. 
Your syren-smiles have kill'd your humble (riend; 
The hope you raised can now delude no more. 
Nor charms, that once inspired, can now restore.* 

Faint was the flush of anger and of shame. 
That o'er the cheek of conscious beauty came : 
« You censure not,* said she, « the suns bright rays. 
When fools imprudent dare the dangerous gaxe ; 
And should a stripling look till he were blind, 
You would not jusdy call the light unkind: 
But is he dead T and am I to suppose 
The power of poison in such looks as those?* 
She spoke, and, pointing to the mirror, cast 
A pleased gay glance, and curtsied as she pass'd. 

My lord, to whom the poet's fiite was told. 
Was much affected, for a man so cold : 
M Dead !» said his lordship, « run distracted, mad ! 
Upon my soul I 'm sorry for the lad; 
And now, no doubt, th' obliging worid will say 
That my harsh usage help'd him on his way: 
What! I suppose, I sliould have nursed his muse, 
And with champagne have brighten'd up his views ; 
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Then had he made mc famed my whole life long, 
And stunn'd my care with gratitude and song. 
Still should the father hear that 1 regret 
Our joint misfortune — Yes! I '11 not forget.* — 

Thus they: — The father to his grave convey'd 
The son he loved, and his last duties paid. 

tt There lies my hoy,» he cried, « of rare bereft, 
And UeaVn be praised, I 've not a genius left: 
No one among ye, sons ! is doom'd to live 
On high-raised hopes of what the great may give ; 
None, with exalted views and fortunes mean, 
To die in anguish, or to live in spleen : 
Your pious brother soon escaped the strife 
Of such contention, but it cost his life; 
You then, my sons, upon yourselves depend, 
And in your own exertions find the friend. » 
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Yei, fkith, ii U my conita'c dnty to make a coruj, and say, 
■ Father, as tt pl«aM yoa ;■ bni for all that, ooutlD, let him be a 
handioma fellow, or elto make aaolher curuy, and uy, • Father, 
as Upleateinie.* 

Mmek Ado oAomt Nolkliiy, act ii, ceene i. 

Ha cannot Matter, he ! 
An honest mind and plain— he mnit speak trnih. 

KImg Lear, act il, scene a. 

God hath given yoa one (koe, and yoa make yonrselres another ; 
yon jig, you amble, yoa nick-name God's creainres, and make yoor 
wantonness yoar ignorance. 

Hawtiet, act lil, soeue i . 

What Bre ts in mine ears? Can this be traef 
Am I contemn'd for pride and scorn so madi ! 

Mmek Ado abomi Tiotkimg^ act II, scene i. 



Gratk Jonas Kindred, Sybil Kindred's sire, 
Was six feet high, and look'd six inches higher; 
Erect, morose, determined, solemn, slow, 
>Yho knew the man, could never cease to know ; 
His failhfiil spoi^, when Jonas was not by, 
Had a firm presence and a steady eye; 
But with her husband dropp'd her look and tone, 
And Jonas ruled unquestion'd and alone. 

He read, and oft would quote the sacred words, 
How pious husbands of their wives were lords ; 
Sarah called Abraham lord! and who could be, 
So Jonas thought, a greater man than he ? 
Himself be view'd with undisguised respect, 
And never pardon'd freedom or neglect. 

They had one daughter, and this favourite child 
Had oft the father of his spleen beguiled; 
Soothed by attention from her early years. 
She gain'd all wishes by her smiles or tears: 
But Sybil then was in that playful time, 
When contradiction is not held a crime; 
When parents yield their children idle praise 
For faults corrected in their after days. 

Peace in the sober house of Jonas dwelt, 
Where each his duty and bis station felt: 
Yet not that peace some favoured mortals find. 
In equal views and harmony of mind; 
Not the soft peace that blesses those who love, 
Where all with one consent in union move; 



But it was that which one superior will 
Commands, by making all inferiors still; 
Who bids all murmurs, all objections cease, 
And with imperious voice announces — Peace! 

They were, to wit, a remnant of that crew, 
Who, as their foes maintain, tlieir sovereign slew; 
An independent race, precise, correct. 
Who ever married in the kindred sect : 
No son or daughter of their order wed 
A friend to England's king who lost his head ; 
Cromwell was still their saint, and when they met. 
They mourn'd that saints' were not our rulera yet. 

Fix'd were their habits : they arose betimes, 
Then pray'd their hour, and sang their party-rhymes: 
Their meals were plenteous, regular, and plain; 
The trade of Jonas brought him constant gain ; 
Vender of hops and malt, of coals and com — 
And, like his father, he was merchant bom: 
Neat was their house; each table, chair, and stool, 
Stood in its place, or moving moved by rule; 
No lively print or picture graced the room ; 
A plain brown paper lent its decent gloom ; 
But here the eye, in glancing round, surveyed * 
A small recess that seem'd for china made ; 
Such pleasing pictures seem'd this pencill'd ware, 
That few would search for nobler objects there — 
Yet, tura'd by chosen friends, and there appealed 
llis stem, strong features, whom they all revered ; 
For there in lofty air was seen to stand 
The bold protector of the conquer'd land ; 
Drawn in that look with which he wept and swore, 
Turn'd out the members, and made fast tlie door, 
Ridding the house of every knave and drone, 
Forced, though it grieved his soul, to rule alone. 
The stem still smile each friend approving gave. 
Then tum'd the view, and all again were grave. 

There stood a clock, though small the owner's need, 
For habit told when all things should proceed ; 
Few their amusements, but when friends appear'd,' 
They with the world's distress their spirits cheer'd; 
The nation's guilt, that would not long endure 
The reign of men so modest and so pure : 
Their town was large, and seldom pass'd a day 
But some had fail'd, and others gone astray; 
Clerks had absconded, wives eloped, girls flown 
To Gretna-Green, or sons rebellious grown ; 
Quarrels and fires arose ; — and it was plain 
The times were bad ; the saints had ceased to reign ! 
A few yet lived to languish and to mourn 
For good old mannera never to retiurn. 

Jonas had sisters, and of these was one 
Who lost a husband and an only son : 
Twelve months her sables she in sorrow wore. 
And mourn'd so long that she could mourn no more. 
Distant from Jonas, and from all her race. 
She now resided in a lively place ; 
There, by the sect unseen, at whist she play'd. 
Nor was of churchmen or their church afraid: 
If much of this the graver brother heard. 
He something censured, but he little fear'd ; 
He knew her rich and frugal ; for the rest, 
He felt no care, or, if he felt, suppress'd : 

* This appellation is here nsed not Ironically, nor with malig- 
nity ; but it is uken merely to designate a morosely deroat people, 
with pecallar ansterity of manners. 
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Nor for companion when she ask'd her niece, 
Had he suspicions that disturbed his peace; 
Frugal and rich, these virtues as a charm 
Preserved the thoughtful man from all alarm ; 
An infant yet, she soon would home return. 
Nor stay the manners of the world to learn ; 
Meantime his boys would all his care engross. 
And be his comforts if he felt the loss. 

The sprightly Sybil, pleased and unconfined. 
Felt the pure pleasure of the op'ning mind : 
All here was gay and cheerful — all at home 
Unvaried quiet and unruffled gloom : 
There were no changes, and amusements few ; 
Here, all was varied, wonderful, and new ; 
There were plain meals, plain dresses, and grave looks — 
Here, gay companions and amusing books; 
And the young beauty soon began to taste 
The light vocations of the scene she graced. 

A man of business feels it as a crime 
On calls domestic to consume his time ; 
Yet this grave man had not so cold a heart. 
But with his daughter he was grieved to part : 
And he demanded that in every year 
The aunt and niece should at his house appear. 

• Yes ! we must go, my child, and by our dress 
A grave conformity of mind express ; 
Must sing at meeting, and from cards refrain, 
The more t' enjoy when we return again.» 

Thus spake the aunt, and the discerning child 
Was pleased to learn how fathers are beguiled. 
Her artful part the young dissembler took, 
And from the matron caught th' approving look : 
When thrice the friends had met, excuse was sent 
For more delay, and Jonas was content ; 
Till a tall inaidcn by her sire was seen, 
In all the bloom and beauty of uxteen ; 
He gazed admiring ; — she, with visage prim. 
Glanced an arch look of gravity on him ; 
For she was gay at heart, but wore disguise, 
And stood a vestal in her father's eyes : 
Pure, pensive, simple, sad ; the damsel's heart, 
When Jonas praised, reproved her for the part ; 
For Sybil, fond of pleasure, gay and light. 
Had still a secret bias to the right ; 
Vain as she was — and (lattery made her vain — 
Her simulation gave her bosom pain. 

Again retnm'd, the matron and the niece 
Found the late quiet gave their joy increase ; 
The aunt in6rm, no more her visits paid. 
But still with her sojoum'd the fovourite maid. 
Letters were sent when franks could be procured, 
And when they could not, silence was endured ; 
All were in h^th, and if they older grew, 
It seem'd a fact that none among them knew ; 
The aunt and niece still led a pleasant life, 
And quiet days had Jonas and his wife. 

Near him a widow dwelt of worthy fame, 
Like his her manners, and her creed the same ; 
The wealth her husband left, her care retain'd 
For one tall youth, and widow she remain'd ; 
His love respectful all her care repaid. 
Her wishes watch'd, and her commands obey'd. 

Sober he was and grave from early youth , 
Mindful of forms, but more intent on truth ; 
In a light drab he uniformly dress'd, 
And look serene th' unruffled mind expre>s'd ; 



A hat with ample Verge his brows o'erspread. 

And his brown locks curl'd graceful on his head ; 

Yet might observers in his speaking eye 

Some observation, some acuteness spy ; 

The friendly thought it keen, the treacherous deem'd 

Yet not a crime could foe or friend detect. 
His actions all were, like his speech, correct; 
And they who jested on a mind so sound, 
Upon his virtues must their laughter found ; 
Chaste, sober, solenu, and devout they named 
Him who was thus, and not of this ashamed. 

Such were the virtues Jonas found in one 
In whom he warmly wish'd to find a son : 
Three years had pass'd since he had Sybil seen ; 
But she was doubtless wliat she once had been. 
Lovely and mild, obedient and discreet ; 
The pair must love whenever they should meet ; 
Then ere the widow or her son should chuse 
Some happier maid, he would explain his views. 
Now she, like him, was politic and shrewd. 
With strong desire of lawful gain embued ; 
To all he said, she bow'd with much respect. 
Pleased to comply, yet seeming to reject ; 
0>ol and yet eager, each admired the strength 
Of the opponent, and agreed at length : 
As a drawn battle shows to each a force, 
Powerful as his, he honours it of course ; 
So in these neighbours, each the power discern'd. 
And gave the praise that was to each return'd. 

Jonas now ask'd his daughter — and the aunt. 
Though loth to lose her, was obliged to grant:— 
But would not Sybil to the matron cling. 
And fear to leave the shelter of her wing? 
No ! in the young there lives a love of change, 
And to the easy they prefer the strange ! 
Then too the joys she once pursued vrith seal, 
From whist and visits sprung, she ceased to feel ; 
When with the matrons Sybil first sat down. 
To cut for partners and to stake her erown. 
This to the youthful maid preferment seem'd, 
Who thought what woman she was then esteem'd ; 
But in few years, when she perceived, indeed, 
The real woman to the gurl succeed. 
No longer tricks and honours fill'd her mind, 
But other feelings, not so well defined; 
She then reluctant grew, and thought it hard. 
To sit and ponder o'er an ugly card ; 
Rather the nut-tree shade the nymph preferr'd, 
Pleased with the pensive gloom and evening bird ; 
Thither, from company retired, she took 
The silent walk, or read the fav'rite book. 

The father's letter, sudden, short, and kind. 
Awaked her wonder, and disturb'd her mind ; 
She found new dreams upon her fincy seize, 
Wild roving thoughts and endless, reveries : 
The parting came ; — and when the aunt perceived 
The tears of Sybil, and how much she grieved — 
To love for her that tender grief she laid. 
That various, soft, contending passions made. 

When Sybil rested in her father's arms, 
nis pride exulted in a daughter's charms, 
A maid accomplish'd he was pleased to find. 
Nor seem'd the form more lovely than the miml • 
But when the fit of pride and fondness fled, 
He saw his judgment by his hopes misled ; 
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t1i([h were the lady's spirits, far more free 
Her mode of speaking than a maid's should be ; 
Too much, as Jonas tliought, she sccm'd to know, 
And all her knowledge was disposed to show ; 

• Too gay her dress, like theirs who idly dote 
On a young coxcomb, or a coxcomb's coat; 
In foolish spirits when our friends appear, 
And vainly grave when not a man is near* 

Thus Jonus, adding to his sorrow blame. 
And terms disdainful to his sbtcr's name: — 

• The sinful wretch has by her arts defiled 
The ductile spirit of my darling child. t 

> The maid is virtuous,* said the dame — Quoth he, 

• Let her give proof, by acting virtuously 
Is it in gaping when the elders pray? 

In reading nonsense half a summer's day ? 

In those mock forms that she delights to trace, 

Or her loud laughs in Uexekiah's face ? 

She — Susannah! — to the world belongs, 

She loves the follies of iu idle throngs, 

And reads soft tales of love, and sings love's soft'ning 

songs. 
But, as our friend is yet delay'd in town, 
We must prepare her till the youth comes down; 
You shall advise the maiden; I will threat; 
Iter fears and hopes may yield us comfort yet.* 

Now the grave father took the lass aside, 
Demanding sternly, • Wilt thou be a bride? ■ 
She answer'd, calling np an air sedate, 
■ I have not vow'd against the holy state. • 

■ No folly, Sybil,* said the parent; • know 
What to their parents virtuous maidens owe: 
A worthy, wealthy youth, whom I approve. 
Must thou prepare to honour and to love. 
Formal to thee his air and dress may seem, 
But the good youth is worthy of esteem ; 
ShouUist thou with rudeness treat him; of disdain 
Should he with justice or of slight complain. 
Or of one taunting speech give certain proof, 
Girl! I reject thee from my sober roof.* 

• My aunt,* said Sybil, « will with pride protect 
One whom a father can for this reject; 

Nor shall a formal, rigid, soul-less boy 
My manners alter, or my views destroy ! ■ 
Jonas then lifted up his hands on high. 
And utt'ring something 'twixt a groan and sigh, 
Left the determined maid, her doubtful mother by. 

• Hear me,* she said ; ■ incline thy heart, my child, 
And fix thy fancy on a man so mild : 

Thy father, Sybil, never could be moved 
By one who loved him, or by one be loved. 
Union like ours is but a bargain made 
By slave and tyrant — he will be obey'd; 
Then calls the quiet, comfort— but thy youth 
Is mild by nature, and as frank as truth.* 

■ But will he love? • said Sybil; a 1 am Cold 
Tliat these mild creatures are by nature cold.* 

« Alas! ■ the matron answer'd, • much I dread 
That dangeroos love by which the yonng are led ! 
That love is earthy ; you the creature prixe. 
And trust your fieelings and believe your eyes : 
Can eyes and feelings inward worth descry ? 
No ! my fair daughter, on our choice rely! 
Your loTc, like that display'd upon the stage. 
Indulged is folly, and opposed is rage ;— 



More prudent love our sober couples show, 
All that to mortal beings, mortals owe ; — 
All flesh is grass — before you give a heart. 
Remember, Sybil, that in death you part ; 
And should your husband die before your love. 
What needless anguish must a widow prove \ 
No ! my fair child, let all such visions cease ; 
Yield but esteem, and only try for peace.* 

■ I must be loved,* said Sybil ; ■ I must sec 
The man in terrors who aspires to me ; 
At my forbidding frown, his heart must ache. 
His tongue must falter, and his frame must shake : 
And if I grant him at my feet to kneel, 
What trembling, fearful pleasure must he feel ! 
Nay, such the raptures that my smiles inspire. 
That reason's self must for a time retire.* 

• Alas ! for good Josiah,* said the dame, 
These wicked thoughts would fill his soul with shame ;» 
He kneel and tremble at a thing of dust ! 
He cannot, child :■ — the child replied, ■ He must.* 
They ceased : the matron left her with a frown ; 
So Jonas met her when the youth came down : 
« Behold, ■ said he, « thy future spouse attends ; 
Receive him, daughter, as the best of friends; 
Observe, respect him — humble be each word 
That welcomes home thy husband and thy lord. * 
Forewam'd, thought Sybil, with a bitter smile, 
I shall prepare my manner and my style. 

Ere yet Josiah entcr'd on his task, 
The father met him — • Deign to wear a mask 
A few dull days, Josiah — but a few — 
It is our duty, and the sex's due; 
I worQ it once, and every grateful wife 
Repays it with obedience through her life : 

Have no regard to Sybil's dress, have none 
To her pert language, to her flippant tone : 

Henceforward thou shalt rule unquestion'd and alone; 

And she thy pleasure in thy looks shall seek — 

How she shall dress, and whether she may speak.* 
A sober smile retum'd the youth, and said, 

■ Can I cause fear, who am myself afraid?* 
Sybil, meantime, sal thoughtful in her room. 

And often wonder'd — ■ Will the creature come? 

Nothing shall tempt, shall force me to bestow 

My hand upon him, yet I wish to know.i> 
The door unclosed, and she beheld her sire 

Lead in the youth, then hasten to retire; 

« Daughter, my friend — my daughter, friend* — he cried. 

And gave a meaning look, and stepp'd aside ; 

That look contain'd a mingled threat and prayer, 

> Do take him child — offend him, if you dare.* 
The couple gazed — were silent, and the maid 

Look'd in his face, to make the man afraid ; 

The man, unmoved, upon the maiden cast 

A steady view— so salutation pass'd : 

But in this instant Sybil's eye had seen 

The tall fair person, and the still staid mien ; 

The glow that temp' ranee o'er the cheek had spread, 

Where tlie soft down half veil'd the purest red ; 

And the serene deportment that proclaim'd 

A heart unspotted, and a life unblamed : 

But then with these she saw attire too plain, 

The pale brown coat, though worn without a slain ; 

Tlie formal air, and something of the pride 
I That indicates the wealth it seeme to hide ; 
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And looks that wore not, she conceived, exempt 
From a proud pity, or a sly contempt 

Josiah's eyes had their employment too. 
Engaged and soften'd by so bright a new ; 
A fair and meaning face, an eye of fire, 
That check'd the bold, and made the free retire: 
But then with these he mark'd the studied drese 
And lofty air, that scorn or pride express ; 
With that insidious look, that seera'd to hide 
In an affected smile the scorn and pride; 
And if his mind the virgin's meaning caught. 
He saw a foe with treacherous purpose fraught — 
Captive the heajrt to take, and to reject it caught. 

Silent they sale — thought Sybil, that he seeks 
Something, no doubt; I wonder if he speaks: 
Scarcely she wonder'd, when these accents fell 
Slow in her ear — ■ Fair maiden, art thou wellT* 
■ Art thou physician Tw she replied; « my hand. 
My pulse, at least, shall be at thy command.* 

She said — and saw, surprised, Josiah kned, 
And gave his lips the offcn'd pulse to feel; 
The rosy colour rising in her cheek, 
Seem'd that surprise unmix'd with wrath to q>eak ; 
Then sternness she assumed, and — « Doctor, tell, 
Thy words cannot alarm me — am I wellT* 
« Thou art,> said he; • and yet thy dress so light, 
I do conceive, some danger must excite :> 
« In whom I* said Sybil, with a look demure: 
• In more,* said he, ■ than I expect to cure. 
I, in thy light luxuriant robe, behold 
Want and excess, abounding and yet cold ; 
Here needed, there display'd, in many a wanton fold: 
Both health and beauty, learned authors show, 
From a just medium in our clotliing flow.n 

■ Proceed, good doctor ; if so great my need, 
What is thy fee? Good doctor! pray proceed.* 

■ Large is my fee, fair lady, but 1 take 
None till some progress in my cure 1 make : 
Thou hast disease, fair maiden ; thou art vain ; 
Within that lisce sit insult and disdain; 
Thou art enamour'd of thyself; my art 

Can see the naughty malice of thy heart: 

With a strong pleasure would thy bosom move. 

Were I to own thy power, and ask thy love ; 

And such thy beauty, damsel, that I might, 

But for thy pride, feci danger in thy sight, 

And lose my present peace in dreams of vain delight. • 

■ And can thy patients, » said tbe nymph, « endure 
Physic like this? and will it work a cure?* 

■ Such is my hope, fair damsel ; thou, I find, 
Hast the true tokens of a noble mind ; 

But the world wins thee, Sybil, and thy joys 
Are placed in trifles, fashions, follies, toys; 
Thou hast sought pleasure in the world around. 
That in thine own pure bosom should be found : 
Did all that world admire thee, praise and love, 
Could it the least of nature's pains remove? 
Could it for errors, follies, sins atone. 
Or give thee comfort, thoughtful and alone? 
It has, believe mc, maid, no power to charm 
Thy soul from sorrow, or thy flesh from harm : 
Turn then, ^r creature, from a world of sin, 
And seek the jewel happiness within.* 

■ Speak'st thou at meetmg?* said the nymph ; ■ thy 

speech 
Is that of mortal very prone to teach ; 



But wouldst thou, doctor, from the patient learn 

Thine own disease 7— The cure is thy concern.* 

« Yea, with good will.*— « Then know, 't is thy com- 
plaint, 

That, for a sinner, thou 'rc too much a saint ; 

Hast too much idiow of tbe sedate and pure. 

And vrithout cause ajl formal and demure: 

This makes a man unsocial, unpolite; 

Odious when virrong, and insolent if right. 

Thou mayst be good, but why should goodness be 

Wrapt in a garb of such formality? 

Thy person well might please a damsel's eye, 

In decent habit widi a scarlet dye; 

But, jest apart — what virtue canst thou trace 

In that broad brim that hides thy sober face? 

Does that long-«kirted drab, that over-nice 

And formal clothing, prove a scorn of vice T 

Then for thine accent — what in sound can be 

So void of grace as dull monotony! 

Love has a thousand varied notes to move 

The human heart; — thou mayst not speak of love 

Till thou hast cast thy formal ways aside. 

And those becoming youth and nature tried : 

Not till exterior freedom, spirit, ease. 

Prove it thy study and delight to please; 

Not till these follies meet thy just disdain. 

While yet thy virtues and thy worth remain.* 
■ This is severe ! — Oh ! maiden, wilt not thou 

Something for habits, manners, modes, allow?* — 
> Yes! but allowing much, I much require, 

In my behalf, for manners, modes, attire!* 

« True, lovely Sybil ; and, this point agreed. 
Let me to those of greater weight proceed : 

Thy father!* — • Nay,* she quickly interposed, 
«Good doctor, here our conference is closed !* 
Then left the youth, who, lost in his retreat, 
Pass'd the good matron on her garden-seat ; 
His looks were troubled, and his air, once mild 
And calm, was hurried : — « My audacious child ! • 
Exclaim'd the dame, > I read what she has done 
In thy displeasure — Ah ! the thoughtless one ! 
But yet, Josiah, to my stem good man 
Speak of the maid as mildly as you can : 
Can you not seem to woo a little Vvhile 
The daughter's will, tbe father to beguile ! 
So that his wrath in time may wear away; 
Will you preserve our peace, Josiah? say.* 

• Yes! my good neighbour,* said the gentle youth, 
« Rely securely on my care and truth ; 
And should thy comfort with my efforts cease. 
And only then— perpetual is thy peace.* 

The dame had doubts: she well his virtues knew, 
His deeds were friendly, and his words were true; 
■ But to address this vixen is a task 
He is ashamed to take, and I to ask.* 
Soon as tlie father from Josiah leam'd 
What pass'd with Sybil, he the truth diseern'd. 
mHc loves,* the man exclaim'd, ■ he loves, 't is plain, 
The thoughtless girl, and shall he love in vain 7 
She may be stubborn, but she shall be tried, 
Bom as she is of wilfulness and pride.* 

With anger fraught, but willing to persuade, 
The wrathful father met the smiling maid : 
« Sybil,* said he, « I long, and yet I dread 
To know thy conduct— hath Josbh fled ? 
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And, grieved and fretted by tliy scornful air, 

For hi« lost peace be taken him to prayer? 

Couldsl thou his pure and modest mind distress, 

By vile remarks upon his speech, address, 

Attire, and voice ?» — «A11 this 1 must confess.* — 

u Unhappy child ! what labour will it cost 

To win him back !»— «I do not think him losL» 

M Courts he then, triflcr! insult and disdain?* — 

k No : but from these he courts me to refrain.w 

« Then hear me, Sybil — should Josiah leave 

Thy father's house ? »— « My father's child would grieve:» 

■ That is of grace, and if he come again 

To speak of love?» — « I might from grief refrain. » — 

« Then wilt thou, daughter, our design embrace ?» — 

u Can 1 resist it, if it be of grace 7 » 

« Dear child ! in three plain words thy mind express — 

Wilt thou have this good youth 7» m Dear father! yes.n 
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THE WIDOWS TALE. 

Ah me ! for aagbi that I ooald ever resd. 

Or ever hear by tale or hittory. 

The ooarM of true Ioto nerer did mn snooth ; 

But eitber it wa« diffierent in blood. 

Or elie mUgrafied in respect of years, 

Or elte it stood apoa ibe cboioe of friends ; 

Or If there were a sympathy in choice, 

War, death, or sickness did lay siepe to it. 

Mldtmmmar Night t Dnam, act I, soene i. 

Oh ! then didst then ne'er love so heartily, 
If thon rememberest not the slightest folly 
That eter lore did make thee ran into. 

At Yvu Like It, act II, scene 4 • 

Cry the man mercy; love him, take his offer. 

At Ywu LlJkt tt^ act III, scene 5. 



To farmer Moss, in Langar Vale, came down 
His only daughter, from her school in town ; 
A tender, timid maid ! who knew not how 
To pass a pig-sty, or to foce a cow : 
Smiling she came, with petty talents graced, 
A fair complexion, and a slender waist. 

Used to spare meals, disposed in manner pure, 
Her father's kitchen she could ill endure ; 
Where by the steaming beef he hungry sat, 
And laid at once a pound upon his plate; 
Hot from the 6eld, her eager brother seised 
An equal part, and hunger's rage appeased; 
The air, surcharged with moisture, flagg'd around, 
And the offended damsel sigh'd and frown 'd ; 
The swelling fat in lumps conglomerate Uid, 
And fancy's sickness seized the loathing maid : 
But when the men beside their station took, 
The maidens with them, and witli these the cook; 
When one huge wooden bowl before them stood, 
Fiird witli huge balls of farinaceous food ; 
With bacon, mass saline, where never lean 
Beneath the brown and bristly rind was seen ; 
When from a single horn the party drew 
Their copious draughts of heavy ale and new ; 
When the coarse cloth she saw, witli many a stain, 
* Soil'd by rude hinds who cut and came again — 



She could not breathe ; but, with a heavy sigh, 
Rein'd the fair neck, and shut th' offended eye ; 
She minced the sanguine flesh in frustums fine. 
And wonder d much to see the creatures dine : 
When she resolved her father's heart to move, 
If hearts of farmers were alive to love. 

She now entreated by herself to sit 
In the small parlour, if papa thought fit, 
And there to dine, to read, to work alone : — 
<f No !» said the farmer, in an angry tone ; 
■ These are your school-taught airs; your mother's pride 
Would send you there ; but I am now your guide. — 
Arise betimes, our early meal prepare. 
And this despatch'd, let business be your care; 
Look to the lasses, let therft not be one 
Who lacks attention, till her tasks be done ; 
In every household work your portion take, 
And what you make not, see that others make : 
At leisure times attend the wheel, and see 
The whit'ning web be sprinkled on the Lea ; 
When thusemploy'd, should our young neighbour view 
A useful lass, you may have more to do.» 

Dreadful were these commands; but worse than these 
The parting hint — a farmer could not please : 
'T is true she had without abhorrence seen 
Young Harry Carr, when he was smart and clean ; 
But to be married — be a farmer's wife — 
A slave ! a drudge ! — she could not, for her life. 

With swimming eyes the fretful nymph withdrew. 
And, deeply sighing, to her chamber flew ; 
There on her knees, to lieav'n she grieving pray'd 
For change of prospect to a tortured maid. 

Harry, a youth whose late-departed sire 
Had left him all industrious men require, 
Saw the pale beauty — and her shape and air 
Engaged him much, and yet he must forbear: 
• For my small farm what can the damsel do ?>» 
He said — then stopp'd to take another view : 
u Pity so sweet a lass will nothing learn 
Of hotisehold cares — for what can beauty earn 
By those small arts which they at school attain. 
That keep them useless, and yet make tliem vain ?» 

This luckless damsel look'd the village rotuid. 
To find a friend, and one was quickly found ; 
A pensive widow — whose mild air and dress 
Pleased the sad nymph, who wish'd her soul's distress 
To one so seeming kind, confiding, to confess.— 

« What lady that ?» the anxious lass inquired, 
Who then beheld the one she most admired : 
« Here,i» said the brother, u are no ladies seen — 
That is a vidow dwelling on the green ; 
A dainty dame, who can but barely live 
On her poor pittance, yet contrives to give ; 
She happier days has known, but seems at ease. 
And you may call her lady, if you please: 
But if you wish, good sister, to improve. 
You shall see twenty better worth your love.n 

These Nancy met : but, spite of all they taught, 
This useless widow was the one she sought : 
The father growl'd ; hut said he knew no harm 
In such connexion that could give alarm : 
« And if we tfiwart the triflcr in her course, 
'T is odds against us she will take a worse. » 

Then met the friends ; the widow heard the sigh 
That ask'd at once compassion and reply: — 
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« Would yoUf my child, convene with one so poor, 
Yours were the kindness — yonder is my door ; 
And, save the time that we in public pray. 
From that poor cottage 1 but rarely stray. » 
There went the nymph, and made her strong com- 
plaints. 
Painting her wo as injured feeling paints. 

■ Oh, dearest friend ! do think how one must feel, 
Shock'd all day long, and sicken'd every meal ! 
Could you behold our kitchen (and to you 

A scene so shocking must indeed be new), 
A mind like yours, with frue refinement graced 
Would let no vulgar scenes pollute your taste; 
And yet, in truth, from such a polish'd mind 
All base ideas must resistanc4f find, 
And sordid pictures from the fimcy pass. 
As the breath startles from the polish'd glass. 

• Here you enjoy a sweet romantic scene, 
Without so pleasant, and within so clean ; 
These twining jess'mines, what delicious gloom 
And soothing fragrance yield they to the room ! 
What lovely garden ! there you oft retire, 
And tales of wo and tenderness admire : 
In that neat case your books, in order placed. 
Soothe the full soul, and charm the cultured taste; 
And thus, while all about you wears a charm. 
How must you scorn the farmer and the farm !» 

The widow smiled, and • Know you not,* said she, 

■ Dow much these formers scorn or pity me; 

Who see what you admire, and laugh at all they see? 

True, their opinion alters not my fate, 

By foJsely judging of an humble state : 

This garden, you with such delight behold. 

Tempts not a feeble dame who dreads the cold ; 

These plants, which please so well your livelier sense, 

To mine but little of their sweets dispense ; 

Books soon are painful to my failing sight. 

And oftener read from duty than delight 

(Yet let me own, that I can sometimes find 

Both joy and duty in the act combined) ; 

But view me rightly, you will see no more 

Than a poor female, willing to be poor; 

Happy indeed, but not in books nor flowers. 

Not in fair dreams, indulged in earlier hours. 

Of never-tasted joys;— such visions shun. 

My youtliful friend, nor scorn the farmer's son.* 

■ Nay,* said the damsel, nothing pleased to see 
A friend's advice could like a fothei's be, 

■ Bless'd in your cottage, you must surely smile 
At those who live in our detested style : 

To my Luanda's sympathixing heart 

Gould I my prospects and my griefs impart. 

She would console me; bat 1 dare not show 

Ills that would wound her tender soul to know: 

And I confess, it shocks my pride to tell 

The secrets of the prison where 1 dwell ; 

For that dear maiden would be shock'd to feel 

The secrets I should shudder to reveal; 

When told her friend was by a parent ask'd, 

Fed you the swine?— Good heaVn! how I am taak'd! 

What! can yon smile? Ah ! smile not at the grief 

That woos your pity and demands relief.* . 

■ Trifles, my love; you take a false alarm; 
Think, I beseech you, better of the farm : 
Duties in every state demand your care. 
And light are those that will require it there : 



Fix on the youth a fitvouring eye, and these. 
To him pertaining, or as his, will please.* 

• What words, • the lass replied, < offend my ear I 
Try you my patience? Can you be sincere? 

And am I told a willing hand to give 

To a rude former, and with rustic live? 

Far other fate was yours : — some gentle youth 

Admired your beauty, and avow'd his truth ; 

The power of love prevail'd, and freely both 

Gave the fond heart, and pledged the binding oath ; 

And then the rivals' plot, the parent's power, 

And jealous fears, drew on the happy hour: 

Ah ! let not memory lose the blissful view. 

But foirly show what love has done for you.n 

■ Agreed, my daughter ; what my heart has known 
Of I6ve's strange power shall be with frankness shown : 
But let me warn you, that experience finds 

Few of the scenes that lively hope designs.* — 

« Mysterious all,* said Nancy; ■ you, I know. 
Have suffered much; now deign the grief to show;— 
I am your friend, and so prepare my heart 
In all your sorrows to receive a part.* 

The widow answer'd : ■ I had once, like you. 
Such thoughts of love; no dream is more untrue: 
You judge it fated and decreed to dwell 
In youthful hearts, which nothing can expel, 
A passion doom'd to reign, and irresistible. 
The struggling mind, when once subdued, in vain 
Rejects the fury or defies the pain ; 
The strongest reason fails the flame t* allay, 
And resolution droops and foints away: 
Hence, when the destined lovers meet, they prove 
At once the force of this all-powerful love : 
Each from that period feels the mutual smart. 
Nor seeks to cure it — heart is changed for heart; 
Nor is there peace till they delighted stand, 
And, at the altar — hand is join'd to hand. 

■ Alas '. my child, there are who, dreaming so, 
Waste their fresh youth, and waking feel tlie wo; 
There n no spirit sent the heart to move 

With such prevailing and alarming love ; 

Passion to reason will submit — or why 

Should wealthy maids the poorest swains deny ? 

Or how could classes and degrees create 

The slightest bar to such resistless fote? 

Yet high and low, you see, forbear to mix ; 

No beggars' eyes the heart of kings transfix; 

And who but am'rous peers or nobles sigh 

When titled beauties pass triumphant by ? 

For reason wakes, proud wishes to reprove ; 

You cannot hope, and therefore dare not love : 

All would be safe, did we at first inquire — 

' Does reason sanction what our hearts desire?* 

But quitting precept, let example show 

What joys from love uncheck'd by prudence flow. 

• A youth my fother in his office placed. 
Of humble fortune, but with sense and taste; 
But he was thin and pale, had downcast looks; 
He studied much, and pored upon his books: 
Confused he was when seen, and, when he saw 
Me or my sisters, would in haste withdraw ; 
And had this youth departed with the year. 
Bis loss had cost us neither sigh nor tear. 

• But with my fother still the youth remained. 
And more reward and kinder notice goin'd : 
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He often, readinj^, to the garden stray'd. 
Where I by books or musing was delay'd ; 
This to discourse in summer evenirigs led. 
Of these same evenings, or of what we read : 
On such occasions we were much alone ; 
But, save the look, the manner, and the tone, 
(These might have meaning), all that we discuis'd 
We could with pleasure to a parent trust. 

■ At length 't was friendship — and my friend and I 
Said we were happy, and began to sigh : 

My sisters 6rst, and then my father, found 
That we were wandering o'er enchanted ground ; 
But he had troubles in liis own affairs, 
And would not bear addition to his cares: 
With pity moved, yet angry, ' Child,' said he, 
' Will you embrace contempt and beggary T 
Can you endure to sec each other cursed 
By want, of every human wo the worst? 
Warring for ever with distress, in dread 
Either of begging or of wanting bread; 
While poverty, with unrelenting force, 
Will your own offspring from your love divorce; 
Tliey, through your folly, must be doom'd to pine, 
And you deplore your passion, or resign; 
For, if it die, what good will then remain T 
And if it live, it doubles every pain.'i 

• But you were true,* exclaim'd the lass, m and fled 
The tyrant's power who fill'd your soul with dread ?» 
tt But,» said the smiling friend, « he fill'd my mouth 

w^ith bread: 
And in what other place that bread to gain 
We long considered, and we sought in vain : 
This was my twentieth year— at thirty-five 
Our hope was fainter, yet our love alive; 
So many years in anxious doubt had pass'd.* 
• Then,)* said the damsel, « you were bless'd at last?* 
A smile again adom'd the widow's face, 
But soon a starting tear usurp'd its place. 

■ Slow pass'd tlie heavy yenrs, and each had more 
Pains and vexations than the years before. 

My father fail'd; his family was rent. 
And to new states his grieving daughters sent; 
Each to more thriving kindred found a way, 
Guests without welcome — servants without pay; 
Our parting hour was grievous ; still I feel 
Tlie sad, sweet converse at our final meal; 
Our father then reveal'd his former fears, 
Cause of his sternness, and then join'd our tears; 
Kindly he strove our feelings to repress. 
But died, and left us heirs to his distress. 
The rich, as humble friends, my sisters chose, 
1 with a wealthy widow sought repose; 
Who with a chilling frown her friend received, 
Bade me rejoice, and wondered that I grieved : 
In vain my anxious lover tried his skill 
To rise in life, he was dependent still ; 
We met in grief, nor can I paint the fears 
Of these unhappy, troubled trying years : 
Our dying hopes and stronger fears between, 
We felt no season peaceful or serene; 
Our fleeting joys, like meteors in the night. 
Shone on our gloom with inauspicious light; 
And then domestic sorrows, till the mind. 
Worn with distresses, to despair inclined; 
Add too the ill that from the passioo flofwt, 
When iu contemptuous frown |hc world bestows, 



The peevish spirit caused by long delay. 
When being gloomy we contemn the gay. 
When, being wretched, we incline to hate 
And censure others in a happier state ; 
Yet loving still, and still compell'd to move 
In the sad labyrinth of ling* ring love : 
While you, exempt from want, despair, alarm. 
May wed— oh! take the farmer and the farm.* 

M Nay,i said the nymph, « joy smiled on you at lastT* 
■ Smiled for a moment,* she replied, • and pass'd : 
My lover still the same dull means pursued. 
Assistant call'd, but kept in servitude ; 
His spirits wearied in the prime of life. 
By fears and wishes in eternal strife ; 
At length he urged impatient — 'Now consent; 
With thee united, fortune may relent.' 
[ paused, consenting; but a friend arose, 
Pleased a fair view, though distant, to disclose; 
From the rough ocean we beheld a gleam 
Of joy, as transient as the joys we dream; 
By lying hopes deceived, my friend retired. 
And sail'd — was wounded — reach'd us — and expired ! 
You shall behold his grave, and when I die. 
There — but *t is folly — I request to lie. 

« Thus,* said the lass, « to joy you bade adieu ! 
But how a widow ? — that cannot be true : 
Or was it force, in some unhappy hour. 
That placed you, grieving, in a tyrant's power? 

• Force, my young friend, when forty years are fled. 
Is what a woman seldom has to dread ; 

She needs no brazen locks nor guarding walls. 
And seldom comes a lover though she calls : 
Yet moved by fancy, one approved my face. 
Though time and tears had wrought it much disgrace. 

a The man I married was sedate and mock, 
And spoke of love as men in earnest speak ; 
Poor as I was, he ceaseless sought, for years, 
A heart in sorrow and a face in tears ; 
That heart I gave not; and 't was long before 
I gave attention, and then nothing more; 
But in my breast some grateful feeling rose 
For one whose love so sad a subject chose ; 
Till long delaying, fearing to repent, 
But grateful still, I gave a cold assent. 

• Thus we were wed ; no fault had I to find. 
And he but one; my heart could not be kind : 
Alas ! of every eariy hope bereft. 

There was no fondness in my bosom left; 
So had I told him, but had told in vain. 
He lived but to indulge me and complain : 
His was this cottage, he inclosed this ground. 
And planted all these blooming shrubs around ; 
He to my room these curious trifles brought, 
And with assiduous love my pleasure sought: 
He lived to please me, and I ofttimes strove 
Smiling, to thank his unrequited love : 
' Teach me,' he cried, ' that pensive mind lo ease. 
For all my pleasure is the hope to please.' 

■ Serene, though heavy, were the days we spent, 
Yet kind each word, and gen'rous each intent; 
But his dejection leasen'd every day. 
And to a placid kindness died away : 
In tranquil ease we pass'd our latter years, 
By griefs untroubled, unassail'd by fears. 

« Let not romantic views your bosom sway. 
Yield to your duties, and their call obey : 
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Fly Dot a youth, frank, honest, and sinceK; 
Observe his merits, and his passion hear! 
T is true, no hero, but a farmer sues — . 
Slow in his speech, but worthy in his riews; 
With him you cannot that affliction prove 
That rends the bosom of the poor in lore : 
Health, comfort, competence, and cheerful days. 
Your friends' approval, and your father's praise. 
Will crown the deed, and you escape their fate 
Who plan so wildly, and are wise too late.* 

The damsel heard; at first th' advice was strange. 
Yet wrought a happy, nay, a speedy change : 

• I have no care,* she said, when next they met, 

• But one may wonder he is silent yet; 
He looks around him with his usual stare. 
And utters nothing— not that I shall care.w 

This pettish humour pleased ih' experienced friend- 
None need despair, whose silence can offend; 

• Should 1,1 resumed the thoughtful lass, • consent < 
To hear the man, the man may now repent: 
Think you my sighs shall call him from the plough. 
Or give one hint, that ' Yon may woo me nowf* 

• Persist, my lovc,» replied the friend, • and gain 
A parent's praise, that cannot be in vain.* 

The father saw the change, but not the cause. 
And gave the altcr'd maid his fond applause : 
The coarser manners she in part removed. 
In part endured, improving and improved ; 
She spoke of household works, she rose betimes. 
And said neglect and indolence were crimes; 
The various duties of their life she wcigh'd. 
And strict attention to her dairy paid ; 
The names of servants now familiar grew. 
And fair Lucinda's from her mind withdrew : 
As prudent travellers for their ease assume 
Their modes and language to whose lands they come 
So to the farmer tliis fair lass inclined, 
Gave to the business of the farm her mind ; 
To useful artt she tum'd her hand and eye; 
And by her manners told him — ■ You may try.* 

Th' observing lover more attention paid. 
With growing pleasure, to the altered maid; 
He feared to lose her, and began to see 
That a slim beauty might a helpmate be : 
'T wixt hope and fear he now the lass addreas'd, 
And in his Sunday robe his love express'd : 
She felt no chilling dread, no thrilling joy, 
Nor was too quickly kind, too slowly coy; 
But still she lent an unreluctant ear 
To all the rural business of tlie year; 
Till love's strong hopes endured no more delay. 
And Harry ask'd, and Nancy named the day. 

• A happy change! my boy,* the father cried : 
■ How lost your sister all her school-day pride?* 
The youth replied, « It is the widow's deed : 

The cure is perfect, and was wrought with speed.* — 

• And comes there, boy, this benefit of books, 
Of that smart dress, and of those dainty looks ? 
We must be kind — some offerings from the form 
To the while cot will speak our feelings warm ; 
Will show that people, when they know the fact. 
Where they have judged severely, can retract. 
Oft have I smiled, when I beheld her pass 

With cautious step, as if she hurt the grass; 
Where if a snail's retreat she chanced to storm. 
She look'd as begging pardon of the worm ; 



And what, said I, still laughing at the view, 
Have these weak creatures in the world to do? 
But some are made for action, some to speak ; 
And, while she looks so pitiful and meek. 
Her words are weighty, though her nerves are weak.* 

Soon told the village-beUs the rite was done. 
That join'd the school-bred miss and farmer's son; 
Her former habits some slight scandal raised. 
But real worth was soon perceived and praised ; 
She, her neat taste imparled to the farm. 
And he, th' improving skill and vigorous 
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THE MOTHER. 

Wkai tkottgh foa hava baaaiy. 
Mom yoa be tknvllora fnmd and pitllan t 

Am Ytm Hi* b, act iii. aoMa S. 



I woaM not aurry bar, iboaffli ake wan* andow'd wllh all that 
Adaai had lafl Ua balbfa ke traaiffrau'd. 

Am Ym LUu Jr. 

Wilt thoa love tadi a woaaaT What I to naka thea aa Inaira- 

it. and play falsa •tralai apoa thae! Not to ha aadarad. 

AMYtmLUUk. 

Toar too, 
Aa iaMl Ib fally, lack'd tha aaaaa lo knew 
Her MtlBiattoo baaoa. 

AUtWMthmi Bndi WmU, act v. aeaaa i. 



■a tkb iwaat Haiaa'a kaall ; 
Ba laft a wife whoaa worda all aart laak eapUTa. 
Whoaa daar parfactioa, baarta tbat seora'd to aarva 
Hanbly callad nlttraaa. 

AU •» WmU Ami Mmti WmU, act v. aeeaa i. 



Tbiki was a worthy, but a simple pair, 
Who nursed a daughter, fairest of the ftiir: 
Sons they had lost, and she alone remain'd, 
Heir to the kindness they had all obtain'd ; 
Hdr to the fortune they design'd for all. 
Nor had th' allotted portion then been small ; 
But now, by fate enrich'd with beauty rare, 
They watch'd their treasure with peculiar care : 
The fairest features they could early trace. 
And, blind with love, saw merit in her face- 
Saw virtue, wisdom, dignity, and grace: 
And Dorothea, from her infont years, 
Gain'd all her wishes from their pride or fears : 
She vnrote a billet, and a novel read. 
And with her fiame her vanity was fed ; 
Each word, each look, each action was a cause 
For flattering wonder, and for fond applause; 
She rode or danced, and ever glaneed around. 
Seeking for praise, and smiling when she found. 
The yidding pair to her petitions gave 
An humble friend to be a civil slave; 
Who for a poor support herself resign'd 
To the base toil of a dependent mind : 
By nature cold, our heiress stoop'd to art, 
To gain the credit of a tender heart. 
Hence at her door miut suppliant paupers stand, 
To bless the bounty of her beauteous hand : 
And now, her education aU coiriplete, 
She talk'd of virtuous love and union sweet ; 
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She was indeed by no aoFt passion moved. 
But wish'd, with all her soul, to be beloved. 
Here on the favour'd beauty fortune smiled ; 
Her chosen husband was a man so mild, 
So hiimbly temper'd, so intent to please, 
It quite distress'd her to remain at ease. 
Without a cause to sigh, without pretence to tease: 
She tried his patience in a thousand modes. 
And tired it not upon the roughest roads. 
Pleasure she sought, and, disappointed, sigh'd 
For joys, she said, « to her alone denied ;• 
And she was ■ sure her parents, if alive, 
Would many comforts for their child contrive :• 
The gentle husband bade her name him one; 

• No — that,* she answer'd, <■ should for her be done; 
How could she say what pleasures were around ? 
But she was certain many might be found.* — 

« Would she some sea-port, Weymouth, Scarborough, 

grace?! — 
« He knew she hated every watering-place : • — 

• The town 7 • — a What! now't was empty, joyless, dull? ■ 
— • In winter 7n — • No ; she liked it worse when full. » 
She talk'd of building — • Would she plan a room ? • — 

■ No ! she could live, as he desired, in gloom : a 

a Call then our friends and neighbours:- — a He might 

call. 
And they might come and fill his ugly hall ; 
A noisy vulgar set, he knew she scorn'd them all : • — 
uThen might their two dear girls the time employ, 
And their improvement yield a solid joy: a — 
« Solid indeed ! and heavy— oh ! the bliss 
Of teaching letters to a lisping Miss! a — 
a My dear, my gentle Dorothea, say. 
Can I oblige you7w — m You may go away.» 

Twelve heavy years this patient soul sustain'd 
This wasp's attacks, and then her praise obtain'd, 
Graved on a marble tomb, where he at peace remain'd. 

Two daughters wept their loss; the one a child 
With a plain face, strong sense, and temper mild. 
Who keenly felt the mother s angry taunt, 
a Thou art the image of thy pious aunt:* 
Long time had Lucy wept her slighted face, 
And then began to smile at her disgrace. 
Her father's sister, who tlie world had seen 
Near sixty years when Lucy saw sixteen, 
Begg'd the plain girl : the gracious mother smiled. 
And frecly>gave her grieved but passive child ; 
And with her elder-bom, the beauty bless'd, . 
This parent rested, if such minds can rest : 
No miss her waxen babe could so admire, 
Nume with such care, or with such pride attire; 
They were companions meet, with equal mind, ' 

Bless'd with one love, and to one point inclined; 
Beauty to keep, adorn, increase, and guard, 
Was their sole care, and had its full reward : 
In rising splendor with the one it reign'd. 
And in the other was by care sustain'd, 
The daughter's charms increased, the parent's yet re- 
main'd. 
Leave we these ladies to their daily care. 
To see how meekness and discretion fare : — 
A village nmid, unvex'd by want or love. 
Could not with more delight than Lucy move; 
The village-lark, high mounted in the spring, 
Gould not with purer joy than Lucy sing; 



Her cares all light, her pleasures all sincere. 

Iter duty joy, and her companion dear; 

In tender friendship and in true respect 

Lived aunt and niece, no flattery, no neglect — 

They read, walk'd, visited — together pray'd, 

Together slept the matron and the maid: 

There was such goodness, such pure nature seen 

In Lucy's looks, a manner so serene; 

Such harmony in motion, speech, and air. 

That without fairness she was more than fair : 

Had more than beauty in each speaking grace, 

That lent their cloudless glory to the face ; 

Where mild good sense in placid looks were shown. 

And felt in every bosom but her own. 

The one presiding feature in her mind. 

Was the pure meekness of a will resign'd ; 

A tender spirit, freed from all pretence 

Of wit, and pleased in mild benevolence; 

Bless'd in protecting fondness she reposed, 

With every wish indulged though undisclosed ; 

But love, like scphyr on the limpid lake, 

Was now the bosom of the maid to shake, 

And in that gentle mind a gentle strife to make. 

Among their chosen friends, a favour'd few, 
The aunt and niece a youthful rector knew ; 
Who, though a younger brother, might address 
A younger sister, fearless of success : 
His friends, a lofty race, their native pride 
At first display 'd , and their assent denied; 
But, pleased such virtues and such love to trace, 
They o^^n'd she would adorn the loftiest race. 
The aunt, a mother's caution to supply, 
Had watch'd the youthful priest with jealous eye ; 
And, anxious for her charge, had viewed unseen 
The cautious life that keeps the conscience clean : 
In all she found him all she wish'd to find, 
With slight exception of a lofty mind ; 
A certain manner that express'd desire 
To be received as brother to the 'squire. 
Lucy's meek eye had bcam'd with many a tear, 
Lucy's soft heart had beat with many a fear. 
Before he told (although his looks, she thought. 
Had oft confess' d) that he her favour sought : 
But when he kneel'd (she wish'd him not to kneel). 
And spoke the fears and hopes that lovers feel; 
When too the prudent aunt herself confess'd. 
Her vrishes on the gentle youth would rest; 
The maiden's eye with tender passion beam*d. 
She dwelt with fondness on the life she schemed; 
The household cares, the soft and lasting ties 
Of love, with all his binding charities; 
Their village taught, consoled, assisted, fed, 
Till the young zealot tears of pleasure shed. 

But would her mother ? Ah ! she fear'd it wrong 
To have indulged these forward hopes so long; 
Her mother loved, but was not used to grant 
Favours so freely as her gentle aunt. — 
Her gentle aunt, with smiles that angels wear, 
Dispell'd her Lucy's apprehensive tear : 
Her prudent foresight the request had made 
To one whom none could govern, few persuade; 
She doubted much if one in earnest woo'd 
A girl with not a single charm endued ; 
The sister's nobler views she then declared, 
And what smalt sum for Lucy could he spared ; 
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• If more ilian this the foolish priest requires, 
Tell him,a she wrote, > to check his vaio desires.* 
At length, with many a cold expression mix'd, 
With many a sneer on girls so fondly fix'd, 
There came a promise — should they not repent. 
But take with grateful minds the portion meant. 
And wait the sisier^s day — the motlier might consent. 

And here, might pitying hope o'er truth prevail, 
Or loTC o'er fortune, we would end our tale : 
For who more bless'd than youtliful pair removed 
From fear of want — by mutual friends approved — 
Short time to wait, and in that time to live 
With all the pleasures hope and hncj give ; 
Their equal passion raised on just esteem, 
' ' When reason sanclionaall that love can dream? 

Yes ! reason sanctions what stem fate denies ; 
The eariy prospect in the glory dies, 
As the soft smiles on dying infants play 
In their mild features, and then pass away. 

The beauty died, ere she could yield her hand 
In the high marriage hy the mother plann'd : 
Who grieved indeed, but found a vast relief 
In a cold heart, that ever warr'd with grief. 

Lucy was present when her sister died, 
Heiress to duties that she ill supplied : 
There were no mutual feelings, sister arts. 
No kindred taste, nor intercourse of hearts; 
When in the mirror play'd the matron's smile, 
The maiden's thoughts were trav'lling all the while; 
And when desired to speak, she sigh'd to find 
Her pause offended; ■ Envy made her blind : 
Tasteless she was, nor had a claim in life 
Above the station of a rector^s wife ; 
Yet as an heiress, she must shun disgrace. 
Although no heiress to her mother's face : 
It is your duty,* said th* imperious dame, 
« ( Advanced your fortune) to advance your name, 
And with superior rank, superior offers cbim '• 
Your sister's lover, when his sorrows die. 
May look upon you, and for favour sigh ; 
Nor can yon offer a rdnctant hand ; 
His birth is noble, and his seat is grand. > 

Alarm'd was Lucy, was in tears—* A fool ! 
Was she a child in love? — a miss at school ? 
Doubts any mortal, if a change of state 
Dissolves all claims and ties of earlier date?" 

The rector donbted, for he came to mourn 
A sister dead, and with a wife return : 
Lucy with heart unchanged received llie youth, 
True in herself, confiding in his truth ; 
But own'd her mother's change : the haughty dame 
Pour'd strong contempt upon the youthful llame; 
She firmly vow'd her purpose to pursue. 
Judged her own cause, and bade the youth adieu! 
The lover begg'd, insisted, urged his pain. 
His brother wrote to threaten and complain. 
Her sister reasoning proved the promise made, 
Lucy appealing to a parent pray'd; 
But all opposed th' event that she design'd, 
And all in vain — she never changed her mind ; 
Out coldly answered in her wonted way, 
That she > would rule, and Lucy must obey. > 

With peevish fear, she saw her health decline, 
And cried, • Oh ! monstrous, for a man to pine; 
But if your foolish heart must yield to love. 
Let him possess it whom I now approve; 



Tliis is my pleasure :• — Still tlie rector came 
With lai^er offers and with bolder claim; 
But the stem lady would attend no more — 
She frown'd, and rudely pointed to the door; 
Whate'er he wrote, he saw unread retum'd. 
And he, indignant, the dishonour spum'd ; 
Nay, fix'd suspicion where he might confide. 
And sacrificed his passion Co his pride. 

Lucy, meantime, though threaten'd and distress'd, 
Against her marriage made a strong protest : 
All was domestic war : the aunt rebell'd 
.Vgainst the sovereign will, and was expell'd; 
And every power was tried and every art, 
To bend to falsehood one determined heart; 
Assail'd, in patience it received the shock. 
Soft as tlie wave, unshaken as the rock : 
But while th' unconquer^d soul didures the storm 
Of angry fate, it preys upon the form; 
With conscious virtue she resisted still. 
And conscious love gave vigour to her will : 
But Lucy's trial was at hand ; with joy 
The mother cried — ^Behold your constant boy — 
ThurKiay — was married : — take the paper, sweet. 
And read the conduct of your reverend cheat; 
See witli what pomp of coaches, in what crowd 
The creature married — of his falsehood proud ! 
False, did 1 say ? — at least no whining fool ; 
And thus will hopeless passions ever cool : 
But shall his bride your single slate reproach? 
No! give him crowd for crowd, and coach for coach. 
Oh ! yon retire; reflect then, gentle miss, 
And gain some ^irit in a cause like this.* 

Some spirit Lucy gain'd; a steady soul. 
Defying all persuasion, all control : 
In vain reproach, derision, threats were tried ; 
The constant mind all outward force defied. 
By vengeance vainly urged, in vain ASsail'd by piidc : 
Fix'd in her purpose, pofect in her part. 
She felt the courage of a wounded heart; 
The worid receded from her rising view, 
When Heaven approach'd as earthly things withdrew; 
Not strsnge before, for in the days of love, 
Joy, hope, and pleasure, she had thoughts above; 
Pious when most of worldly prospects fond, 
When they best pleased her she could look beyond ; 
Had the young priest a faithful lover died. 
Something had been her bosom to divide; 
Now Heaven had all, for in her holiest views 
She saw liie matron whom she fear'd to lose ; 
While from her parent, the dejected maid 
Forced the unpleasant thought, or thinking pray'd. 

Surprised, the mother saw the languid frame, 
And felt indignant, yet forbore to blame : 
Once with a frown she cried, • And do you mean 
To die of love — the folly of fifteen 7 • 
But as her anger met with no reply, 
She let the gentle girl in quiet die ; 
And to her sister wrote, impell'd by pain, 
« Come quickly, Martha, or you come in vain . ■ 
Lucy meantime profess'd with joy sincere, 
That nothing held, employ'd, engaged her here. 

« I am an humble actor, doom'd to play 
A part obscure, and then to glide away; 
Incurious Iiow tlic great or happy shine. 
Or who have parts obscure and sad as mine , 
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In its best prospect I but wish'd, for life, 
To be th' assiduous, gentle, useful wife ; 
That lost, with wearied mind, and spirit poor, 
I drop my efforts* and can act no more; 
With growing joy I feel my spirits tend 
To that last scene where all my dudes end. ■ 

Hope, ease, delight, the thoughts of dying gave, 
Till Lucy spoke with fondness of the grare; 
She smiled with wasted form, but spirit firm, 
And said, ■ She left but litde for the worm :*> 
Astoll'd tlie bell, -There's one, * she said, • hath preu'd 
A while before me to the bed of rest ;• 
And she beside her with attention spread 
The decorations of the maiden dead. 

Wliile quickly thus the mortal part declined, 
The happiest visions fiU'd the active mind ; 
A soft, religious melancholy gain'd 
Entire p o ss es s i on, and for ever reign'd : 
On holy writ her mind reposing dwelt. 
She saw the wonders, she the mercies felt ; 
Till in a bless'd and glorious reverie. 
She seem'd the Saviour as on earth to see. 
And, fill'd with love divine, th' attending friend to be; 
Or she who trembling, yet confiding, stole 
Near to the garment, touch'd it, and was whole; 
When, such th' intenseness of the working thought. 
On her it seem'd the very deed was wrought ; 
She the glad patient's fear and rapture found. 
The holy transport, and the healing wound ; 
This was so fix'd, so grafted in the heart, 
That she adopted, nay became the part : 
But one chief scene was present to her sight, 
Her Saviour resting in the tomb by night ; 
Her fever rose, and still her wedded mind 
Was to that scene, that hallow'd cave, confined — 
Where in the shade of death the body laid. 
There watch'd the spirit of the wandering maid ; 
Her looks were fix'd, entranced, illumed, serene. 
In the still glory of the midnight scene: 
There at her Saviour's feet, in visions bless'd, 
Th' enraptured maid a sacred joy possess'd ; 
In patience waiting for the first-born ray 
Of that all-glorious and triumphant day : 
To this idea all her soul she gave. 
Her mind reposing by the sacred ^ve; 
Then sleep would seal the eye, the vision close, 
And steep the solemn thoughts in brief repose. 

Then grew the soul serene, and all its powers 
Again restored illumed the dying hours; 
But reason dwelt where fancy strand before, 
And the mind wander'd from its views no more; 
Till death approach'd, when every look express'd 
A sense of bliss, till every sense had rest. 

The mother lives, and has enough to buy 
Th' attentive ear and the submissive eye 
Of abject natures — these are daily told. 
How triumphed beauty in the days of old ; 
How, by her window seated, crowds have cast 
Admiring (rianccs, wondering as they pass'd ; 
How from her carriage as she sicpp'd to pray. 
Divided ranks would humbly make her way ; 
And how each voice in the astonish'd throng 
Pronounced her peerless as she moved along. 

Her picture then the greedy dame displays; 
Touch'd by no sliaroe, she now demands its praise ; 
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In her tall mirror then she shows a face. 

Still coldly fair with unaffecting grace ; 

These she compares, « It has the fbrm,i she cries, 

• But wants the air, the spirit, and the eyes; 

Tliis, as a likeness, is correct and true. 

But there alone the living grace we view.i* 

This said, th' applauding voice the dame required. 

And, gaxittg, slowly from the glass retired. 
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ARABELLA. 

Thrlw blesMil they that muter to tbeir blood— 
Bat earthly happier i« the rose dUtlll'd, 
Thao that which, witheriB0 on the Tlrgfn thoni. 
Grows, llvei, aad diet la aingle blenadneu. 

Mk Umm m m^ r NIfUs Drtam^ act I, 



I tometiaiea do 9scom the thing I hate. 
For hi* adraatage whom I dearly love. 

Measure for Meatun, act II, sceae 4. 

CoBtenpt, farewell 1 and maiden pride, adlen i 

Metuun/or Measure, act II. Mene 4* 



Op a fair town where Doctor Rack was guide. 

His only daughter was the boast and pride ; 

Wise Arabella, yet not wise alone. 

She like a bright and polidi'd brilliant shone; 

Her father own'd her for his prop and stay, 

Able to guide, yet willing to obey ; 

Pleased with her learning while discourse could pleMe, 

And with her love in languor and disease: 

To every mother were her virtues known. 

And to their daughters as a pattern shown ; 

Who in her youth had all that age requires. 

And with her prudence, all that youth admires : 

These odious praises made the damsels try 

Not to obtain such merits, but deny; 

For, whatsoever wise mammas might say. 

To guide a daughter, this was not the way ; 

From such applause disdain and anger rise. 

And envy lives where emulation dies. 

In all his strength, contends the noble horse. 

With one who just precedes him on the course ; 

But when the rival flies too far before, 

His spirit foils, and he attempts no more. 

This reasoning maid, above her sex's dread ! 
Had dared to read, and dared to say she read ; 
Not the last novel, not tlie new-bom play ; 
Not the mere trash and scandal of the day ; 
But (though her young companions felt the shock) 
She studied Berkeley, Bacon, Hobbes, and Locke : 
Her mind within the maze of history dwelt, 
And of the morel muse the beauty felt! 
The merits of the Roman page she knew. 
And could converse vrith Moore and Montagu : 
Thus she became the wonder of the town, 
From that she reap'd, to that she gave renown. 
And strangers coming, ail were taught t' admire 
The teamed lady, and the lofty spire. 

Thus fame in public fix'd the maid, where all 
Might throw their darts, and see the idol fall ; 
A hundred arrows came with vengeance keen, 
From tongues envenom'd, and from arms unseen ; 
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A thousand eyei were fiz'd upon the place. 
That, if she feU, she might not fly disgrace : 
But malice vainly dirows the poison'd dart, 
Unless onr frailty shows the peccant part ; 
And Arabella still preserred her name 
Untoucb'd, and shone with undisputed fisme ; 
Her Tery notice some respect would cause. 
And her esteem was honour and applause. 

Men she avoided ; not in childish fear, 
As if she thought some savage foe was near ; 
Not as a prude, who hides that man should seek. 
Or who by silence hints that they should speak ; 
But with discretion all the sex she view'd. 
Ere yet engaged, pursuing, or pursued ; 
Ere love had made her to his vices blind, 
Or hid the favourite s failings from her mind. 

Thus was the picture of the man portray'd. 
By merit destined for so rare a maid ; 
At whose request she might exchange her state, 
Or still be hap^ in a virgin's fate. 

He must be one with manners like her own. 
His life unquestion'd, his opinions known ; 
His stainless virtue must all tests endure. 
His honour spotless, and his bosom pure ; 
She no allowance made for sex or times. 
Of lax opinion — crimes were ever crimes ; 
No wretch forsaken must his frailty curse. 
No spurious (rfispring drain his private purse : 
He at all limes his passions must command, 
And yet possess or be refused her hand. 

All this widiout reserve the maiden told. 
And some began to weigh the rector's gold ; 
To ask what sum a prudent man might gain, 
Who had such store of virtues to maintain? 

A Doctor Campbell, north of Tweed, came forth, 
Declared his passion, and proclaim'd his worth ; 
Not unapproved, for he had much to say 
On every cause, and in a pleasant way ; 
Not all his trust was in a pliant tongue. 
His form was good, and ruddy he, and young : 
But though the Doctor was a man of parts, 
He read not deeply male or female hearts; 
But judged that all whom he esteem'd as wise 
Must think alike, though some assumed disguise; 
That every reasoning Bramin, Christian, Jew, 
Of all religions took their liberal view; 
And of her own, no doubt, this learned maid 
Denied the substance, and the forms obey'd ; 
And thus persuaded, he his thoughts express'd 
Of her opinions, and his own profess'd : 
« All states demand this aid, the vulgar need 
Their priests and prayers, their sermons and their creed ; 
And those of stronger minds should never speak 
(In his opinion) what might hurt the weak : 
A man may smile, but still he should attend 
His hour at church, and be the church's friend, 
What there he tliinks conceal, and what he heare com- 
mend.* 

Frank was the speech, but heard with high disdain. 
Nor had the Doctor leave to speak again ; 
A man who own'd, nay gloried in deceit, 
• He might despise her, but he should not cheat.* 

Then Vicar Holmes appeared ; he heard it said 
That ancient men best pleased the prudent maid ; 
And true il was her ancient friends she loved, 
Servants when old she favoured and approved ; 



Age in her pious parents she revered, 
And neighbours were by length of days endea/d ; 
But, if her husband too must ancient be, 
The good old Vicar found it was not be. 

On Captain Bligh her mind in balance hung — 
Though valiant, modest; and reserved, though young: 
Against these merits must defects be set — 
Though poor, imprudent ; and though proud, in debt : 
In vain the Captain close attention paid ; 
She found him wanting, whom she fairiy weigh'd. 

Then came a youth, and all their friends agreed, 
That Edward Huntly was the man indeed ; 
Respectful duty he had paid awhile. 
Then ask'd her hand, and had a gracious smile : 
A lover now declared, he led the friir 
To woods and fields, to visits and to pny'r ; 
Then whisper'd softly — • Will -you name the day?* 
She softly whispered — ■ If you love me, stay:* 
« Oh ! try me not beyond my strength,* he cried : 

• Oh ! be not weak,* the prudent maid replied ; 

• But by some trial your affection prove— 
Respect and not impatience argues love : 
And love no more is by impatience known, 
Than Ocean's depth is by its tempests shown : 
He whom a weak and fond impatience sways. 
But for himself with all his fervour prays, 

And not the maid he woos, but his own will obeys ; 
And will she love the being who prefers, 
With so much ardour, his desire to hers?* 

Young Edward grieved, but let not grief be seen ; 
He knew obedience pleased his foncy's queen : 
Awhile he waited, and then cried — ■ Behold ! 
The year advancing, be no longer cold ! * 
For she had promised — « Let the flowers appear. 
And I will pass with thee the smiling year.* 
Then pressing grew the youth ; the more he press'd, 
The less inclined the maid to his request : 

■ Let June arrive.* — Alas! when April camo. 

It brought a stranger, and the stranger, sliarae ; 
Nor coold the lover from his house persuade 
A stubborn lass whom he had mournful made ; 
Angry and weak, by thoughtless vengeance moved. 
She told her story to the fair beloved ; 
In strongest words th' unwelcome truth was shown. 
To blight his prospects, careless of her own. 

Our heroine grieved, but had too firm a heart 
For him to soften, when she swore to part ; 
In vain his seeming penitence and pny'r, 
His vows, his tears ; she left him in despair : 
His mother fondly laid her grief aside. 
And to the reason of the nymph applied — 

■ Il well becomes thee, lady, to appear. 
But not to he, in very truth, severe ; 
Although the crime be odious in thy sight. 
That daring sex is taught such things to slight, 
His heart is thine, although it once was frail ; 
Think of his grief, and let his love prevail! — • 

■ Plead thou no more,* the lofty lass retum'd ; 

■ Forgiving woman is deceived and spum'd : 
Say that the crime is common — shall I take 
A common man my wedded lord to make ? 
See ! a weak woman by his arts betray'd. 
An infant bom his fither to upbraid ; 
Shall 1 forgive his vileness, take his name. 
Sanction his error, and partake his shame? 



No ' this ancnt would kindred frailty prove, 

A love for him would be a vicious love -. 

Can a chaste maiden secret counsel hold 

With one whose crime by every mouth is told ? 

Forbid it spirit, prudence, virtuous pride ; 

He must despise me, were he not denied : 

The way from vice the erring mind to win 

Is with presuming sinners to begin, 

And show, by scorning Uiem, a just contempt for sin.n 

The youth repulsed, to one more mild convcy'd 
His heart, and smiled on the remorseless maid ,- 
The maid, remorseless in her pride, the while 
Despised the insult, and retum'd the smile. 

First to admire, to praise her, and defend. 
Was ( now in years advanced) a virgin friend : 
Much she preferred, she cried, a single state, 
« It Mras her choice» — it slirely was her fule ; 
And much it pleased her in the train to view 
A maiden vot'ress, wise and lovely too. 

Time to the yielding mind his change imparts. 
He varies notions, and he alters hearts; 
'T is right, 't is just to feel contempt for vice. 
But he that shows it may be over-nice : 
There are who feel, when young, the filse sublime. 
And proudly love to show disdain for crime ; 
To whom the future will new thoughts supply. 
The pride will soften, and the scorn will die ; 
Nay, whef« they still the vice itself condemn, 
They bear the vicious, and consort with them : 
Young Captain Grove, when one had changed liis side, 
Despised the venal turn-coat, and deBed ; 
Old Colonel Grove now shakes him by the hand. 
Though he who bribes may still his vote command : 
Why would not Ellen to Belinda speak. 
When she had flown to London for a week ; 
And then retum'd, to every friend's surprise. 
With twice the spirit, and with half the size ? 
She spoke not then — but after years had ilown, 
A better friend had Ellen never known : 
Was it the lady her mistake had seen ? 
Or had she also such a journey been? 
Not : *t was the gntdual change in human hcarU, 
That time, in commerce with the world, imparts ; 
That on the roughest temper throws disguise. 
And steals from virtue her asperities. 
The young and ardent, who with glowing leal 
Felt wrath for trifles, and were proud to feel, 
Now find those trifles all the mind engage. 
To soothe dull hours, and cheat the cares of age ; 
As young Zelinda, in her quakei^dress, 
Disdain'd each varying fashion's vile excess. 
And now her friends on old Zelinda gaze. 
Pleased in rich silks and orient gems to blaze : 
Changes like these 't is folly to condemn, 
So virtue yields not, nor is changed with them. 

Let us proceed : — Twelve brilliant years were past, 
Yet each with less of glory than the last ; 
Whether these years to this fair virgin gave 
A softer mind— effect they often have; 
Whether the virgin-state was not so bless'd 
As that good maiden in her zeal profcss'd ; 
Or whether lovers Mling from her train, 
Gave greater price to those she could retain, 
Is all unknown ;— but Arabella now 
Was kindly listening to a merchant's vow ; 



Who of fer'd terms so fair, against his love 

To strive was folly, so she never strove. — 

Man in his earlier days we often find 

With a too easy and unguarded mind ; 

But by increasing years and prudence taught. 

He grows reserved, and locks up every thought : 

Not thus the maiden, for in blooming youth 

She hides her thought, and guards the tender truth : 

This, when no longer young, no more she hides. 

Rut frankly in the favour'd swain confides: 

Man, stubborn man, is like the growing tree. 

That longer standing, still will harder be ; 

And like its fruit, the virgin, first austere, 

Then kindly softening with the ripening year. 

Now was the lover urgent, and the kind 
And yielding lady to his suit inclined: 
if A little time, my friend, is just, is right; 
We must be decent in our neighbours' sight :> 
Still she allow'd him of his hopes to speak. 
And in compassion took off week by w(^k; 
Till few remain'd, when, wearied witli delay. 
She kindly meant to take off day by day. 

That female friend who gave our virgin praise 
For flying man and all his treacherous ways. 
Now heard with mingled anger, shame and fear. 
Of one accepted, and a wedding near; 
But she resolved again with friendly zeal 
To make the maid her scorn of wedlock feel ; 
For she was grieved to find her work undone. 
And like a sister moum'd the failing nun. 

Why are these gentle maidens prone to make 
Their sister-doves the tempting worid forsake? 
Why all their triumph when a maid disdains 
Tl»e tyrant-sex, and scorns to wear its chains ? 
Is it pure joy to see a sister flown 
From the false pleasures tiiey themselves have known? 
Or do they, as die call-birds in the cage. 
Try, in pure envy, others to engage; 
And therefore paint llieir native woods and groves. 
As scenes of dangerous joys and naughty lows? 

Strong was the maiden's hope; her friend was proud, 
And had her notions to the world avow'd ; 
And, could she find the Merchant weak and frail, 
With power to prove it, then she must prevail; 
For she aloud would publish his disgrace, 
And save his victim from a man so base. 

When all inquiries had been duly made. 
Came the kind friend her burden to unlade— 
« Alas! my dear! not all our care and art 
Can tread tlie maze of man's deceitful heart; 
Look not surprize — nor let resentment swell 
Those lovely features, all will yet be well ; 
And thou, from love's and man's deceptions free. 
Wilt dwell in virgin-stale, and walk to hcav n with me.»» 
The maiden frown'd, and tlien conceived « tliat wives 
Gould walk as well, and lead as holy lives 
As angry prudes who scorn'd the^narriagc-chain, 
Or luckless maids who sought it still in vain.* 

The friend was vex'd— she paused, at lengtlislie cried: 
• Know your own danger, then your lot decide; 
That traitor Beswell, while he seeks your hand, 
Has, I affirm, a wanton at command; 
A slave, a creature from a foreign place, 
The nurse and motlier of a spurious race ; 
Brown, ugly bastards — (Heaven the word forgive, 
And the deed punish!)— in his cottage live; 
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To lown if buuoen calls him, there he stays 
In sinful pleasnres wasting countless days; 
Nor doubt die fects, for I can witness call 
For erery crime, and proTe them one and all.» 

Here ceased th* informer; Arabella's look 
Was like a school-boy*s puizled by his book; 
Intent she c«»t her eyes upon the floor, 
Paused — then replied— 

« I wish to know no more : 
I question not yoor motire, seal, or love, 
But must decline such dubious points to proTe— 
All is not true, I judfje, for who can guess 
Those deeds of darkness men widi care suppreis} 
He brought a slave perhaps to En^atNTs coast. 
And made her free ; it is our country's boast 1 
And she perchance too grateful — good and ill 
Were sown at first, and grow togedier still ; 
The coloured infants on the village-green, 
What are they more than we have often seen 7 
Children half-clothed who round their village stray, 
In sun or rain, now starved, now beaten, they 
Will the dark colour of their fale betray : 
Let us in Christian love for all account. 
And then behold to what such tales amount.* 

rf His heart is cvil,» said th* impatient friend : 
« Hy duty bids me try that heart to mend,» 
Replied the virgin — « We may be too nice, 
And lose a soul in our contempt of vice ; 
If folse the charge, 1 then shall show regard 
For a good man, and be his just reward : 
And what for virtue can I better do 
Than to reclaim him, if the charge be true ?» 

She spoke, nor more her holy work delay'd ; 
'T was time to lend an erring mortal aid : 
« The noblest way,» she judged, m a soul to win, 
Was with an act of kindness to begin, 
To make the sinner sure^ and then t^ attack the sin.n* 
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THE LOVER'S JOURNEY. 

The tan It In Um hettTVu, aad the proad day. 
Aitooded with tlio pleatarM of tke world, 
It all loo waatOB. 

Kimg Mm, act III, loena I. 

Th« laaatie, iba lovar, and the poet. 
Are of InMAinatlon all compact. 

MkUmmmer NifVi Drmm. 

Oh ! how the tprlng of love retembleth 

Th' naoertnin glorf of an April day,' 
WhlA now show* all her beaaty to the saa, 

Aad by and by a dead heart all away. 

And happily I haTe arrlred at latt 
Cnio the wlahed haven of my bllit. 

Turning oftk» 8kr»m, act T, leese 1. 



It is the soul that sees; the outward eyes 

Present the object, but the mind descries; 

And thence delight, disgust, or cool indiffrcnce rise : 

* Af the aaihor'i pnrpotain thlt Tale may be mlttahea. he wiibet 
to obcerre, that ooodnct like that of the lady't here deecribed matt 
be meritorloBi or oentorable Jatt at the motlTet 10 it are pare or 
•elflth ; that thete motim may In a great meatare be coacoaled from 



When minds are joyful, then we look around. 
And what b seen is all on fairy ground; 
Again they sicken, and on erery view 
Cast their own dull and melancholy hue; 
Or, if absorbed by their peculiar cares. 
The vacant eye on viewless matter glares. 
Our fedings still upon our views attend. 
And their own natures to the objects lend; 
Sorrow and joy are in their influence sure. 
Long as the fAunion reigns th* effects endure; 
But love in minds his various changes makes. 
And clothes each object with the change he takes; 
(lis light and shade on every view he throws. 
And on each object, what he feels, bestows. 

Fair was the morning, and (he month wu iiwe. 
When rose a lover; love awakens soon; 
Itricf his repose, yet much he dreamt the while 
Of diat day's meeting, and his Laura's smile; 
Fancy and love that name assign'd to her, 
Call'd Susan in the parish-register ; 
And he no more was John — his Laura gave 
The name Oriando to her faithful slave. 

Bright shone the glory of the rising day, 
When the fond traveller took his favourite way; 
He mounted gaily, felt his bosom light, 
And all he saw was pleasing in his sighL 

« Ye hours of expectation, quickly Ay, 
And bring on hours of blest reality; 
When I shall Laura see, beside her stand. 
Hear her sweet voice, and press her yielded hand.* 

First o'er a barren heath beside the coast 
Orlando rode, and joy began to boast 

• This neat low gorsc,B said he, « with golden bloom. 
Delights each sense, is beauty, is perfume; 

And this gay ling, with all its purple flowers, 
A man at leisure might admire for hours; 
This green-fringed cup-moss has a scarlet tip, 
That yields to nothing but my Laura's lip ; 
And then how fine this herbage ! men may say 
A heath is barren ; nothing is so gay : 
Barren or bare to call such charming scene 
Argues a mind possess'd by care and spleen. » 
Onward he went, and fiercer grew the heat. 
Dust rose in clouds before the horse's feet; ' 
For now he pass'd through lanes of burning sand. 
Bounds to thin crops or yet uncultured land; 
Where the dark poppy flourish'd on the dry 
And sterile soil, and mock'd the thin-eet rye. 

• How lovely this!i> the rapt Orlando said; 
« With what delight is labouriilg man repaid ! 
The very lane has sweets that all admire. 

The rambling suckling and the vigorous brier; 
See ! wholesome wormwood grows beside the way. 
Where dew-press'd yet the dog-rose bends the spray; 
Fresh herbs the fields, foir shrubs the banks adorn, 
And snow-white bloom falls flaky from the thorn ; 
No fostering hand they need, no sheltering wall, 
They spring uncultured and tbey bloom for all.* 

The lover rode as hasty lovers ride, 
And reach'd a common pasture wild and wide; 
Small black-legg'd sheep devour with hunger keen 
The meagre herbage, fleshless, lank, and lean ; 

Um mind of the agent ; and that wo often uke credit to oar vlrtoc 
foracliont which tpringorlsinally from oar tern pen, ladlnatlont, 
or ovr lodlffbrenoe. It cannot therefore bo Improper, mncfa lett im- 
moral, to giTO an inttaaoo of tncfa lelf-deoeption. 
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Such o'er thy level turf, Newmarket ! stray, 

And there, with other black-legs find their prey : 

lie »aw some scattef'd hovels ; turf was piled 

In square brown stacks; a prospect bleak and wild ! 

A mill, indeed, was in the centre found. 

With short sear herbage withering all around ; 

A smith's black shed opposed a wright's long shop. 

And join'd an inn where humble travellers stop. 

■ Ay, this is Nature,* said the gentle squire; 

■ This ease, peace, pleasure— who would not admire? 

With what delight these sturdy children play. 

And joyful rustics at the close of day; 

Sport follows labour, on this even space 

Will soon commence the wrestling and the race; 

Then will the village-maidens leave their home. 

And to tlie dance with buoyant spirits come; 

No affectation in their looks is seen. 

Nor know they what disguise or flattery mean ; 

Nor aught to move an envious pang they see. 

Easy their service, and their love is free; 

Uence early springs that love, it long endures. 

And life's first comfort, while they live, ensures: 

They the low roof and rustic comforts priie. 

Nor cast on prouder mansions envying eyes : 

Sometimes the news at yonder town they hear. 

And learn what busier mortals feel and fear; 

Secure themselves, although by tales amazed. 

Of towns bombarded and of cities rased ; 

As if they doubted, in tlieir still retreat, 

The very news that makes their quiet sweet, 

And their days happy — happier only knows 

He on whom Laura her regard bestows.* 

On rode Orlando, counting all the while 
The miles he pass'd and every coming mile; 
Like all attracted things, he quicker flics, 
The place approaching where tli' attraction lies; 
When next ap^iear'd a dam — so call the place — 
Where lies a road confined in narrow space; 
A work of labour, for on either side 
Is level fen, a prospect wild and wide. 
With dikes on either hand by ocean's self supplied : 
Far on the right the distant sea is seen. 
And salt the springs tliat feed the marsh between ; 
Beneath an ancient bridge, the straiten'd flood 
Rolls through its sloping banks of slimy mud; 
Near it a sunken boat resists the tide, 
That frets and hurries to th' opposing side; 
The rushes sharp, that on the borders grow. 
Bend their brown flow'reti to the stream below. 
Impure in all its course, in all its progress slow : 
Here a grave Flora * scarcely deigns to bloom, 
Nor wears a rosy blush, nor sheds perfume; 
The few dull flowers that o'er the place are spread 

■ The ditcfam of a Cbd to near the ooeta iir« liaad with irrvgalsr 
patdie* of ■ oMfM and •lained lava ; a Bnuddj scdineBt retu oa 
the borM-tall aad other perennial herbe, which fo part conceal the 
•hallowneet of the itrMm ; a (kt-leaTod palo^owerlns •carTj^raii 
appean early In the year, aad the raaor-edged ball-rnih la the 
■amner and antunn. The fen Itcelf ha« a dark and Milne herb- 
age ; there are ruabee and arrovfhead^ and In a few patches the 
flakes of the cotton-gratt are teen, bat nore oommonly ihoMo-oMfr, 
the dnlloat of that namerovt and hardy gen** ; a thrifty blue In 
Bower, bat withering aad rentalalng withered till the winter aoai- 
len it ; the ialimort, both simple and ahrnbby ; a few kinds of grass 
changed by their soil aad atmosphere, aad low plants of two or three 
denominations nndistlngnlsbed in a general view of the scenery : 
Mch Is the TcgetatioB of the fen when It Is at a small distance from 
the ocean ; and In this cnae there arise from It eflnTia strong and 



Partake the nature of their fenny bed ; 

Here on its wiry stem, in rigid bloom. 

Grows the salt lavender that lacks perfume ; 

Here the dwarf sallows creep, the septfoil harsli, 

And the soft slimy mallow of the marsh ; 

Low on the ear the distant billows sound. 

And just in view appears their stony bound; 

No hedge nor tree conceals the glowing sun, 

Birds, save a wat'ry tribe, the district shun, 

Nor chirp among tlie reeds where bitter waters ron. 

« Various as beauteous, Nature, is thy face,» 
Exclaim'd Orlando: • all that grows has grace; 
All are appropriate — bog, and marsh, and fen. 
Are only poor to undiscerning men ; 
Here may the nice and curious eye explore 
How Nature's hand adorns the rushy moor; 
Here the rare moss in secret shade is found. 
Here the sweet myrtle of the shaking ground; 
Beauties are these that from the view retire, 
But well repay th' attention they require; 
For these my Laura will her home forsake, 
And all the pleasures they afford partake.* 

Again the couutry was enclosed, a wide 
And sandy road has banks on either side; 
Where, lo! a hollow on the left appeared, 
And there a gypsy-tribe their tent had rear'd ; 
T was open spread, to catch the morning sun, 
And they had now tbeir early meal begun. 
When two brown boys just left tlieir grassy scat. 
The early trav'ller wi^ their pray'rs to greet: 
While yet Orlando held his pence in hand. 
He saw their sister on her duty stand ; 
Some twelve years old, demure, affected, sly. 
Prepared the force of early powers to try; 
Sudden a look of languor he descries. 
And well-feign'd apprehension in her eyes; 
Train'd but yet savage, in her speaking face 
He mark'd the features of her vagrant race ; 
When a light laugh and roguish leer expressed 
The vice implanted in her youthful breast : 
Forth from the tent her elder brother came, 
Who seem'd offended, yet forbore to blame 
The young designer, but could only trace 
The looks of pity in the trav'ller s face: 
Within, the father, who from fences nigh 
Had brought the fuel for the fire's supply, 
Watch'd now the feeble blase, and stood dejected by : 
On ragged rug, just borrow'd from the bed. 
And by the hand of coarse indulgence fed, 
In dirty patchwork negligently dress'd, 
Reclined the wife, an infant at her breast; 
In her wild face some touch of grace remain'd. 
Of vigour palsied and of beauty stain'd; 
Her blood-shot eyes on her unheeding mate 
Were wrathful turn'd, and seem'd her wants to stACe, 
Cursing his tardy aid>-ber mother there 
With gipsy-state engross'd the only chair; 
Solemn and dull her look ; with such she stands. 
And reads the milk-maid's fortune in her hands. 
Tracing the lines of life; assumed through years, 
Each feature now the steady falsehood wears ; 



peculiar, half-ealtne, halF-pau-ld, which woald be eonsMerad by 
most people as off«nslTe. and by some as dangerooa } b«t there an 
others to whom singnlarity of taste or assoelatioa of iileas has ren- 
dered It agreeable and pleasant. 
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With hard and savage eye she views the food. 
And grudging pinches thdr intruding brood; 
I^st in the group, the worn-out grandsirc sits 
Neglected, lost, and living hut hy fits; 
Useless, despised, his worthless labours done. 
And half protected by the vicious son. 
Who half supports him ; he with lieavy glaaee 
Views the young rulfiaas who around him dance; 
And, by the sadnoM ki bts face, appears 
To trace the progreas of their future years: 
Through what strange course of misery, vice./leceit. 
Must wildly wander each unpractised cheat ! 
What shame and grief, wfaart puniahment and pain, 
Sport of fierce paaaioBS, must each child tustain— 
Ere they tike him approach their latter end, 
Witliout a hope, a comfort, or a friend ! 

But this Orlando felt not; « Rogues,* satid he, 
« Doubtless they are, but merry rogues they be; 
They wander round (he land, and be it true. 
They break the laws — then let the laws pursue 
The wanton idlers ; for the life they live. 
Acquit I cannot, but I can forgive.* 
This said, a portion from his purse was (hrown, 
And every heart seem'd happy like his own. 

He hurried forth, for now the town was nigf) — 

■ The happiest man of mortal men am I.» 
Thou art! but change in every state is near, 

(So while the wretched hcfpe, the blest may fear) ; 

■ Say, where is Laura?* — • That her words must show," 
A lass replied ; « read this, and thou shalt know ! t 

■ What, gone!* — her friend insisled — forced to go: — 

■ Is vex'd, was teased, could not refuse her! — No?* 
M But you can follow:* « YesM» • The miles are few, 
The way is pleasant; will yon oome7-~*Adiea ! 

Thy Laura!* • No ! I feel I must resign 

The pleasing hope, thou hadst been here, if mine : 

A lady was itT-*Was no brother there? 

But why should I afflict me if diere were?* 

• The way is pleasant:* « What to me the wvyT 
I cannot rcadh her till the close of day. 

My dumb eompanion ! is ft ilras we speed ? 
Not I from grief nor thou firom (od art freed; 
Still art thou doom'd to travel and to pine. 
For my vexation — What a fate is mine! 

• Gone to a friend, she tells me; I commend < 
Eer purpose ; means she to a female friend 7 
By Heaven, 1 wish she snffer'd half the pain 
Of hope protracted through the day in vain : 
Shall I persist to see th' ungrateful maid T 
Yes, I will see her, alight her, and upbraid : 
What ! in the very hour? She knew the time. 
And doubtless chose it to inorease her crime.* 

Forth rode Orlando by a river's side. 
Inland and winding, smooth, and full and wide. 
That roH'd majestic on, in one soft-flowing tide ; * 
The bottom gnnral, flow'ry were the banks, 
Tall willows, waving in their broken ranks ; 
The road, now near, now distant, winding led 
By lovely meadows which the waters fed ; 
He pais'd the way^de inn, the village spire. 
Nor stopp'd to gase, to question, or admire; 
On cither side the rural mansions stood. 
With hedgenrow trees, and hills high-crown'd witli wood , 
And many a devious stream diat reach'd the nobler flood . 

■ I hate these scenes,* Oriando angry cried, 

• And these proud farmers! yes, I hale their pride: 



Sec ! that sl«ek fellow, how he strides along. 
Strong as an ox, and ignorant as strong; 
(Ian ynn close crops a single eye detain 
But his who counts the profits of the grain? 
And these vile beans widi deleterious smell, 
l!\'herc is their beauty? can a mortal tell? 
These deep fot meadows 1 detest; it shocks 
One's feelings there to see the grazing ox ; — 
For slaughter fatted, as a lady's smile 
Rejoices man, and means 'hb death the while. 
Lo ! now the sons of labour! every day 
Employ'd in toil, and wttA in every way; 
Theirs is hut mirlh assumed, and they conceal, 
In their affocted joys, the ills they foel ; 
I hate these long green lanes ; there 's noUiing seen 
In. this vile country but eternal green; 
Woods! waters! meadows! Will they never end ? 
'T is a vile prospect: — Gone to see a friend!*— 

Still on he rode t a mansion hkk and tall 
Rose on his view — Che pride of Loddon-Hall : 
Spread o'er the park he eaw the grating steer, 
The full-fed steed, tlie herds of bounding deer: 
On a clear stream the vivid sunbeaoM play'd. 
Through noble elms, and on the surface made 
That moving picture, checker'd light and shade; 
Th* attended children, thene indulged to stray, 
Enjoy'd and gave new beauty to the day; 
Whose happy parents from tlieir room wore seen 
Pleased with the sportive idlers on the green. 

(c Well !■ said Orlando, ■ and for one so bless'd, 
A thousand reasoning wretches are distress'd ; 
Nay, these so seeming glad, are griering like the rest : 
Man is a cheat— uid all but strive to hide 
Their inward miaery by their outward pride. 
What do yon lofty gates and Viralls cmitain. 
But fruitless means to soothe uncomjuer'd pain ? 
The parents read each infant daughter's smile, 
Form'd to seduce, encouraged to beguile; 
They view the boys unconscioiu of their Ikte, 
Sure to be tempted, sure to lake the bait; 
These will be Laura^ sad Orlandos these-* 
There 's guilt and grief in all one hears and soes.* 

Our trav'ller, lab' ring up a hill, look'd down 
Upon a lively, bosy, pleasant (own ; 
All he behdd were there alert, a^ive, 
The busiest bees that ever stock'd a hive: 
A pair were married, and the bells aloud 
Proclaim'd their joy, and joyful seem'd the crowd ; 
And now proceeding on his way, he spied, 
Bound by strong ties, the bridegroom and the bride: 
Each by some friends attended, near they drew. 
And spleen beheld them with prophetic view. 

■ Married! nay, mad!* Orlando cried in scorn ; 
« Another wretch on this unlucky mom : 
What are this foolish mirth, these idle joys? 
Attempts to stifle doubt and fear by noise: 
To me these robes, expressive of delight. 
Foreshow distress, and only grief excite; 
And for these cheerful friends, will they behold 
Their wailing brood in sickness, want, and cold ; 
And his proud look, and her soft languid air 
Will — but I spare you — go, unhappy pair!* 

And now approaching to the journey's end. 
His anger fails, his thoughts to kindness tend. 
He less offended feels, and rather fears t* offend : 
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Now gently rUing, hope contends with doubt. 
And casts a sunshine on the views without; 
And still reviving joy and lingering gloom 
Alternate empire o'er his soul assume; 
Till, long perplex'd, he now began to find 
The softer thoughts engross the settling mind : 
He saw the mansion, and should quickly see 
His Laura's self — and angry could he be? 
No! the resentment melted all away 

■ For this my grief a single smile will pay,« 

Our trav'ller cried; — • And why should it offend, 
That one so good should have a pressing friend? 
Grieve not, my heart ! to find a favourite guest 
Thy pride and boast — ye selfish sorrows, rest ; 
She will be kind, and I again be blest. ■ 

While gentler passions thus his bosom sway'd, 
He reach'd the mansion, and he saw the maid; 
• My Laura!* — • My Orlando! — this is kind; 
In truth I came persuaded, not inclined: 
Our friends' amusement let us now pursue. 
And I to-morrow will return with you#a 

Like man entranced, the happy lover stood— 

■ As Laura wills, for she is kind and good ; 
Ever the truest, gentlest, fairest, best — 

As Laura wills, I see her and am blest.* 

Home went the lovers through that busy place, 
By Loddon-Hall, the country's pride and grace; 
By the rich meadows where the oxen fed. 
Through the green vale that forra'd tlie river's bed ; 
And by unnumbered cottages and farms. 
That have for musing minds unnumbered charms; 
And how affected by the view of tliesc 
Was then Orlando—did they pain or please? 

Nor pain nor pleasure could they yield — and why? 
The mind was fiU'd, was happy, and the eye 
Roved o'er tlie fleeting ticws, that but appear'd to die. 

Alone Orlando on the morrow paced 
The well-known road ; the gypsy-tent he traced; 
The dam high-raised, the reedy dikes between, 
The scatter'd hovels on tlie barren green. 
The burning sand, the fields of thin-set rye, 
Mock'd by the useless Flora, blooming by ; 
And last the heath with all its various bloom. 
And tlie close lanes that led the trav'ller home. 

Then could these scenes the former joys renew? 
Or was there now dejection in the view ? — 
Nor one or other would they yield — and why ? 
The mind was absent, and the vacant eye 
Wander'd o'er viewless scenes, that but appear'd to die. 
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EDWARD SHORE. 

Seen tbey gravo or Icaraad f 
WI17, todldit thoo— Seen tliey rellnlouiT 
Why, todldat thon; or ire ibey iiwre la diet, 
Free tnm frou peMina, or of mirtb or aager, 
CoatUnt lo spirit, not •werriog witb tbe blood, 
GaroUh'd and deek'd in nodest oonpllaient. 
Not working wiib tbe eye witboat tbe ear, 
And bat witb pargedjadgaent trattiDg aaltberf 
Sack and to laely bolted didet thon wwb. 

Btmrg V, aof II, scene a. 



Better I were distract. 
So sboold By tboaRbts be serer'd fron ny griefs. 
And woes by strong imagioatioa lose 
Tbe knowledge of themselves. 

Ltar, act It, scene 6. 



Genius! thou gift of Heav'n I thou light divine! 

Amid what dangers art thou doom'd to shine ! 

Oft will the body's weakness check thy force. 

Oft damp thy vigour, and impede thy course ; 

And trembling nerves compel thee to restrain 

Thy nobler efforts, to contend with pain ; 

Or Want (sad guest !) will in thy presence come. 

And breathe around a melancholy gloom ; 

To life's low cares will thy proud thought confine. 

And make her sufferings, her impatience, thine. 

Evil and strong, seducing passions prey 
On soaring minds, and win them from their way; 
Who then to vice the subject spirits give. 
And in the service of the conqu'ror live; 
Like captive Samson making sport for all. 
Who fear'd their strength, and glory in their fall. 

Genius, with virtue, still may lack the aid 
Implored by humble minds and hearts afraid ; 
May leave to timid souls the shield and sword 
Of the tried faith, and the resistless word ; 
Amid a world of dangers venturing forth. 
Frail, but yet fearless, proud in conscious worth. 
Till strong temptation, in some fatal time, 
Assails the heart, and wins the soul to crime ; 
When left by honour, and by sorrow spent. 
Unused to pray, unable to repent. 
The nobler powers that once exalted high 
Th' aspiring man, shall then degraded lie : 
Reason, through anguish, shall her throne forsake. 
Anil strength of mind but stronger madness make. 

When Edwakd Sbobk had reach'd his twentieth year. 
He felt his bosom light, his conscience clear ; 
Applause at school the youthful hero gain'd. 
And trials there with manly strength sustain'd : 
With prospects bright upon the world he came. 
Pure love of virtue, strong desire of fame : v 
Men watch'd the way his lofty mind would take. 
And all foretold the progress lie would make. 

Boast of these friends, to older men a guide. 
Proud of his parts, but gracious in his pride ; 
He bore a gay good-nature in his face. 
And in his air were dignity and grace; 
Dress that became his state and years he wore. 
And sense and spirit shone in Edward Shore. 

Thus while admiring friends the youth beheld. 
His ovm disgust their forward hopes repell'd; 
For he unfix'd, unfixing, look'd around. 
And no employment but in seeking found; 
HI gave his restless thoughts to views refined. 
And shrank from woridly cares with wounded mind. 

Rejecting trade, awhile he dwelt on laws, 
« But who could plead, if unapproved the cause T • 
A doubting, dismal tribe physicians seem'd ; 
Divines o'er texts and disputations dream'd; 
War and its glory he perhaps could love, 
But there again he must the cause approve. 

Our hero thought no deed should gain applause, 
Where timid virtue found support in laws; 
He to all good would soar, would fly all sin. 
By the pure prompting of the will within; 
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« Who needs a law tb«t bmds him not to- steal, »■ 

Ask'd the young teacher, « can be rightly feel? 

To curb the will, or arm in honour's cause. 

Or aid the weak — are these enforced by laws? 

Should we a foul, ungenerous action dread, 

Because a law condemns th* adulterous bed 7 

Or fly pollution, not for fear of stain, 

But that some statute tells ns to refrain 7 

The grosser herd in tics like these we bind, 

In virtue's freedom mores th' enlighten'd mind.* 

« Man's heart deceives him,* said a friend : ■ Of course,* 

Replied the youth, « but, has it power to force ? 

Unless it forces, call it as you will. 

It is but wish, and proneness to the ill.» 

« Art thou not tempted ?« « Do I fall 7» said Shore : 
« The pure hare fallen.*—* Then are pure no more; 
While reason guides me,. I shall walk arighti 
Nor need a steadier hand, or stronger light.; 
Nor this in dread of awful threats, dcsign'd. 
For the weak spirit and the groVling mind; 
But that, engaged by thoughts and views sublime, 
I wage free war with grossness and with crime. » 
Thus look'd he proudly on the vulgar crew. 
Whom statutes govern, and whom fears subdue. 

Faith, with his virtue, he indeed profess'd. 
But doubts deprived his ardent mind of rest; 
Reason, his sovereign mistress, fail'd to show 
Light through the mazes of the world below; 
Questions arose, and they surpass'd the skill 
Of his sole aid, and would be dubious still; 
These to discuss he sought no common guide, 
But to the doubters in his doubts applied ; 
When all together might in freedom speak, 
And their loved truth with mutual ardour seek. 
Alas ! though men who feel their eyes decay 
Take more than common pains to find their way, 
Yet, when for this they ask each other's aid, 
Their mutual purpose is the more dela/dt 
Of all their doubts, their reasoning clear'd not one. 
Still the same spots were present in the sun ; 
Still the same scruples haunted Edward's mind; 
Who found no rest, nor took the means to find. 

But though with shaken foith, and slave to fame, 
Vain and aspiring on the world he came; 
Yet was he studious, serious, nioral, grave. 
Mo passion's victim, and no system's slave; 
Vice he opposed, indulgence he disdain'd. 
And o'er each sense in conscious triumph reign'd. 

Who often reads, will sometimes wish to write. 
And Shore would yield instruction and delight : 
A serious drama he design'd, but found 
T was tedious travelling in that gloomy ground ; 
A deep and solemn st<Mry he would try. 
But grew ashamed of ghosts, and laid it by; 
Sermons he wrote, but they who knew his creed,. 
Or knew it not, were ill disposed to read ; 
And he would lastly be the nation's guide. 
But, studying, fail'd to fix upon a side ; 
Fame he desired, and talents he possess'd. 
But loved not labour) though he could not rest» 
Nor firmly fix the vacillating mind. 
That, ever working, could no centre find. 

'T is thus a sanguine reader lover to trace 
The Nile forth ruling on his glorious race ; 
Calm and secure the fancied traveller goes 
Through sterile deserts and by ihreafning foes ; 



He thinks not then of Afric's scorching sands,' 

Th' Arabian sea, the Abyssinian bands , 

Fasils * and Michaels, and the robbers all. 

Whom we politely chiefs and heroes call : 

He of success alone delights to think. 

He views that fount, he stands upon- the brink, 

And drinks a fancied draught, exulting so to drink. 

In his own room, and with his books around. 
His lively mind- its chief employment found-, 
Then idly busied, quietly employ'd, 
And, lost to life, his visions were enjoyed : 
Yet still he took a keen inquiring view 
Of all that crowds neglect, desire, pursue ; 
And thus abstracted, curious, still serene. 
He, unemploy'd, beheld life's shifting scene; 
Still more averse from vulgar joys and cares,. 
Still more unfitted for the world's affairs. 

There was a house where Edward ofttimes went, 
And social hours in pleasant trifling spent; 
He read, conversed and reason'd, sang and play'd. 
And all were happy while the idler slay'd ; 
Too happy one, for thence arose the pain. 
Till this engaging trifler came again. 

But did he love ? We answer, day by day, 
The loring feet would take th' accustom'd way, 
The amorous eye would rove as if in quest 
Of something rare, and on the mansion I'est; 
The same soft passion touch'd the gentle tongue, 
And Anna's charms in tender notes were sung ; 
The ear too seem'd to feel the common flame, 
Soothed and delighted with*lhe foir one's name: 
And thus as love each other part possess'd. 
The heart, no doubt, its sovereign power confess'd. 

Pleased in her sight, the youth required no more ; 
Nor rich himself, he saw the damsel poor ; 
And he too wisely, nay, too kindly loved, 
To pain the being whom his soul approved. 

A serious friend our cautious youth possess'd. 
And at his table sat a welcome guest ; 
Both unemploy'd, it was their chief delight 
To read what free and daring authors write ; 
Authors who loved from common views to soar. 
And seek the fountains never traced before ; 
Truth they professTd, yet often left the true 
And beaten prospe<;t, for the wild and new. 
His chosen friend his fiftieth year had seen. 
His fortune easy, and his air serene ; 
Deist and atheist call'd; for few agreed 
What were his notions, principles, or creed ; 
His mind reposed not, for he hated rest. 
But all things made a query or a jest; 
Perplex'd himself, he ever sought to prove 
That man is doom'd in endless doubt to rove ; 
Himself in darkness he profess'd to be. 
And would maintain that not a man could see. 

The youthful friend, dissentient, reason'd still 
Of the soul's prowess, and the subject will ; 
Of virtue's beauty, and of honour s force. 
And a warm seal gave life to his discourse : 

• FmII was a r«b«l dilaf, and Michael (be feneral of th« royal 
amy In Abrwioia, when Mr Bnioe rliitod that ooantry. In all 
other ratpcctp thoir cfaaractar* war* aearlj tlaillar. They aro both 
reprcMoted at crael and treabboroai ; aad erea the appareaWy 
•trong dUtinction of loyal aad robollioas it la a great measure wi 
aside, whoo we aro iBformed that Faail was an open enemy, and 
MIAael an iMoiont and aaibitioiia ooatroUor of the royal person and 
bmlly. 
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Since from hu foelings all fai» 6re arose, 
And he had interest is the ibemes he choac. 

The friend, indu^io^ a Mrcaftlic amile, 
Said — • Dear enlhu«as( ! thou will change thy style. 
When man's delusions, errors^ crimes, deceit. 
No more distress thee, and no longer cheat.! 

Yet lo ! this cautious man, so coolly wise. 
On a young beauty fix'd uaguarded cyesf 
And her he married : Edward at the Tiew 
Bade to his cheerful visits long adieu ; 
But haply err'd, for this engaging bride 
No mirth supprcss'd, but rather cause supfrfied : 
And when she saw the friends, by reasoning loii(y, 
Confused if right, and positive if wrong, 
With playful speech and smile, that spoke deKglti, 
She made them careless both of wrong or right. 

This gentle damsd gave consent lo wed. 
With school, and school-day dinners in her head : 
She now was promised choice of daintiesc food. 
And costly dress, that miide her sovereign good ; 
With walks on hilly heath to banish spleen, 
And summer-visits when the roads were clean. 
All these she loved, to these she gave consent. 
And she was married to her heart's content. 

Tlieir manner this — the friends together read. 
Till books a cause for disputation bred; 
Debate then follbw'd, and the vapour'd child 
Declared they argued tilt her head was wild ; 
And strange to her it was that mortal brain 
G>uld seek the trial, or endure the pain. 

Then as the friend reposed, the younger pair 
Sat down to cards, and play'd beside his chair ; 
Till he awaking, to his books applied, 
Or beard the music of th* obtfdienl bride : 
If mild the evening, in the fields they strayed. 
And their own flock vrith partial eye survcy'd, 
But oft the husband, to indulgence pron^, 
Resumed his book, and bade them walk atone. 

« Do, my kind Edward t I must take nrine ease, 
Name the dear girl the planets and the trees ; 
Tell her what warblers pour their evening song, 
What insects flutter, as you walk along; 
Teach her to fix the roving thoughts, to bind 
The wandering sense, and methodize the mind. " 

This was obey'd ; and oft when this was done. 
They calmly gazed on the declining sun ; 
In silence saw the glowing landscape fade. 
Or, sitting, sang beneath the arbour^s shade : 
Till rose the moon, and on each, youthful face 
Shed a soft beauty, and a dangerous grace. 

When the young wife beheld in long debate 
The friends, all careless as she seeming sate; 
It soon appear d, there was in one combined 
The nobler person and the richer mind : 
lie wore no wig, no grisly beard was seen. 
And none beheld him careless or unclean ; 
Or wutch'd him sleeping : — we indeed have heard 
Of sleeping beauty, and it has appear'd ; 
'T is seen in infanta— tliere indeed we find 
The features soften'd by the slumbering miml ; 
But other beauties, when disposed to sleep. 
Should from the eye of keen inspector keep : 
The lovely nymph who vrould her swain surpri.v?, 
May close her mouth, but not conceal her eyiA i 
Sleep from tlie fairest face some beauty taked, 
And all the homely features homelier makes ; 



So tliought our wife, beholding vritk a sigh 
Her sleeping spouse, and Edward smiling by. 

A sick relation for the husband sent. 
Without delay the friendly sceptic went; 
Nor feaf'd the youthful pair, for he had seen 
The wife untroubled, and the friend serene : 
No selfish purpose in his roving eyes, 
No vile deception in her fond replies: 
So judged the husband, and with jjadgment tme. 
For neither yet the guklt or danger knew. 

What now remain'd T but they s^ain should pby 
Th' accustom'd game, and walk ih' accustom'd way ; 
With careless freedom should converse or nead. 
And the friend's absence neither fear nor heed : 
But rather now they seem'd confused, constraint; 
Within their room still restless they remaki'd. 
And painfully they felt, and knew each other poin'd. — 
Ah ! foolish men I how could ye thus depend, 
One on himself, the other on his friend ? 

The youth with troubled eye ibe lady saw, 
Yet felt too brave, too daring to withdraw; 
W^hile she, with tuneless hand the jarring keys 
Touching, was not one moment at her ease: 
Now would she walk, and call her friendly gnide. 
Now speak of rain, and cast l)er clook aside ; 
Seize on a book, unconscious what she read. 
And, restless still, to new resources fled ; 
Then laugh'd aloud, then tried to look serene. 
And ever changed, and every change was seen. 

Painful it is to dwell on deeds of shame— 
The trying day was past, another came ; 
The third was ail remorM, confusion, dread. 
And (all too late!) the fallen hero fled. 

Then felt the youth, in that seducing time. 
How feebly honour guards the heart from crime : 
Small is hb native strength ; man needs the stay, 
The strength imparted in the trying day; 
For all that honour brings against the force 
Of headlong passion, aicb its rapid course; 
Its slight resistance but provokes the file. 
As wood-work stops the flame, and then eonveysithiglicr. 

The husband came; a wife by guilt made bold 
Had, meeting, soothed him, as in days of old ; 
But soon this fact transpired ; her strong distress 
And his friend's absence, left him nought to gness. 

Still cool, though grieved, thus prudence bade bin 
write — 
ul cannot pardon, and I will not fight; 
Thou art too poor a culprit for the laws, 
And I too faulty to support my cause: 
All must be punish'd ; I must sigh alone. 
At home thy victim for her guilt atone; 
And thou, unhappy ! virtuous now no move. 
Must loss of fame, peace, purity deplore ; 
Sinncr» with praise will pierce thee to the heart. 
And saints deriding, tell thee what thou art.» 

Such was his fall ; and Edward, from that time, 
Felt in full force the censure and the crim^— 
Despised, ashamed ; his noble views before. 
And his proud thoughts, degraded him the more: 
Should he repent — would that conceal his shame? 
Could peace he his? It perish'd with his fame: 
Himself he scorn'd, nor could his crime foigive; 
He fear'd to die, yet felt ashamed to live: 
Grieved, but not contrite was his heart; opprcss'd, 
Not broken ; not converted, but distress'd; 
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lie wanted wilk to bend tb« MabbcArn ksce. 

He wanted light the cause of ill to see. 

To learn how frail i» man, how humble then aboald be ; 

For faith he had not, or a faith too weak 

To gain the help that humbled sionerB seek ; 

Else had he pray'd— to an offended God 

His tears had flown a penitential flood ; 

Though far astray, be would hate heard the call 

Of mercy^M Gome ! remm, thou prodigal;* 

Then, though confused, distran^d, ashamed, afraid. 

Still had the trembling ponilent obey'd; 

Though faith had fainted, when assail'd by fear, 

Hope to the soul had whisper'd, « Pevscvercl* 

Till in his Father's house an bumbled guest. 

He would hare found forgiTeness, comfort, resL 

But all this joy wais to our youth denied 
By his fierce passions and his daring pride; 
And shame and doubt impelfd him in a coarse, 
Once so abhorred, with nnresisted force. 
Proud minds and guilty, whom their crimes oppress, 
Fly to new crimes for comfort and redress ; 
So found our fallen youth a short relief 
In wine, the opiate guilt applies to grief, — 
From fleeting mirth that o'er the bottle lives. 
From the folse joy its inspiration gives ; 
And from associates pleased to find a friend, 
With powers to lead them, gladden, and defend, 
In all thoie scenes where transient ease is found. 
For minds whom sins oppress, and sorrows wound. 

Wine is like anger ; for it makes us strong. 
Blind and impatient, and it leads us wrong; 
'Fhe strength is quickly lost, we feel the error long : 
Thus led, thus strengthen^ in an evil cause. 
For folly pleading, sought the youth applause; 
Sad for a time, then eloquently wild, 
He gaily spoke as his companions smiled ; 
Lightly he rose, and with his former grace 
Proposed some doubt, and argued on tlic case; 
Fate and fore-knowledge were his favourite themes'— 
How vain man's purpose, how absurd his schemes : 
a Whatever is, was ere our birth decreed ; 
We think our actions from ourselves proceed, 
And idly we lament th* inevitable deed ; 
It seems our own, but ihere^ s a power above 
Directs the motion, nay, that makes us move; 
Nor good nor evil can you beings name, 
Who are but rooks and castles in the game; 
Superior natures with their puppets play, 
Till, bagg'd or buried, all are swept away.n 

Such were the notions of a mind to ill 
Now prone, but ardent, and determined still : 
Of joy now eager, as before of fame. 
And screen'd by folly when assail'd by shame, 
Deeply he sank ; obey'd each passion s call, 
And used his reason to defend them all. 

Shall I proceed, and step by step relate 
The odious progress of a sinner's fate? 
No — let me rather hasten to the time 
(Sure to arrive) when misery waits on crime. 

With virtue, prudence fled; what Shore possees'd 
Was sold, was spent, and he was now distrsas'd : 
And Want, unwelcome stranger, pale and wnn, 
Met vrith her haggard looks the hurried man ; 
Mis pride felt keenly what be must expect 
From meless pity and from cold neglect 



Struck by new terrors, from his friends he fled, 
And wept his woes upon a restless bed ; 
Retiring late, at early hour to rise, 
Witli slirunken features, and with bkK>dshot eyes: 
If sleep one moment closed the dismal view, 
Fancy her terrors built upon the true; 
And night and day had their alternate woes, 
That baffled pleasure, and that mock'd repose; 
Till to despair and anguish was consign'd 
The wreck and ruin of a noble mind. 

Now seised for debt, and lodged within a jail. 
He tried his friendships, and he found them fail ; 
Then fail'd his spirits, and his thoughts were all 
Fix'd on his sins, his sufferings, and bis fall : 
His ruffled mind was pictured in his face, 
Once the fair seat of dignity and grace: 
Great was the danger of a man so prone 
To think of madness, and to think alone ; 
Yet pride still lived, and struggled to sustain 
The drooping spirit and the roving brain ; 
But this too fail'd : a friend his freedom gave, 
And sent him help the threat'ning world to brave ; 
Gave solid counsel what to seek or flee. 
But still would stranger to his person be : 
In vain ! the truth determined to explore, 
He traced the friend whom he had wrong'd before. 

This was too much ; bpth aided and advised 
By one who sbunn'd him, pitied, and despised : 
He bore it not ; 't was a deciding stroke. 
And on his reason like a torrent broke : 
In dreadful stillness he appeared awhile, 
With vacant horror and 4 ghastly smile ; 
Then rose at once into the frantic rage. 
That force controU'd not, nor could love assuage. 

Friends now appear'd, but in the man was seen 
The angry maniac, with vindictive mien; 
Too late their pity gave to care and skill 
The hurried mind and ever-wandering will ; 
Unnoticed pass'd all time, and not a ray 
Of reason broke on his benighted way; 
But now he spurn'd the straw in pure disdain, 
And now laugh'd loudly at the clinking chain. 

Then as its vnrath subsided, by degrees 
The mind sank slowly to infantine ease; 
To playful folly, and to causeless joy. 
Speech vrithout aim, and without end, employ; 
He drew fantastic figures on the wall, 
And gave some wild relation of them all ; 
With brutal shape he join'd the hiiman face, 
And idiot smiles approved the moUey race. 

Harmless at length th' unhappy man was found, 
The spirit settled, but the reason drown'd ; 
And all the dreadful tempest died away. 
To the dull stillness of the misty day. 

And now his freedom he attain'd~-if free, 
The lost to reason, truth, and hope, can be; 
His friends, or wearied with the charge, or sure 
The harmless wretch was now beyond a cure. 
Gave him to wander where he pleased, and find 
His own resources for the eager miod ; 
The playful cluldren of the place he meets. 
Playful with them be rambles through the streets; 
In all they need, his stronger arm he lends. 
And his lost mind to these approving friends. 

That gentle maid, whom once the youth had loved. 
Is now with mild religious pity moved; 
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Kindly she chides his hoyish flights, while he 
Will for a moment 6x'd and pensive be; 
And as she trembling speaks, bis lively eyes 
Explore her looks, he listens to her sighs ; 
Charm'd by her voice, th' harmonious sounds invade 
His clouded mind, and for a time persuade r 
Like a pleased infant, who has newly caught 
From the maternal glance a gleam of thought; 
He stands en rapt, the half-known voice to hear, 
And starts, halF-consctous, at the falling tear. 

Rarely from town, nor then unwatch'd, he goes, 
In darker mood, as if to hide his troes; 
Returning soon, he with impatience seeks 
His youthful friends, and shouts, and sings, and speaks; 
Speaks a wild speech with action all as wild — 
The children's leader, and himself a child; 
He spins their top, or, at their bidding, bends 
His back, while o'er it leap his laughing friends ; 
Simple and weak, he acts the boy once more, 
And heedless children call him Silly Shore. 



TALE XII. 



'SQUIRE THOMAS; OR, THE PRECIPITATE CHOICE. 

Sada •nlliog roffaei m these. 
Like nu, oft bite the holy oordt in twsla. 

Too lotriailate t' nnloote 

iMir, act i, toeBe a. 

My other aeif, mj eoonael'i eootlttory, 
My oncle, ny pn^hol,— 
I as a child will so by thy dlreetioo. 

MeJuuJ Ut, aa il, seeno a. 

If I do not have pity npon her, I '■ ■ Tilliln ; If I do not lore 
her, I am a Jew. 

Mtek Ado about Notkiuf, act II, eoene 3. 

Woneo are toft, nild, pitiable, fleilbie ; 

Bat ihoa art obdarate, fliniT, roagh, remorMlaM. 

HtuTf ri part 3, act II, acene 4> 

He Bnat be told of It, aad he ■hall ; the offloe 
Beeomea a wobmb boat ; I '11 take It apon bm ; 
If I prove hoaey-Boath'd, let my toagae bliater, 

Wlmt/t Taitf act il, aoene a. 

DIaipIae— I aee thoa art a wfckcdaeaa. 

Tmel/A Nlfkt, act il, aoene a. 



'Squibi Tbomas flatccf'd long a wealthy annt. 

Who left him all that she could give or grant : 

Ten years he tried, with all his craft and skill, 

To fix the sovereign lady's varying will; 

Ten years enduring at her board to sit. 

He meekly listen*d to her tales and wit; 

He took the meanest office man can take, 

And his aunt's vices for her money^s sake : 

By many a threat* ning hint she waked his fear. 

And he was pain'd to see a rival near; 

Yet all the taunts of her contemptuous pride 

He bore^ nor found his grov'ling spirit tried: 

Nay, when the wish'd his parents to traduce, 

Fawning he smiled, and justice call'd th' abase; 

• They taught you nothing ; are you not, at l^t, • 

Said the proud dame, ■ a trifler, and a jest? 

Confess you are a fool U— he bow'd and he confess'd. 



This vex'd him much, but could not always last: 
The dame is buried, and the trial past. 

There was a female, who had courted long 
Her coiuin's gifts, and deeply felt the wrong; 
By a vain boy forbidden to attend 
The private councils of her wealthy friend. 
She vow'd revenge, nor should that crafty boy 
In triumph undisturb'd his spoils enjoy; 
He heard, he smiled, and when the will was read. 
Kindly dtsmiss'd the kindred of the dead; 
« The dear deceased,* he call'd her, and the crowd 
Moved off with curses deep and threat'nings loud.- 

The youth retired, and, with a mind at ease. 
Found he was rich, and foncied he must please : 
He might have pleaded, and to his comfort found 
The wife he wish'd, if he had sought around ; 
For there were lasses of his own degree, 
With no more hatred (o the state than he: 
But he had courted spleen and age so long. 
His heart refused to woo the fair and young; 
So long attended on caprice and whim. 
He thought attention now was due to him; 
And as his flattery pleased the wealthy dame, 
Heir to the wealth he might the flattery claim ; 
But this the fair, with one accord, denied. 
Nor waved for man's caprice the sex's pride : 
There is a season when to them is due 
Worship and awe, and they will claim it too: 
« Fathers,w they cry, ■ long hold us in their chain, 
Nay, tyrant brothers claim a right to reign; 
Uncles and guardians we in turn obey. 
And husbands rule with ever-during sway ; 
Short is the time when lovers at the feet 
Of beauty kneel, and own the slavery sweet; 
And shall we this our triumph, this the aim 
And boast of female power, forbear to claim? 
No ! we demand that homage, that respect. 
Or the proud r^bel punish and reject.* 

Our hero, still too indolent, too nice 
To pay for beauty the accustom'd price. 
No less forbore t* address the humbler maid. 
Who might have yielded with the price unpaid; 
But lived, himself to humour and to please. 
To count his money, and enjoy his ease. 

It pleased a neighbouring 'squire to recommend 
A faithful youth, as servant to hb friend ; 
Nay, more than servant, whom he praised for parts 
Ductile yet strong, and for the best of hearts; 
One who might ease him in his small afUrs, 
With tenants, tradesmen, taxes, and repairs ; 
Answer his letters, look to all his dues, 
And entertain him with discourse and news. 

The 'squire believed, and found the trusted youth 
A very pattern for his care and truth ; 
Not for his virtues to be praised alone, 
But for a modest mien and humble tone ; 
Assenting always, but as if he meant 
Only to strength of reasons to assent : 
For was he stubborn, and retain'd his doubt, 
Till the more subtle 'squire had forced it out; 
a Nay, still was right, but be perceived that strong 
And powerful minds could make the right the wrong.* 

When the 'squire's thoughts on some fair d«Bsel dwcl t, 
The faithful friend his apprehensions felt; 
It would rejoice his faithful heart to find 
A lady suited to his master's mind; 
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But who deaenred that master 7 who would {Htotc 
That here was pure, uninterested lore? 
Although a servant, he would scorn to take 
A countess, till she suffer'd for his sake; 
Some tender spirit, humble, faithful, true, 
Such, my dear master! must be sought for you. 

Six months had pas^d, and not a lady seen, 
With just this love, 'twnt fifty and fifteen ; 
All scem'd his doctrine or his pride to shun, 
All would be woo'd, before they would be won ; 
V^lien the chance naming of a race and fair, 
Our 'squire disposed to take his pleasure there : 
The friend profess'd, u although he first began 
To hint the thing, it seem'd a thoughtless plan : 
The roads, he fear*d, were foul, the days were short. 
The Tillage for, and yet there might be sport • 

> What! you of roads and starless nights afraid 7 
You think to govern! you to be obey'd !■ 
Smiling he spoke, the humble ftiend declared 
His soul's obedience, and to go prepared. 

The place was distant, but with great delight 
They saw a race, and hail'd the glorious sight : 
The 'squire exulted, and declared the ride 
Had amply paid, and he was satisfied. 
They gazed, they feasted, and, in happy mood. 
Homeward retum'd, and hastening as they rode; 
For short the day, and sudden was the change 
From light to darknen, and the way was strange; 
Our hero soon grew peevish, then distreas'd ; 
He dreaded darkness, and he sigh'd for rest : 
Going, they pass'd a village; but, alas! 
Returning saw no village to repass; 
The 'squire remember'd too a noble hall, 
Lai^ as a church, and whiter than its Vail : 
This he had noticed as they rode along, 
And justly reason'd that their road was wrong. 
George, full of awe, was modest m reply — 

• The fault was his, 't wasi^Uy to deny; 
And of his master's safety were he sure, 
There was no grieyancc he would not endure.* 
This made his peace with the relenting 'squire. 
Whose thoughts yet dwelt on supper and a fire; 
When, as they reach'd a long and pleasant green, 
Dwellings of men, and next a man, were seen. 

■ My friend,! said George, ■ to travellers astray 
Point out an inn, and guide us on the way.* 

The man look'd up; • Surprising ! can it be 
Hy mastei's son? as I 'm alive, 't is he." 

• How! Robin,* George replied, ■ and are we near 
My fathers house? how strangely things appear!— 
Dear sir, though wanderers, we at last are right : 
Let us proceed, and glad my Other's ught; 
We shall at least be fairiy lodged ftnd fed, 
] can ensure a supper and a bed ; 
Let us this night, as one of pleasure date. 
And of surprise : it is an act of hie.* 

• Go on,* the 'squire in happy temper cried; 
■ I like such blunder ! 1 approve such guide. * 

They ride, they halt, the farmer comes in haste, 
Then tells his wife how much their house is graced; 
Tliey bless the chance, they praise the lucky son. 
That caused the error — Nay! it was not one; 
But their good fortune — Cheerful grew the 'squire, 
Who found dependants, flattery, wine, and fire; 
Be heard the jack turn round ; the busy dame 



Produced her damask; and with supper came 
The daughter, dress'd with care, and full of maiden- 
shame. 
Surprised, our hero saw the air and dress. 
And strove his admiration to express; 
Nay ! felt it too— for Harriot was, in truth, 
A tall fair beauty in the bloom of youth ; 
And from the pleasure and surprise, a grace 
Adorn'd the blooming damsel's form and face ; 
Then too, such high respect and duty paid 
By all — such silent reverence in the maid ; 
Venfring with caution, yet with haste, a glance; 
Loth to retire, yet trembling to advance, 
Appear'd the nymph, and in her gentle guest 
Stirred soft emotions till the hour of rest : 
Sweet was his sleep, and in the mom again 
lie felt a mixture of delight and pain : 

■ How fair, how gentle,* said the 'squire, «how meek. 
And yet how sprightly, when disposed to speak ! 
Nature has blessed her form, and Heaven her mind, 
But in her favours Fortune is unkind ; 

Poor is the maid — nay, poor she cannot prove 
Who is enrich'd with beauty, worth, and love.* 

The 'squire arose, with no precise intent 
To go or stay — uncertain what he meant : 
He moved to part— they begg'd him first to dine; . 
And who could then escape from love and wine? 
As came the night, more charming grew the fair, 
And seem'd to watch him with a two-fold care : 
On the third mom, resolving not to stay, 
Though ui^red by love, he bravely rode away. 

Arrived at home, three pensive days he gave 
To feelings fond and meditations grave; 
Lovely she was, and, if he did not err, 
As fond of him as his fond heart of her ; 
Still he delay'd, unable to decide 
Which was the master-passion, love or pride : 
He sometimes wonder'd how his friend could make. 
And then exulted in, the night's mistake ; 
Had she but fortune, * doubtless then,* he cried, 

■ Some happier man had won the wealthy bride. * 

While thus he hung in balance, now inclined 
To change his state, and then to change his mind- 
That careless George dropp'd idly on the ground 
A letter, which his crafty master found; 
The stupid youth confess'd his foult, and pray'd 
The generous 'squire to spare a gentle maid; 
Of whom her tender mother, full of fears. 
Had written much — ■ She caught her oft in tears, 
For ever thinking on a youth above 
Her humble fortune — still she own'd not love; 
Nor can define, dear girl ! the cherish'd pain, 
But would rejoice to see the cause again : 
That neighbouring youth, whom she endured before. 
She now rejects, and will behold no more : 
Raised by her passion, she no longer stoops 
To her own equals, but she pines ahd droops, 
Like to a lily, on whose sweets the sun 
Has withering gazed — she saw and was undone •* 
His wealth allured her not — nor was she moved 
By his superior state, himself she loved; 
fSo mild, so good, so gncious, so genteel — 
But spare your sister, and her love conceal; 
We must the fault forgive, since she the pain must feel.* 

■ Fault!* 8aid>the 'squire, « there's coarseness in the mind 
That thus conceives of feelings so refined ; 
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Here end my doubts, nor blame yourself, my friend, 
I'ate made you careless — here my doubts have end.« 

The way is plain before us — there is now 
The lovers visit first, and tlicn the vow 
Mutual and fond, the marriage-rite, the bride 
]trou(j1it to her home with all a husband's pride; 
The 'squire receives the prize his merits won, 
And the glad parents leave the patron-«on. 

But in short time he saw with much surprise. 
First gloom, then grief, and then resentment rise, 
Trom proud, commanding frownsi, and anger-darting 
eyes: 

• Is there in Harriot's humble mind tliis fire. 
This fierce impatience ?i ask'd the puzzled 'squire : 

• Has marriage changed her? or the mask she wore 
Has she thrown by, and is herself once more?*' 

Hour after hour, when clouds on clouds appear, 
Dark and more dark, w« know the tempest near; 
And thus the frowning brow, the restless form, 
And threat'ning glance, forerun domestic storm : 
So read the husband, and, with troubled mind, 
Revcal'd his fears—* My love, I hope you find 
All here is pleasant — but I must confess 
You seem offended, or in some distress; 
Explain the grief you feel, and leave me to redress. » 

k Leave it to you ?i repUed the nymph — « indeed! 
What— to die cause from whence the ills proceed? 
Good Heaven ! to take me from a place, where I 
Had every comfort underneath the sky; 
And then immure me in a gloomy place, 
With the grim monsters of your ugly race, 
That from their eanvas staring, make me dread 
Through the dark chambers where they liaiif; to tread! 
No friend nor neighbour comes to give that joy, 
Which all things here must banish or destroy : 
Where is the promised coach? the pleasant ride? 
Oh ! what a fortune has a farmer's bride ! 
Your sordid pride has placed me just above 
Your hired domestics— and what pays me? love! 
A selfish fondness I endure each hour, 
And share unwitnees'd pomp, unenvied power; 
I hear your folly, smile at your parade. 
And see your favourite dislies duly made; 
Then am I richly drets'd for you t' admire. 
Such is my duty and my lord's desire; 
Is this a life for youth, for health, for joy ? 
Arc these my duties — this my base employ? 
No ! to my fachei's house will I repair. 
And make your idle wealth support me there; 
Was it your wish to have an humble bride 
For l>ondage thankful? Curse upon your pride! 
AVas it a slave you wanted? You shall see, 
That if not happy, I at least am free; 
Well, sir, your answer:* — silent stood the 'squire, 
As looks a miser at his house on fire; 
Where all he deems is vanish'd in that flame, 
Swept from the earth his substance and his name ; 
■So, lost to every promised joy of life. 
Our 'squire stood gaping at his angry wife ;— 
His fate, his ruin, where he saw it vain 
To hope for peace, pray, threaten, or complain; 
And thus, betwixt his wonder at the ill 
And his despair— there stood he gaping still. 
■ Your answer, sir— shall 1 depart a spot 
I thus detest?* — «0h, miserable lot!« 



Exclaim'd the man. ■ Go, serpent! norTcmain 
To sharpen wo by insult and disdain : 
A nest of harpies was I doom'd to meet; 
What ploU, what combinations of deceit ! 
I 80C it now — all plann'd, design'd, contrived; 
Served hy that villain —by tliis fury wived— 
What fate is mine! What wisdom, virtue, iniili. 
Can sumd, if damons set their traps for youth ? 
He lose his wny ! vile dogl he cannot lose 
The way a villain through his life pursues; 
And thou, derciver! thou afraid to move. 
And hiding close the serpent in the dove! 
I saw— l>ut, fated to endure disgrace— 
UnhecHiri{» saw, tlie fury in thy face; 
And call'd it spirit— Oh ! I might have found 
Fraud and imposture- all the kindred round ! 

A nest of vipers* — 

—•Sir, I '11 not admit 

These wild effusions of your angry wit: 

Have you that value, that we all should use 

Surh mighty arts for such important views? 

Are you such prize — and is my state so fair 

That they should sell their souls to get me there ! 

Think you that we alone our thoughts disguise? 

Wl'cn in pursuit of some contended prize. 

Mask we alone the heart, and soothe whom we demise ! 

Speak vou of craft and subtle schemes, who know 

That all your wealtli you to deception owe; 

Who play'd for ten dull years a scoundrel-part, 

To worm yourself into a widow's heart? 

Now, w^hcn you guarded, with superior skill, 

That lidy's closet, and preserved her will. 

Blind in your craft, you saw not one of those 

Opposed by you jniglit you in turn oppose; 

Or watch your motions, and by art obtain 

Share of that wealth you gave your peace to gain ? 

Did conscience never' — 

— « Cease, Tormentor, cease — 
Or reach me poison let me rest in peace !> 

« Agreed — but hear me— lot the truth appear;* 
• Then state your purpose— I '11 be calm and hear.* — 
■ Know then, this wealth, sole object of your care," 
I had some right, without your hand, to share ; 
My mother's claim was just — but soon she saw 
Your power, compell'd, insulted, to witlidraw : 
T was tlien my fathet, in his anger, swore 
You should divide the fortune, or restore; 
Long we debated- and you find me now 
Heroic victim to a father's vow ; 
Like Jephtha's daughter, but in different slate, 
And both decreed to mourn our early fsle; 
Hence was my brother servant to your pride. 
Vengeance made him your slave — and me yonr bride : 
Now all is known— « dreadful price I pay 
For our revenge — but still we have our day; 
All that you love yon must wiUi others share. 
Or all you dread from their resentment dsie ! 
Yet terms I offer — let contention cease; 
Divide the spoil, and let nspart in peace.* 

Our hero trembling heard — he sat — be rose— 
Nor could his motions nor his mind compose; 
He paced the room-~and, stalking to lier side. 
Gazed on the face of his undaunted bride; 
And nothing there but scorn ^d calm aversion spied. 
He would have vengeance, yet he fear'd tlie law : 
Her friends would threaten, and their power faesaw; 
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• Then let her go :i— but oh ! a mighty sum 
Would that demand, since he had let her come; 
Nor from his sorrows could be find redress, 
Save that which led him to a like distress, 
And all his ease was in his wife to see 
A wretch as anxious and distren'd as he : 
ller strongest wish, the fortune to divide 
And part in peace, his avarice denied ; 
And thus it happen'd, as in all deceit. 
The cheater found the evil of the cheat; 
The husband griewd— nor vras the wife at rest ; 
Him she could vex, and he could her molest; 
She could his passion into frenxj raise. 
But when the fira was kindled, fear'd the bbue: 
As much they studied, so in time they found 
The easiest way to gife the deepest wound; 
But than, like fencers, they were equal still. 
Both lost in danger what they gain'd in skill; 
Each heart a keener kind of rancour gaiu'd. 
And paining more, was more severely pain'd; 
And thus by both were equal vengeance dealt. 
And both the anguish they inflicted felt. 



TALE XIIL 



JESSB AND GOUN. 



Tk«B sbcpleis, thM lb* nalMMai, tlM« she iWvbei ; sad what 
ik«y tkiak !■ their kwrts the; mmj efcu. th*; will brssk their 
bMrts iMt they will ttket. 

Mtrry WtPM of Wlwitor^ set II, acme 3. 



8h« btth ipekM ihet the ahoeld aot, I •« tar* of that { iMvea 
kaowt what tha hath ksowa. 

UbchtA, act T, Meaa 1 . 

Oar hoBM it hell, aad thoa a aarry darll. 

WUttkamtof V«ale«, act II, toraa 3. 

Aad yat, fbr aafht I laa, thay are a< ttek that wrMt of too aiac^ 
as tb«y that itanra with aothlng ; it It ao tMoa happlaots, thara- 
fore, to be seated la the mean. 

MneAaala/ Fnrfea, act i, sceaa 2. 



A TiCAB died, and left his daugbler poor- 
It hurt her iK>t, she was not rich before : 
Her humble share of worldly goods she sold. 
Paid every debt, and then her fortune told; 
And found, with yoi^th and beauty, hope and health. 
Two hundred guineas was her woridly wealth ; 
It then remain'd to chnse ber path in life. 
And first, said Jesse, « Shall I be a wife 7— 
Colin is mild and civil, kind and just, 
I know his love, his temper I cah trust ; 
But small his farm, it aaks perpetual care. 
And we must toil as well as trouble share: 
True, he was tunght in all the gentle arts 
That raise the sobl, and soften hiunan hearts; 
And boasts a parent, who deserves to shine 
In higher class, and 1 could wish her mine; 
Nor wants he will his station to improve, 
A just ambition waked by faithful love;— 
Still is he poor — and here my father's friend 
Deigns fbr his dau^ter, as her own, to send ; 
A worthy lady, who it seems has known 
A world of griefe and troubles of her own ; 



1 was an infant, when she came, a guest 
Beneath my father^s humble roof to rest ; 
Her kindred all unfeeling, vast her woes. 
Such her complaint, and there she found reposf; 
Enrich'd by fortune, now she nobly lives. 
And nobly, finom the blest abimdance, gives ; 
The grief, the want of human life, she knows, 
And comfort there and here relief bestows; 
But are they not dependants !>— Foolish pride! 
Am 1 not honour'd by such friend and guide? 
Have 1 a home,» (here Jesse dropp'd a tear), 
«0r friend beside?* — A faithful friend was near. 

Now Colin came, at length resolved to lay 
His heart before her and to urge her stay; 
True, his own plough the gentle Colin drove. 
An humble farmer with aspiring love; 
Who, urged by passion, never dared till now, 
Thus urged by fears, his trembling hopes avow : 
Her fether's glebe he managed ; every year 
The grateful vicar held the youth more dear ; 
He saw indeed the prise in Golin's view, 
And wish'd his JesK with a man so true; 
Timid as true, he urged with anxious air 
His tender hope, and made the trembling prayer; 
When Jesse saw, nor could with coldneia see, 
Such fond respect, such tried sincerity : 
Grateful for fevours to her fether dealt. 
She more than grateful fer his passion felt; 
Nor could she frown on one so good and kind, 
Tet fear'd to smile, and was unfix'd in mind ; 
But prudence placed the female friend in view— 
What might not one so rich and grateful do ? 
So lately, too, the good old vicar died, 
His feithful daughter must not cast aside 
The signs of filial grief, and be a ready bride : 
Thus, led by prudence, to the lady's seat 
The rillage-beauty purposed to retreat ; 
But, as in hard-fought fields the victor knows 
What to the vanquish'd he in honour owes, 
So in this conquest over powerful love, 
Prudence resolved a generous foe to prove; 
And JesK felt a mingled fear and pain 
In her dismission of a feithful swain. 
Gave her kind thanks, and when she saw his wo, 
Kindly betrayd that she was loth to go ; 
■ But would she promise, if abroad she met 
A frowning world, she would remember yet 
Where dwelt a feiendlB— • That cotild she not forget.* 
And thus they parted ; but each feithful heart 
Felt the compulsion and refused to part. 

Now by the morning mail the timid maid 
Was to that kind and wealthy dame convey'd; 
Whose inritation, when her fether died, 
Jesse as comfort to her heart applied; 
She knew the days her generous friend had seen— 
As vrife and widow, evil days had been; 
She married early, and for half her life 
Was an insulted and forsaken wife ; 
Widow'd and poor, her angry fether gave, 
Mix'd with reproach, the pittance of a slave; 
Forgetful brothers pass'd her, but she knew 
Her humbler friends, and to their home withdraw; 
The good old ricar tp her sire applied 
For help, and help'd her when her sire denied ; 
When in few years death stalk'd through bower and hall. 
Sires, sons, and sihis of sons, were buried all : 

aa 
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She then abounded, and had wealth to spare 

For softening grief she once was doom'd to share; 

Thus train'd in misery's school, and taught to feel, 

She would rejoice an orphan's woes to heal: 

So Jesse thought, who look'd within her breast. 

And thence conceived how bounteous minds are blen'd. 

From her vast mansion look'd the lady down 
On humbler buildings of a busy town ; 
Thence came her friends of either sex, and all 
With whom she lired on terms reciprocal : 
They pass'd the hours with their accustom'd ease. 
As guests inclinedj but not compell'd to please; 
But there were others in the mansion found, 
For office chosen, and by duties bound ; 
Three female rivals, each of power posseas'd, 
Th' attendant-maid, poor friend, and kindred-^oesl. 

To these came Jesse, as a seaman thrown 
By the rude storm upon a coast unknown : 
The view was flattering, civil scem'd the race, 
But all unknoMm the dangers of the place. 

Few hours had paas'd, when, from attendants freed. 
The lady uttcr'd— >« This is kind indeed; 
Believe me, love ! that I for one like you 
Have daily pray'd, a friend discreet and true ; 
Oh ! wonder nor that I on you depend, 
You are mine own hereditary friend : 
Hearken, my Jesse, never can I trust 
Beings ungrateful, selfish, ajid unjust; 
But you are present, and my load of care 
Your love will serve to lighten and to share : 
Gome near me, Jesse — let not those below 
Of my reliance on your friendship know ; 
Look as they look, be in their freedoms free — 
But all they say do you convey to me.* 

Here Jesse's thoughts to Golin's cottage flew. 
And with such speed she scarce their absence knew. 

• Jane loves her mistress, and should she depart, 
I lose lier service, and she breaks her heart; 
My ways and wishes, looks and thoughts she knows, 
And duteous care by close attention shows : 
But IS she faithful? in temptation strong? 
Will she not wrong me? ah ! I fear the wrong : 
Your father loved me ; now, in time of need. 
Watch for my good, and to his place succeed. 

« Blood doesn't bind —that girl, who every day 
Eats of my bread, would wish my life away ; 
I am her dcixr relation^ and she thinks 
To make her fortune, an ambitious minx ! 
She only courts me tor the prospect's sake. 
Because she knows I have a will to make; 
Yes, love! my will dehty'd, I know not how— 
But you are here, and I will make it now. 

•That idle creature, keep her in your view. 
See what she does, what she desires to do ; 
On her young mind may artful villains prey, 
And to my plate and jewels find a way; 
A pleasant humour has the girl : her smile 
And cheerful manner tedious hours beguile : 
But well observe her, ever near her be. 
Close in your thoughts, in your professions free. 

• Again, my Jesse, bear what I advise, 
And watch a woman ever in disguise ; 
Issop, that widow, serious, subtle, s(y— 
But what of this — I must have company : 
She markets for me, and although she makes 
Profit, no doubt, of all she undertakes 



Yet she is one I can to all produce. 
And all her talents are in daily use ; 
Deprived of her, 1 may another find 
As sly and selfish, with a weaker mind : 
But never trust her, she is full of art. 
And worms herself into the closest heart; 
Seem then, I pray you, careless in her sight, 
Nor let her know, my love, how we unite. 

« Do, my good Jesse, cast a view around. 
And let no wrong within my house be found ; 
That girl associates with — —I know not who 
Are her companions, nor what ill they do ; 
'T is then the widow plans, 't is then she tries 
Her various arts and schemes for fresh supplies ; 
'T is then, if ever, Jane her duty quits, 
And, whom 1 know not, fevours and admits: 
Oh ! watch their movements all ; for me 't is haxd. 
Indeed is vain, but you may keep a guard ; 
And I, when none your watchfiU glance deceive. 
May make my will, and think what I shall leave.» 

Jesse, with fear, disgust, alarm, surprise. 
Heard of these duties for her ears and eyes ; 
Heard by what service she must gain her bread. 
And went with scorn and sorrow to her bed. 

Jane was a servant fitted for her place. 
Experienced, cunning, fraudful, selfish, base; 
Skill'd in those mean humiliating arts 
That make their way to proud and selfish hearts ; 
By instinct taught, she felt an awe, a fear. 
For Jesse's upright, simple character ; 
Whom with gross flattery sh« awhile aasail'd. 
And then beheld with hatred when it fail'd ; 
Yet trying still upon her mind for hold, 
She all the secrets of the mansion told ; ^ 

And to invite an equal trust, she drew 
Of every mind a bold and rapid view ; 
But on the widow'd friend with deep disdain. 
And rancorous envy, dwelt the treacherous Jane :— 
In vain such arts; without deceit or pride. 
With a just taste and feeling for her guide. 
From all contagion Jesse kept apart. 
Free in her manners, guarded in her heart. 

Jesse one mom was thoughtful, and her sigh 
The widow heard as she was passing by ; 
And — « Well ! • she said, « is that some distant twanB, 
Or aught with us, that gives your bosom pain ? 
Come, we are fellow-sufferers, slaves in thrall. 
And tasks and griefe are common to us all ; 
Think not my feankness strange : they love to paiot 
Their state with freedom, who endure restraint; 
And there is something in that speaking eys 
And sober mien, that prove I may rely : 
You came a stranger ; to my words attend. 
Accept my offer, and you find a friend; 
It is a labyrinth in which you stray. 
Come, hold my clue, and I will lead the way. 

« Good HeaVn I that one so jealous, envious, bate. 
Should be the mistress of so sweet a place; 
She, who so long herself was low and poor. 
Now broods suspicious on her useless store ; 
She loves to see us abject, loves to deal 
Her insult round, and then pretends to feel : 
Prepare to cast all dignity aside. 
For know your talents will be quickly tried ; 
Nor think, from favours past, a friend to gain, 
T is but by duties we our posts maintain : 



I read her novels, goMip through the town, 
And daily go, for idle aloriea, down ; 
I cheapen all she bnyt, and bear the curse 
Of honest tradesmen for my ni^Kjard-purse ; 
And, vdien for her this meanness I display, 
She cries, * 1 heed not what I throw away;' 
Of secret bargains I sndnre the shame. 
And stake my credit for our fish and game ; 
Oft has she smiled to hear * her generous soul 
' Would gladly give, but stoops to my control:' 
Nay ! I have heard her, when she chanced to come 
Whers I contended for a petty sum. 
Affirm 't was painful to behold such care, 
* But Issop's nature is to pinch and spare:* 
Thus all the meanness of the house is mine. 
And my reward — to scorn her, and to dine. 

« See next that giddy thing, with neither pride 
To keep her safe, nor principle to guide : 
Poor, idle, simple flirt ! as sure as fate 
Ifer maiden-fame will have an early dale: 
Of her beware; for all who live below 
HaTC faults they wish not all the world to know ; 
And she is fond of listening, full of doubt. 
And stoops to guilt to find an error ouL 

• And now once more observe the artful maid, 
A lying, prying, jilting, thievish jade ; 

1 think, my love, you would not condescend 
To call a low, illiterate girl your friend : 
But in our troubles we are apt, you know. 
To lean on all who some compassion show ; 
And she has flexile features, acting eyes. 
And seems with every look to sympathise ; 
Mo mirror can a mortal's grief express 
With more precision, or can feel it less ; 
That proud, mean spirit, she by fawning courts. 
By vulgar flattery, and by vile reports; 
And, by that proof she every instant gives 
To one so moan, that yet a meaner lives. — 

• Gome, 1 have drawn the curtain, and you see 
Your fellow-actors, all our company; 

Should you incline to throw reserve aside. 
And in my judgment and my love confide, 
I could some prospects open to your view. 
That ask attention— and, till then, adieu.* 

« Farewell!* said Jesse, hastening to her room. 
Where all she saw within, without, was gloom : 
G>nfiised, perplex'd, she pass'd a dreary hour, 
Before her reason could exert its power; 
To her all seem'd mysterious, all allied 
To avarice, meanness, folly, craft, and pride; 
Wearied with thought, she breattied the garden's air, 
Then came the kinghing lass, and join'd her there. 

• Hy sweetest friend has dwelt with us a week. 
And does she love utT be sincere and speak ; 

My aunt you cannot— Lord ! how I should hate 

To be like her, all misery and state; 

Proud, and yet envious, she disgusted sees 

AU who are happy, and who look at- ease. 

Let friendship bind us, I will quickly show 

Some favourites near us, you '11 be bless'd to know; 

My aunt forbids it*^but, can she expect 

To soothe her spleen, we shall ourselves neglect! 

Jane and the widow were to walch and stay 

My free-bom feet ; I watch'd as. well as they ; 

Lo! what is this? this simple key explores 

The dark recess that holds the spinster's stores; 



And led by her ill star, I chanced to see 

Where Issop keeps her stock of ratafie ; 

Used in the hours of anger and alarm. 

It makes her dril, and it keeps her warm ; 

Thus bless'd with secrets, both would chuse to hide. 

Their fears now grant me what their scorn denied. 

> My freedom thus by their assent secured, 
Bad as it is, the place may be endured ; 
And bad it is, but her estates, you know. 
And her beloved hoards, she must bestow ; 
So we can slyly our amusements take. 
And friends of daemons, if they hdp us, make.* 

« Strange creatures these,* thought Jessy, half incliocd 
To smile at one mab'cious and yet kind ; 
Frank and yet cunning, with a heart to love 
And malice prompt — the serpent and the dove. 
Here could ^e dwell? or could she yet depart ? 
Gould she be artful? could she bear with art?— 
This splendid mansion gave the cottage grace. 
She thought a dungeon was a happier frface; 
And Golin pleading, when he pleaded best. 
Wrought not such sudden change in Jesse's breast. 

The wondering maiden, who had only read 
Of such vile beings, saw them now with dread ; 
Safe in themselves— for nature has dcsigo'd 
The creature's poison harmless to the kind ; 
But all beside who in the haunts are found 
Must dread the poison, and must feel the wound. 

Days full of care, slow weary weeks pass'd on. 
Eager to go, still Jesse was not gone; 
Her time in trifling or in tears she spent, 
She nevo- gave, she never fdt content: 
The lady wonder'd that her humble guest 
Strove not to please, would neither lie nor jest; 
She sought no news, no scandal would convey. 
But vndk'd for health, and was at church to pray ; 
All this displeased, and soon tlie widow cried : 
« Let me be frank — 1 am not satisfied; 
You know my wishes, 1 your judgment trust ; 
Yon can be useful, Jesse, and you must ; 
Let me be plainer, child — I want an eart 
When I am deaf, instead of mine to hear; 
When mine is sleeping, let your eye awake; 
When I observe not, observation take; 
Alas ! I rest not on my pillow laid, 
Then threat'ning whispers make ray soul afraid ; 
The tread of strangers to my ear ascends. 
Fed at my cest, the minions of my friends; 
While yon, without a care, a wiih to please, 
Eat the vile bread of idleness and'ease.» 

Tir indignant girl astonish'd answer'd:— « Nayl 
This instant, madam, let me haste away; 
Thus speaks my father's, thus an orphan's friend? 
This instant, lady, let yonr bounty end.* 

The lady frown'd indignant-^* What !w she cried, 
« A ricar's daughter with a princess' pride ! 
And pauper's lot I but pitying I forgive; 
How, simple Jessy, do yon think to live? 
Have I not power to help you, foolish maid ? 
To my concerns be your attention paid; 
With cheerful mind th' allotted duties take. 
And recollect 1 have a will to make." 

Jessy, who felt as liberal natures feel, 
When thus the baser their designs reveal. 
Replied — • Those duties were to her unfit. 
Nor would her ^irit to her tasks submit.* 
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In silent scorn tb« lady sale awhile, 

And then replied with stem contemptuous smile— 

■ Think you, fair madam, that you came to share 
Fortunes like mine without a thought or care 7 

A guest, indeed ! from every trouble free, 
Dress'd by my help, with not a care for me; 
When I a visit to your father made, 
I for the poor assistance laiigely paid ; 
To his domestics I their tasks assign'd, 
I 6x'd the portion for his hungry hind; 
And had your father (simple man !} obeyed 
My good advice, and watch'd as well as prey'd, 
He might have left you something with his prayers, 
And lent some colour for these lofty airs. — 

■ In tears ! my love! Oh, then my soften'd heart 
Cannot resist — we never more will part; 

I need your friendship—I will be your friend. 
And thus determined, to my will attend.* 

Jesse went forth, but with determined soul 
To fly such love, to break from such control ; 
« I hear enough,- the trembling damsel cried ; 
« Flight be my care, and Providence my guide: 
Ere yet a prisoner, I escape will make; 
Will, thus displa^d, th' insidious artt forsake. 
And, as the rattle sounds, will fly the fiital snake.* 

Jesse her thanks upon the morrow paid, 
Prepared to go, determined tliough afraid. 

■ Ungrateful creature,* said the lady, « this 
Gould I imagine? — are you frantic, miss? 

What! leave your friend, your prospects — is it trae7» 
This Jesse answer'd by a mild • Adieu !* 

The dame replied, « Then houseless may you rove, 
The starving victim to a guilty love; 
Branded with shame, in sickness doom'd to nurse 
An ill-form'd cub, your scandal and your curse; 
Spum'd by its scoundrel fether, and ill fed 
By surly rustics with the parish-bread!— 
Relent you not?— speak— yet I can forgive; 
Still live with me»— « With you,» said Jesse, « live? 
No ! I would first endure what you describe. 
Rather than breathe with your detested tribe; 
Who long have feign'd, till now their very hauls 
Are firmly fiz'd in their accursed parts; 
Who all profess esteem, and feel disdain. 
And all, with justice, of deceit complain; 
Whom I could pity, but that, while I stay. 
My terror drives all kinder thoughts away; 
Grateful for this, that when I think of you, 
I little fear what poverty can do.* 

The angry matron her attendant Jane 
Summon'd in haste to soothe the fierce disdain : 

« A vile detested wretch !» the lady cried, 
« Yet shall she be, by many an effort, tried. 
And, clogged with debt and fear, against her will abide; 
And once secured, she never shall depart 
Till I have proved the finnness of her heart; 
Then when she dam not, would not, cannot go, 
I '11 make her feel what 't is to use me so.» 

The pensive Gblin in his garden strayed, 
But felt not then the beauties it display'd; 
There many a pleasant object met his view, 
A rising wood of oaks behind it grew ; 
A siream ran by it, and the village-green 
And public road were from the gardens seen; 
Save where the pine and larch the bound'ry made. 
And on the roae-beds thi«w a softening shade. 



The mother sat beside the garden-^oor, 
Dress'd as in times ere she and hers were poor; 
The broad-laced cap was known in ancient days. 
When madam's dress compell'd the village praise; 
And still she look'd as in the times of old, 
Ere his last fnrm the erring husband sold ; 
While yet the mansion stood in decent state. 
And paupers waited at the well-known gate. 

« Alas! my son!* the mother cried, « and why 
That silent gri^ and oft-repeated sigh? 
True we are poor, but thou hast never felt 
Pangs to thy father for his error dealt; 
Pangs from strong hopes of visionary gain. 
For ever raised, and ever found in vain. 
He rose unhappy ! from his fmitless schemes, 
As guilty wretches from their blissful dreams; 
But thou wert then, my son, a playful child, 
Wondering at grief, gay, innocent, and wild; 
Listening at times to thy poor mother's sighs, 
With curious looks and innocent surprise; 
Thy father dying, thou, my virtuous boy, 
My comfort always, waked my soul to joy ; 
With the poor remnant of our fortune left. 
Thou hast our station of its gloom bereft: 
Thy lively temper, and thy cheerful air. 
Have cast a smile on sadness and despair ; 
Thy active hand has dealt to this poor space 
The bliss of plenty and the charm of grace; 
And all around us wonder when they find 
Such taste and strength, such skill and power combined; 
There is no mother, Colin, no not one. 
But envies me so kind, so good a son ; 
By thee supported on this felling side. 
Weakness itself awakes a parenfs pride : 
I bless the stroke that was my grief before, 
And feel such joy that 't is disease no more; 
Shielded by thee, my want becomes my wealth— 
And soothed by Colin, sickness smiles at health ; 
The old men love thee, they repeat thy praise. 
And say, like thee were youth in earlier days ; 
While every village-maiden cries, ' How gay. 
How smart, how brave, how good is Colin Grey!* 

« Yet art thou sad; alas! my son, I know 
Thy heart is wounded, and the cure is slow; 
Fain would I think that Jesse still may come 
To share the comforts of our rustic home : 
She surely loved thee ; I have seen the maid, 
When thou hast kindly brought the vicar aid— 
When thou hast eased his bosom of its pain, 
Oh ! I have seen her — she will come again.* 

The matron ceased ; and Colin stood the while 
Silent, but striving for a grateful smile; 
He then replied— « Ah ! sure, had Jesse stay d. 
And shared the comforts of our sylvan shade, 
The tenderest duty and the fondest love 
Would not have fail'd that g^erous heart to move; 
A gratefol pity would have ruled her breast, 
And my distresses would have made me blest 

« But she is gnoo, and ever has in view 
Grandeur and taste — and what will then emoe? 
Surprise and then delight, in scenes so feir and new; 
For many a day, perhaps for many a week. 
Home will have charms, and to her bosom speak; 
But thoughtless ease, and affluence, and prido. 
Seen day by day, will draw the beaurt aside: 
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And she at leni^th, though gentle md tiiicere, 
Will think no more of oar enjoymentt here.» 

Sighing he spake— bat hark * he hears th' approach 
Of rattling wheels ! and lo ! the erening-coacfa ; 
Once more the movement of the horses' feet 
Makes the fond heart with strong emotion beat; 
Faint were his hopes, but erer had the sight 
Drawn him to gaze beside his gate at night; 
And when with rapid wheels it harried by, 
He grieved his parent with a hopeless sigh ; 
And could the blessing have been bought— what sum 
Had he not offer'd, to have Jesse come ! 
She came — he saw her bending from the door, 
Her foce, her smile, and he behdd no more; 
Lost in his joy— the mother lent her aid 
T assist and to detain the willing maid ; 
Who thought her late, her present home to make. 
Sure of a welcome for the vicar's sakftc 
But the good parent was so pleased, so kind. 
So pressing Colin, she so much inclined, 
That night advanced; and then so long detain'd, 
No wishes to depart she felt, or feign'd ; 
Yet long in doubt she stood, and then perforce rcmain'd. 

Here was a lover fond, a friend sincere; 
Here was conient and joy, for she was here : 
In the mild evening, in the scene around. 
The maid, now free, peculiar beauties found; 
Blended with village-tones, the evening-gale 
Gave the sweet night-bird's warblings to the vale; 
The youth emboUen'd, yet abash'd, now told 
His fondest wish, nor found the maiden cold; 
The mother smiling whispei'd — « Let him go 
And seek the license \» Jesse answer'd, « No :» 
But Colin went. I know not if they live 
With all the comforts wealth and plenty give; 
But with pure joy to envious souls denied. 
To suppliant meanness and suspicious pride ; 
And villago-maids t^ happy couples say, 
« They live like Jesse Bourn and Colin Grey.* 
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THE ffTRUOGLKS OF GONSaENGE. 

I SB a TiUsin ; y«f I li«, I •■ aoi; 
Fool I of thyMlf ftpmk well :— Fool ! do not latter. 
Hy CoaadeDoe hath a thooaaad Mveial tDasaoi, 
Aad every toBgae briufi ia a eereral tale. 



My CoBtdeaee b bat a klad of baid Goaeaieaae. . . 
glToe the aiore firleadly ooaacel. 

Mgrckami*/ VmUet, act II, feeae a. 

Thoa liaat U bow— and I tar 
Tkoa play'dtt bmmi foally far it. 

MaeUih, aot Hi, teeae 1. 

Caast thoa aot atlaUter to a ailad dltaaeed, 
Plack froii the neflMry a rooted sorrow. 
Rate oat the wrlttea troeUet of the braia, 
Aad with MMM tweet oMlvleas aaiMola 
Cleaaee the leal boeoai of that periloae staff 
Which weifhs npoa the heart? 

Maeietk, ad r, aeaae 3. 

Soft! I did batdreaai— 
Oh ! coward Goascience, how dost thoa afRlet ae! 

lUcAardUt, aot t, MSae I. 



A sBRious toyman in the city dwdt. 

Who much concern for his religion feh; 

Reading, he changed his tenets, read again. 

And various quesdons could with skill maintain ; 

Papist and quaker if we set aside. 

He had the road of every traveller tried ; 

There walk'd awhile, and on a sudden tam*d 

Into some by-way he had just disccm'd : 

He had a nephew, Fulham— Fulham went 

His uncle's way, with every turn content; 

He saw his pious kinsman's watchful care, 

And thought such anxious pains his own might spare. 

And he, the truth obtain'd, without the toil, might share. 

In fact, yoimg Fulham, though he little read. 

Perceived his uncle was by fancy led; 

And smiled to see the constant care he took. 

Collating creed with creed, and book with book. 

At length the senior fix'd; I pass the sect 
He call'd a church, 't was precious and elect; 
Yet the seed fell not in the richest soil, 
For few disciples paid the preacher's toil ; 
All in an attic-room were wont to meet. 
These few disciples at their pastor's feet; 
With these went Fulham, who, discreet and grave, 
FoUow'd the light his worthy uncle gave ; 
Till a warm preacher foimd a way f impart 
Awakening feelings to his torpid heart : 
Some weighty truths, and of unpleasant kind, 
Sank, though resisted, in his struggling mind; 
He wish'd to fly them, but compelKd to stay. 
Truth to the waking Conscience found her way; 
For though the youth was call'd a prudent lad, 
And prudent was, yet serious faulto he had ; 
Who now reflected— « Much am I surprised, 
I find these notions cannot be despised ; 
No ! there is something I perceive at last. 
Although my uncle cannot hold it fast ; 
Though I the stricmess of these men reject. 
Yet I determine to be circumspect: 
This man alarms me, and I must begin 
To look more closely to the things within ; 
These sons of zeal have I derided long. 
But now begin to think the laughers wrong ; 
Nay, my good uncle, by all tochers moved. 
Will be preferred to him who none approved ; 
Better to love amiss than nothing to have loved.* 

Such were his thoughts, when Conscience first began 
To hold close converse with th' awakcn'd man : 
He from that time reserved and caaUous grew. 
And for his duties fslt obedience due ; 
Pious he was not, but he fear'd the pain 
Of sins committed, nor would sin again. 
Whene'er he stray'd, he found his Conscienee rose, 
Like one determined what was ill t* oppose, 
What wrong to accuse, what secret to disclose : 
To drag forth every latent act to light. 
And fix them fully in the actor's sighu 
This gave him trouble, but he still confess'd 
The labour useful, for it brought him resL 

The uncle died, and when the nephew read 
The will, and saw the substanm of the dead- 
Five himdred guineas, with a stock in trade — 
He much rejoiced, and thought his fortune made; 
Yet felt aspiring pleasure at the sight. 
And for increaas, iacrsasang appetka : 



^ 




Desire of profit, idle habits check'd, 

(For Fulham's virtue was to be correct) ; 

He and his Conscience had their compact made — 

« Ur^e me with truth, and you will soon persuade; 

But not," he cried, « for mere ideal things 

Give me to fed those terroi^breeding; stings.* 

• Let not such thoughts,* she said, « your mind con- 
found ; 
Trifles may wake me, but they never wound; 
In them indeed there is a wrong and right, 
But you will find me pliant and polite; 
Not like a Conscience of the dotard kind, 
Awake to dreams, to dire offences blind : 
Let all within be pure, in all beside 
Be your own master, governor, and guide; 
Alive to danger, in temptation strong. 
And I shall deep our whole existence long.w 

« Sweet be thy sleep,* said Fulham; « strong must be 
The tempting ill that gains access to me : 
Never will I to evil deed consent. 
Or, if surprised, oh ! how will I repent ! 
Should gain be doubtful, soon would I restore 
The dangerous good, or give it to the poor, 
Repose for them my growing wealth shall buy— 
Or build— who knows?— an hospital like Guy7— 
Yet why such means to soothe the smart within, 
While firmly purposed to renounce the sin?* 

Thus our young Trader and his Conscience dwelt 
In mutual love, and great the joy they felt; 
But yet in small concerns, in trivial things, 
> She was,* he said, « too ready with the stings ; 
And he too apt, in search of growing gains, 
To lose the fear of penalties and pains: 
Yet these were trifling bickerings, petty jars, 
Domestic strifes, preliminary wars ; 
He ventured litde, little she express'd 
Of indignation, and they both had rest. 

Thus was he fix'd to walk the worthy way. 
When profit urged him to a bold essay : — 
A time was that when all at pleasure gamed 
In lottery-chances, yet of law unblamed ; 
This Fulham tried : who would to him advance 
A pound or crown, he gave in turn a chance 
For weighty priie— and should they nothing share, 
They had their crown or pound in Fulham's ware; 
Thus the old stores within the shop were sold 
For that which none reuses, new or old. 
Was this unjust ? yet Conscience could not r«st, 
But made a mighty struggle in the breast ; 
And gave th' aspiring man an early proof. 
That should they war he would have work enough : 

• Suppose,* said she, • your vended numbers rise 
The same with those which gain each real priie, 
(Such your proposal), can you ruin shun?* 

• A hundred thousand,* he replied, • to one.* 
« Still it may happen :» « 1 the sum must pay. * 
You know you cannot :* • 1 can run away.* 

• That is dishonest:* — • Nay, but you must wink 
At a chance-hitj it cannot be, 1 think : 
Upon my conduct as a whole decide. 
Such trifling errors let my virtues hide; 
Fail I at meeting? am 1 sleepy there? 
My purse refuse I with the priest to share ? 
Do I deny the poor a helping hand ? 
Or stop the wicked women in the Strand ? 
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Or drink at club beyond a certain pitch ? 

Which are your charges ? Conscience, tell me which ?- 

• T is well,, said she, • but—* • Nay, I pray, have 
done: 
Trust me, 1 will not into danger run.* 

The lottery drawn, not one demand was m» ^m . 
Fulham gain'd profit and increase of trade. 

• See now,* said he — for Conscience yet arose 

a How foolish 't is such measures to oppose : 
Have I not blameless thus my state advanced ?• 

• Still,* mutter d Conscience, « still it might have 

chanced.* 

• Might !• saiJ our hero, « who is so exact 
As to inquire what might have been a fact?* 

Now Fulham's shop contain'd a curious view 
Of costly trifles elegant and new : 
The papers told where kind mammas might buy 
The gayest toys to charm an infant's eye ; 
Where generous beaux might gende damsels please. 
And travellers call who cross the land or seas. 
And find the curious art, the neat device 
Of precious value and of trifling price. 

Here Conscience rested, she was pleased to find 
No less an active than an honest mind ; 
But when he named his price, and when he swore. 
His conscience check'd him, that he ask'd no more, 
When half he sought had been a laq;e increase 
On fair denrind, ^e coidd not rest in peace : 
(Beside th' affront to call th' adviser in. 
Who would prevent, to justify the sin?) 
She therefore told him, that ■ he vainly tried 
To sootlie her anger, conscious that he Ued ; 
If thus he grasp'd at such usurious gains. 
He must deserve, and should expect her pains.» 

The charge was strong ; he would in part confess 
Offence there was — But, who offended less? 
« What ! is a mere assertion cali'd a lie ? 
And if it be, are men compell'd to buy ? 
'T was strange that Conscience on such points should 

dwell. 
While he was acting (he would call it) well: 
He bought as others buy, he sold as others sell : 
There was no fraud, and he demanded cause 
Why he was troubled, when he kept the laws ?• 

■ My laws 7* said Conscienoe: « What,* said he, 
are thine 7 

• Oral or written, human or divine ? 
Show me the chapter, let me see the text; 
By lavn uncertain subjecls are perplex'd : 
Let me my finger on the statute lay, 
And I shall feel it duty to obey.* 

« Reflect,* said Conscience, « 't was your own desire 
That I should warn you — does the compact tiAc? 
Repent you this? then bid me not advise. 
And rather hear your passions as they rise ; 
So you may counsel and remonstrance shun. 
But then remember it is war begun ; 
And you may judge from some attacks, my friend, 
What serious conflicts will on war attend.* 

• Nay, but,* at length the thoughtful man replied, 
« 1 say not that ; 1 wish you for my guide ; 
Wish for your checks and your reproofs— but then 
Be like a Conscience of my fellow-men ; 
Worthy I mean, and men of good ivport. 
And not the wretches who widi conscience sport : 
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There 't Bice, my friend, who pattes off his grean 

Of pigs for bears', in pots a crown apiece ; 

His Conscience nerer checks him when he swears 

The fat he sells is honest fat of bears; 

And so it is, for be contrives to give 

A drachm to each— 'tis thus that tradesmen Utv: 

Now why should you and I be over-nice; 

What man is held in more repute than Bice?* 

Here ended the dispute ; bat yet *t was phun 
The parties both expected strife again : 
Their friendship cool'd, he look'd about and saw 
Numbers who seem'd unshackled by his awe; 
While like a school-boy he was threaten'd still, 
Now for the deed, now only for the will ; 
Here Conscience answei'd, • To thy neighboor's guide 
Thy neighbour leave, and in thine own confide.* 

Such were each day the charges and replies, 
When a new object caught the traders eyes; 
A vestry-patriot, could he gain the name. 
Would famous make him, and would pay the feme: 
Ue knew full well the; sums bequeath'd in charge 
For schools, for'alms-men, for the poor, were huge; 
Report had told, and he could feel it true. 
That most unfairly dealt the trusted few; 
No partners would they in their office take. 
Nor clear accounts at annual meetings make; 
Aloud our hero in the vestry spoke 
Of hidden deeds, and vow'd to draw the cloak; 
It was the poor man's cause, and he for one 
Was quite determined to see justice done: 
His foes affected laughter, then disdain. 
They too vrare loud and threat'ning, but in vain ; 
The pauper's friend, their^foe, arose and spoke again : 
Fiercely he cried, • Your garbled statements show 
That you determine we shall notliing know; 
But we shall bring your hidden crimes to light. 
Give you to shame, and to the poor their right* 

Virtue like this might some approval ask- 
But Conscience sternly said, • You wear a mask!* 
• At least,* said Fulham, • If 1 have a view 
To serve myself, I serve the public too.* 

Fulham, though check'd, retain'd his former seal. 
And this the cautious rogues began to feel : 
I Thus vrill be ever bark,* in peevish tone. 
An elder cried — « the cur must have a bone:» 
They then b^an to hint, and to begin 
Was all they needed— it was felt within ; 
In terms less veil'd an offer then vras made, 
Though distant still, itfeil'd not to persuade; 
More plainly then was every point proposed, 
Approved, accepted, and the bargain closed. 
« Th' exulting paupers hail'd their friend's success. 
And bade adieu to murmurs and distress.* 

Alas! their friend had now superior light. 
And, viewed by that, he found that all was right ; 
« There were no errors, the disbursements small; 
This vras the truth, and truth was due to all.* 

And rested Conscience? No! she would not rest, 
Yet was content with making a protest: 
Some acts she now vrith less resistance bore. 
Nor took alarm so quickly as before: 
Like those in towns besieged, who every ball 
At first vrith terror view, and dread them all. 
But, grown familiar vrith the scenes, they fear 
Hie danger less, as it approaches near ; 



So Conscience, more femiliar with the view 
Of growing erih, less attentive grew : 
Yet he who felt some pain, and dreaded more, 
Gave a peace-<^ring to the angry poor. 

Thus had he quiet — but the time vras brief. 
From his new triumph sprang a cause of grief; 
In office join'd, and acting vrith the rest. 
He must admit the sacramental test: 
Now, as a sectary, who had all his life. 
As he supposed, been vrith the chureh at strife, 
(No rules of hers, no laws had he perused. 
Nor knew the tenets he by rote abused) ; 
Yet Conscience here arose more fierce and strong. 
Than when she told of robbery and wrong ; 
tc Change his religion ! No ! he must be sure 
That was a blow no conscience could endure.* 

Though friend to rirtue, yet she oft abides 
In early notions, fix'd by erring guides ; 
And is more startled by a call from those. 
Than when the foulest crimes her rest oppose; 
By error taught, by prejudice misled. 
She yields her rights, and fency rules instead ; 
When Conscience all her stings and terror deals, 
Not as truth dictates, but as fency feels : 
And thus within our hero's troubled breast. 
Crime was leas torture tlian the odious test. 
New forms, new measures, he must now embraoe. 
With sad conviction that they warr'jd vrith grace; 
To his new church no former friend would come. 
They scarce preferred her to the church of Rome : 
But thinking much, and weighing guilt and gain. 
Conscience and he commuted for her pain ; 
Then promised Fulham to retain his creed. 
And their peculiar paupers still to feed ; 
Their attic-room (in secret) to attend. 
And not forget he was tlie preacher's friend ; 
Thus he proposed, and Conscience, troubled, tried. 
And wanting peace, reluctandy complied. 

Now care subdued, and apprehensions gone. 
In peace our hero went aspiring on ; 
But short the period — soon a quarrel rose, 
Fierce in the birth, and fatal in the close; 
With times of truce between, which rather proved 
That both were weary, than that either loved. 

Fulham eVn now disliked the heavy thrall. 
And for her death would in his anguish call. 
As Rome's mistaken friend exclaim'd. Let CartiuufefaU! 
So felt our hero, so his wish express'd. 
Against this powerful sprite— ^letemia ejf; 
Rome in her conquest saw not danger near. 
Freed from her rival, and without a fear ; 
So, Conscience conquer'd, men perceive how free^ 
Bnt not how fetal such a state must be. 
Fatal not ftee our hero's; foe or friend. 
Conscience on him was destined to attend : 
She dosed indeed, grew dull, nor seem'd to spy 
Crime following crime, and each of deeper dye; 
But all were noticed, and the reckoning time 
With her account came on — crime follovring crime. 

This, once a foe, now brother in the trust. 
Whom Fulham late described as feir and just. 
Was the sole guardian of a wealthy maid, 
Placed in his power, and of his frown afraid: 
Not quite an idiot, for her busy brain 
Sought, by poor cunning, trifling points to gain ; 
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SucccM in childisli projects her delight. 
She took no heed of each important right. 
The friendly parties met — the guardian cried, 
> I am too old ; my ions have each a bride : 
Martha, my ward, would make an easy wife ; 
On easy terms I 'U make her yours for life ; 
And then the creature is so weak and mild, 
She may be soothed and thjneaten'd as a child;*— 
«Yet not obcy,« said Fulham, « for your fboU, 
Female and male, are obstinate as mules.* 

Some points adjusted, these new friends agreed. 
Proposed the day, and hurried on the deed. 

i> 'T is a vile act,* said G>nscience : — • It will proYe,* 
Replied the bolder man, * an act of love; 
Her wicked guardian might the girl have sold 
To endless misery for a tyrant's gold ; 
Now may her life be happy — for I mean 
To keep my temper even and serene. • 

• 1 cannot thus compound,» the spirit cried, 
«■ Nor have my laws thus broken and defied: 
This is a fraud, a bai^ain for a wife; 
Expect my vengeance, or amend your life.* 

The wife was pretty, triflin§, childish, weak; 
She could not think, bat would not cease to speak : 
This he forbad-~«he look the caution ill. 
And boldly rose against his sovereign will ; 
With idiot-cunning she would watch the hour. 
When friends were present, to dispute his power : 
With tyrant-«raft, he then was still and calm, 
But raised in private terror and alarm : 
By many trials, slie perceived how fttr 
To vex and lease, without an open war ; 
And he discovered that so weak a mind 
No art could lead, and no compulsion bind; 
The rudest force would fail such mind to tame, 
And she was callous to rebuke and shame ; 
Proud of her wealth, the Tpomtw of law she knew. 
And would assist him in the spending too: 
His threafning words with insult she defied, 
To all his reasoning with a stare replied ; 
And when he b^g'd her to attend, would say, 
M Attend I will — but let me have my way.» 

'Nor rest had Gonscienoe: • While you merit pain 
From me,* she cried, • you seek redress in vain.* 
Hb thoughts were grievous : • All that I posseM 
From this vile bargain adds to my distress ; 
To pass a life with one who will not mend, 
Who cannot love, nor save, nor wisely spend, 
Is a vile prospect, and I see no end ; 
For if we part, 1 must of course restore 
Much of her money, and must wed no more. 

• Is there no way ? vhere Conscience rose in power, 
« Oh! fly the danger of this 6ital hour; 
I am thy Conscience, faithful, fond, and true, 
Ah, fly this thought, or evil must ensue; 
Fall on thy knees, and pray with all thy aonl. 
Thy purpose banish, thy design control; 
Let every hope of such advantage cease. 
Or never more expect a moment's peace.* 

Th' affrighlen'd man a due attention paid. 
Felt the rebuke, and the command obey'd. 

Again the wife rebell'd, again express'd 
A love for pleasure — a contempt of rest; 

• She, whom she pleased, would visit, would receive 
Those who pleased her, nor deign to ask for leave.* 



■One way there is,ii said he ; ■ T might contrive 
Into a trap this foolish thing to drive: 
Who pleased her, said she? — I'll be certain who — • 

■ Take heed, * said Conscience, « what thou mean'st to do : 
Ensnare thy vifeT* — • Why yes,* he must confess, 

« It might be wrong — but there was no redress; 
Beside, to think,* said he, * is not to sin.* 

■ Mistaken man !* replied the power within. 
No guest unnoticed to the lady came. 

He judged th' event with mingled joy and shame; 
Oft he withdrew, and seem'd to leave her free. 
But still as watchful as a lynx was kef 
Meanwhile the wife was thosi^tless, cool, madpcj. 
And, without virtue, had no wish to stny. 

Though thns oppoeed, his pbuM wen not leaigB'd ; 
« Revenge,* said he, « will prompt that dariag^ BUiid ; 
Refused supplies^ iosalled and distree^d, 
Enraged with me, and near a favourite guest- 
Then will her vengeance prompt the daring deed. 
And I shall watch, delect her, and he freed.* 

There was a youth — but let me hide the name. 
With all the progress of this deed of shame; 
He had his views — on him the husband cast 
His net, and saw him in his trammels fast. 

tc Pause but a moment— think what yon intend,* 
Said the roused sleeper : « I am yet a friend: 
Must all our days in enmity be spent?* 
« No !» and he paused — « I surely shall repent :* 
Then hurried on — the evil plan was laid. 
The wife was guilty, and her friend betray'd, 
And Fulham gain'd his wish, and for his will was paid. 

Had crimes less weighty on the spirit press'd. 
This troubled Conscience might have sunk to rest ; 
And, like a foolish guard, been bribed to peace. 
By a false promise, that offence should cease ; 
Past foults had seem'd familiar to the view. 
Confused if many, and obscure though true ; 
And Conscience, troubled with the dull account. 
Had dropp'd her tale, and slumber'd o'er th' amount : 
But, struck by daring guilt, alert she rose, 
Disturb'd, alarm'd, and could no more repose; 
All hopes of friendship, and of peace, were past, 
And every view with gloom was ov«>cast. 
Hence from that day, that day of shame and tin. 
Arose the restless emmity within ; 
On no resource could Fulham now rely, 
Doom'd all expedients, and in vain, to try; 
For Conscience, roused, sat boldly on her throne, 
Watch'd every thought, attack'd the foe alone. 
And with envenom'd sting drew forth the inward groan: 
Emedients fail'd that brought relief before. 
In vain his alms gave comfort to the pow. 
Give what he would, to him the comfort came no more : 
Not prayer avail'd, and when (his crimes eonflBss'd) 
He felt some ease — ^she said—* are they redress'd? 
You still retain the profit, and be sure. 
Long as it lasts, this anguish shall endure.* 

Fulham still tried to soothe her, cheat, mislfwd ; 
But Conscience laid her finger on the deed. 
And read the erime With power, and all that mnst 

ceed: 
He tried t' expel her, but was sum to find 
Her strength increased by all that he design'd ; 
Nor ever was his groan more loud and deep. 
Than when refresh'd she rose from momentary deep. 
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Now desperate grown, weak, harassed, and afraid, 
From new allies he sougbt for doubtful aid ; 
To thought iiself he strove to bid adieu, 
And from devotions to diversions flew ; 
lie took a poor domestic for a slave 
(Though Avarice grieved to sec tlie price he gave) ; 
Upon his board, once frugal, pressed a load 
Of viands rich, the appetite to goad ; 
The long-proiracted meal, the sparkling cup, 
Fought with his gloom, and kept lib courage up : 
Soon as the morning came, there met his eyes 
Accounts of wealth, tliat he might reading rise; 
To profit then he gave some active hours, 
Till food and wine again should renovate his powers : 
Yet, spite of all defence, of every aid, 
The watchful foe her close attention paid ; 
In every thoughtful moment, on she press'd, 
And gave at once her dagger to his breast; 
lie waked at midnight, and the fears of sin, 
As waters, through a bursten dam, broke in ; 
Nay, in the banquet, with his friends around. 
When all their cares and half their crimes were drown'd, 
Would some chance act awake the slumbering fear. 
And care and crime in all their strength appear : 
'Die news is read, a guilty victim swings. 
And troubled looks proclaim the bosom-slings; 
I Some pair are wed ; this brings the wife in view, 
And some divorced : this shows the parting too ; 
Nor can he hear of evil word or deed. 
But tliey to thought, and thought to sulferings lead. 

Such was his life — u^ other changes came, 
The hurrying day, the conscious night the same; 
The night of horror — when he starting cried. 
To the poor starilcd sinner at his side; 
• Is it in lawl am I condemn'd to die 7 

Let me escape ! I'll give — oh ! let me fly — 

How ! but a dream — no judges ! dungeon ! chain ! 
Or tlicse grim men! — I will not sleep again. — 
Wilt thoo, dread being ! thus thy promise keep? 
Day is thy time — and wilt thou murder sleep 7 
Sorrow and want repose, and wilt thou come. 
Nor give one hour of pure untroubled gloom? 

■ Oh! Conscience ! Conscience! man's most failhful 
friend. 
Him canst thou comfort, ease, relieve, defend; 
But if he will thy friendly checks forego. 
Thou art, oh I woe for me, his deadliest foe!> 
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ADVICE; OR, TUE 'SQUIRE AND THE PRIEST. 

Bk hone ill'd ap with rlou, bsBi|aett, iporls—- 
Aad B6TCT MNfld hiu !■ aay ttad j, 
Aay rcUraiMat, soy MqaetiniiioB. 

HMrjr V, act I, leene i . 

I will ooBTorM with {roBHRrllled fools. 
With aarMpoetlTe boys; none are for no. 
Who look Into no with contidente eye*. 

JtldUfW til, get tr, tceno ». 

Yon cram ihjw wonb into mine aart, a^inu 
The ttoBMch of aty sonta. 

Tempeit, art It, toroc i. 



A wiALTHT lord of far-extended land 

Had all that pleased him placed at his command; 

Widow'd of late, but finding much relief 

In the world's comforts, he dismiss'd his grief; 

lie was by marriage of his daughters eased, 

And knew his sons could marry if they pleased ; 

Meantime in travel he indulged the boys, 

And kept no spy nor partner of his joys. 

These joys, indeed, were of the grosser kind, 
That fed the cravings of an earthly mind; 
A mind that, conscious of its own excess. 
Felt the reproach his neighbours would express. 
Long at th' indulgent board be loved lo sit. 
Where joy was laughter, and profancness wit; 
And such the guest and manners of the hall. 
No wedded lady on the 'squire would call : 
Here reign'd a favourite, and her triumph gain'd 
O'er other favourites who before had reign'd ; 
Reserved and modest secm'd the nymph to be. 
Knowing her lord was charm'd with modesty; 
For he, a sportsman keen, the more eujoy'd, 
The greater value had the thing dcslroy'd. 

Our 'squire declared, that, from a wife releosetl, 
He would no more give trouble to a priest; 
Seem'd it not, then, ungrateful and unkind. 
That he should trouble from the priesthood find 7 
Tlie church he honourd, and he gave the due 
And full respect to every son he knew: 
But envied those who had the luck to meet 
A gentle pastor, civil, and discreet; 
Who never bold and hostile sermon penn'd. 
To wound a sinner, or to shame a friend ; 
One whom no being either shunn'd or fear'd, 
Such must be loved wherever they appear'd. 

Not such the stem old rector of the time. 
Who soothed no culprit, and who spared no crime; 
Who would his fears and his contempt express 
For irreligion and licentiousness ; 
Of him our village lord, his guests among, 
By speech vindictive proved his feelings Slung. 

• Were he a bigot,» said tlie 'squire, • whose seal 
Condemn'd us all, I should disdain to feel : 
But when a man of parts, in college train'd. 
Prates of our conduct — who would not be pain'd 1 
While he declaims (where no one dares reply) 
On men abandon'd, groVling in the sty 
(Like beasts in human shape) of shameless luxury. 
Yet with a patriot's seal I stand the shock 
Of vile rebuke, example to his flock : 
But let this rector, thus severe and proud. 
Change his vride surplice for a narrow shroud. 
And I will place within his seat a youth, 
Train'd by the Graces, to explain the truth ; 
Then shall the flock with gende hand be led. 
By wisdom won, and by companion fed.* 

This purposed teacher was a sister^s son. 
Who of her children gave the priesthood one; 
And she had early train'd for this employ 
The pliant talents of her college-boy: 
At various times her letters painted all 
Her brother's views — the manners of the hall ; 
The rector^s harshness, and the mischief made 
By chiding those whom preachers should persuade : 
This led the youth to views of easy life, 
A friendly patron, an obliging wife ; 
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His tithe, liis glebe, the garden and the steed, 
>Vith books as many as he wish'd to read. 
All this accorded with the uncle's will; 
He loved a priest compliant, easy, still ; 
Sums he had often to his fiavourite sent, 
• To be," he wrote, « in manly freedom spent ; 
For well it pleased his spirit to assist 
An honest lad, who scorn'd a Methodist :■ 
His mother too, in her maternal care. 
Bade him of canting hypocrites beware; 
Who from his duties would his heart seduce, 
And make his talents of no earthly use. 

Soon must a trial of his worth be made — 
The ancient priest is to the tomb convey'd ; 
And the youth summon'd from a serious friend, 
His guide and host, new duties to attend. 

Three months before, the nephew and the 'squire 
Saw mutual worth to praise and to admire; 
And though the one too early left his wine, 
The other still exclaim'd — • My boy will shine : 
Yes, I perceive that he will soon improve, 
And 1 shall form the very guide I love ; 
Decent abroad, he will my name defend, 
And, when at home, be social and unbend. » 

Tlie plan was specious, for the mind of James 
Accorded duly with his uncle's schemes: 
He tlicn aspired not to a higher name 
Than sober clerks of moderate talents claim; 
('•ravcly to pray, and rev'rendly to preach, 
Wns all he saw, good youth ! within his reach : 
Thus may a mass of sulphur long abide. 
Cold and inert, but to the tlame applied, 
Kindling it blazes, and consuming turns 
To smoke and poison, as it boils and bums. 

James, leaving college, to a preacher stray'd ; 
Wlial caU'd, he knew not — but the call obey'd : 
Mild, idle, pensive, ever led by those 
Who could some specious novelty propose; 
Humbly he listcn'd, while the preacher dwelt 
On touching themes, and strong emotions felt ; 
And in this night was fix'd that pliant will 
To one sole point, and he retains it still. 

At first his care was to himself confined ; 
Himself assured, he gave it to mankind: 
His zeal grew active — honest, earnest zeal. 
And comfort dealt to him, he long'd to deal ; 
He to his favourite preacher now withdrew. 
Was taught to teach, instructed to subdue; 
And traiu'd for ghostly warfare, when the call 
Of his new duties reach'd him from the hall. 

Now to the 'squire, although alert and stout, 
Came unexpected an attack of gout ; 
And the grieved patron felt such serious pain, 
He never thought to see a church again : 
Thrice had the youtliful rector taught the crowd. 
Whose growing numbers spoke his powers aloud, 
Before the patron could, himself rejoice 
( His pain still lingering) in tlie general voice ; 
For he imputed all this early fame 
To graceful manner, and the well-known name ; 
And to himself assumed a share of praise, 
For worth and talents he was pleased to raise. 

A month had flown, and with it fled disease; 
What pleased before, began again to please; 
Emerging daily from his cljjunber's gloom, 
lie found his old sensations hurrying home; 



Then call'd his nephew, and exclaim'd, ■ My boy. 
Let us again the balm of life enjoy ; 
The foe has left me, and I deem it right. 
Should he return, to arm me for the fight.* 

Thus spoke the 'squire, the favourite nymph stood by. 
And view'd the priest with insult in her eye : 
She thrice had heard him when he boldly spoke 
On dangerous points, and fear'd he would revoke : 
For James she loved not — and her manner told, 
« This warm affection will be quickly cold :» 
And still she feared impression might be made 
Upon a subject, nervous and decay'd ; 
She knew her danger, and had no desire 
Of reformation in the gallant 'squire ; 
And felt an envious pleasure in her breast 
To see the rector daunted and distress'd. 

Again the uncle to the youth applied — 
■ Cast, my dear lad, that cursed gloom aside : 
There are for all things time and place ; appear 
Grave in your pulpit, and be merry here : 
Now take your wine — for woes a sure resource, 
And the best prelude to a long discourse.* 

James half obey'd, but cast an angry eye 
On the fair lass, who still stood watchful by; 
Resolving thus, « 1 have my fears — but still 
I must perform my duties, and I will : 
No love, no interest, shall my mind control ; 
Better to lose my comforts than my soul ; 
Better my uncle's favour to abjure. 
Than the upbraidings of my heart endure.* 

He took his glass, and then address'd the 'squire : 
k I feel not well, permit me to retire.* 
The 'squire conceived that the ensuing day 
Gave him these terrors for the grand essay, 
When he himself should this young preacher try. 
And stand before him with observant eye ; 
This raised compassion in his manly breast. 
And he would send the rector to his rest : 
Yet first, in soothing voice — • A moment stay. 
And these suggestions of a friend obey ; 
Treasure these hints, if fame or peace you prize — 
The bottle emptied, I shall close my eyes. 

* On every priest a two-fold care attends. 
To prove his talents, and insure his friends ; 
First, of the first — your stores at once produce, 
And bring your reading to its proper use : 
On doctrines dwell, and every point enforce 
By quoting much, the scholar's sure resource ; 
For he alone can show us on each head 
W'hat ancient schoolmen and sage fathers said : 
No worth has knowledge, if you fail to show 
How well you studied, and how much you know : 
Is faith your subject, and you judge it right 
On theme so dark to cast a ray of light? 
Be it that faith the orthodox maintain, 
Found in the rubrick, what the creeds explain ; 
Fail not to show us on this ancient faith 
( And quote the passage) what some martyr saith : 
Dwell not one moment on a faith that shocks 
The minds of men sincere and orthodox ; 
That gloomy faith, that robs the wounded mind 
Of all the comfort it was wont to find 
From virtuous acts, and to the soul denies 
Its proper due for alms and charities; 
That partial faith, that, weighing sins alone, 
f^ts not a virtue for a fault atone ; 
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That starving faith, that would our tables clear, 
And make one dreadful Lent of all the year ; 
And cruel too, for tliis is foith that rends 
Confiding beauties from protecting friends ; 
A faith that all embracing, what a gloom 
Deep and terrific o'er tlie land would come! 
What scenes of horror would that time disclose ! 
No sight but misery, and no sound but woes; 
Your nobler faith, in loftier style conveyed, 
Shall be with praise and admiration paid : 
On points like these your hearers all admire 
A preacher's depth, and nothing more require; 
Shall we a studious youth to collejje send. 
That every clown his words may comprehend? 
'T is for your glory, when your hearers own 
Your learning matchlesS| but the sense unknown. 

> Thus honour gain'd, learn now to gain a friend, 
And the sure way is — never to offend ; 
For, James, consider — what your neighbours do 
Is their own business, and concerns not you : 
Shun all resemblance to that forward race 
Who preach of sins before a sinner's face; 
And seem as if they overlook'd a pew, 
Only to drag a failing man in view : 
Much should I feel, when groaning in disease. 
If a rough hand upon my limb should seize; 
But great my anger, if tliis hand were found 
The very doctor's, who should make it sound : 
So feel our minds, young priest, so doubly feel, 
When hurt by those whose office is to heal. 

■ Yet of our duties you must something tell, 
And must at times on sin and frailty dwell ; 
Here you may preach in easy, flowing style, 
How errors cloud us, and how sins defile : 
Here bring persuasive tropes and figures forth, 
To show the poor that wealth is nothing worth ; 
That they, in fact, possess an ample share 
Of the world's good, and feel not half its care; 
Give them this comfort, and, indeed, my gout 
In its full vigour causes me some doubt ; 
And let it always, for your zeal, suffice, 
That vice you combat, in the abstract — vice : 
The very captious will be quiet then ; 
We all confess we are offending men : 
In lashing sin, of every stroke beware, 
For sinners feel, and sinners you must spare ; 
In general satire, every man perceives 
A slight attack, yet neither fears nor grieves; 
But name th' offence, and you absolve the rest, 
And point the dagger at a single breast. 

« Yet are there sinners of a class so low. 
That you with safety may the lash bestow; 
Poachers, and drunkards, idle rogues, who feed 
At others* cost, a mark'd correction need : 
And all the better sort, who see your zeal. 
Will love and reverence for their pastor feel ; 
Reverence for one who can inflict the smart. 
And love, because he deals tlicm not a part. 

• Remember well what love and age advise; 
A quiet rector is a parish prize. 
Who in his learning has a dcccut pride; 
Who to his people is a gentle guide; 
Who only hints at failings that he sees; 
Who loves his glchc, his patron, and his e»se, 
And finds the way to fome and profit is to please. • 



The nephew answer'd not, except a sigh 
And look of sorrow might be term'd reply; 
He saw the fearful hazard of his state. 
And held with truth and safety strong debate; 
Nor long he reason'd, for the zealous youtli 
Resolved, though timid, to 'profess the truth ; 
And though his friend should like a lion roar, 
Truth would he preach, and neither less nor more. 

The bells had toU'd — arrived the time of prayer. 
The flock assembled, and the 'squire was there : 
And now can poet sing, or proseman say, 
The disappointment of that trying day? 

As he who long had train'd a favourite steed 
( Whose blood and bone gave promise of his speed), 
Sanguine with hope, he runs with partial eye 
O'er every feature, and his bets are high ; 
Of triumph sure, he sees the rivals start. 
And vraits their coming with exulting heart; 
Forestalling glory, with impatient glance. 
And sure to see his conquering steed advance ; 
The conquering steed advances — luckless day ! 
A rival's Herod bears the prise away. 
Nor second his, nor third, but lagging last. 
With hanging head he comes, by all surpass'd : 
Surprise and wrath the owner's mind inflame. 
Love turns to scorn, and glory ends in shame ; — 
Thus waited, high in hope, the partial 'squire. 
Eager to hear, impatient to admire : 
When the young preacher in the tones that find 
A certain passage to tlie kindling mind, 
With air and accent strange, impressive, sad, 
Alarm'd the judge — he trembled for tlie lad; 
But when the text announced the power of grace. 
Amazement scowl'd upon his clouded face, 
At this d<^enerate son of his illustrious race ; 
Staring he stood, till hope again arose, 
That James might well define the words he chose : 
For this he listen'd — but, alas! he found 
The preacher always on forbidden grounds 

And now the uncle left the hated pew, 
With James, and James's conduct in his view : 
A long forewell to all his favourite schemes ! 
For now no cruzod fanatic's frantic dreams 
Socm'd vile as James's conduct, or as James : 
All he had long derided, hated, fear'd, 
Tliis from the chosen youth the uncle heard ; — 
The needless pause, the fierce disorder'd air. 
The groan for sin, the vehemence of prayer. 
Gave birth to wrath, that, in a long discourse 
Of grace, triumphant rose to four-fold force: 
He found his thoughts despised, his rules transgress'd, 
And while the anger kindled in his breast, 
The pain must be endured that could not be exprossM 
luich new idea more inflamed his ire. 
As fuel thrown upon a rising fire: 
A liearer yet, he sought by tlireatcning sign 
To ease his heart, and awe the young divine; 
But James refused those angry looks to meet, 
Till he dismiss*d his flock, and left his scat : 
Exhausted then he felt his trembling frame, 
But fix'd his soul — his sentiments tlie same; 
And therefore wise it socm'd to fly from rage, 
And seek for shelter in his paisonngc : 
Tlicro, if forsaken, yet consoled to find 
Some comforts left though not a few rcsign'ct , 
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There, if he lost an erring parent's love, 
An honest conscience must tlie cause approve ; 
If the nice palate were no longer fed. 
The mind enjoy'd delicious thoughts instead; 
And if some part of earthly good was flown. 
Still was the tithe of ten goo4 forms his own. 
Fear now, and discord, in tlie village reign, 
The cool remonstrate, and the meek complain ; 
But there is war within, and wisdom pleads in vain : 
Now dreads the uncle, and pr3claims his dread, 
Lest the boy-priest should turn each rustic Iiead ; 
The certain converts cost him certain wo. 
The doubtful fear lest they should join the foe r 
Matrons of old, with whom he used to joke, 
Now past his Honour with a pious look ; 
Lasses, who met him once with lively airs, 
Now cross his way; and gravely walk to prayers : 
An old companion, whom he long has loved, 
By coward fi;ars confess'd his conscience moved ; 
As the third bottle gave its spirit forth. 
And tliey bore witness to departed wortli. 
The friend arose, and he too would depart : — 
«« Man,« said the 'squire, > thou wert not wont to start; 
Hast thou attended to that foolish boy, 
Who would abridge all comforts, or destroy ?n 

Yes, he had Usten'd, who had slumber'd long, 
And was convinced that something must be wrong : 
But, though affected, still his yielding heart. 
And craving palate, took the uncle's part; 
Wine now oppress'd him, who, when free from wine. 
Could seldom clearly utter his design ; 
But though by nature and indulgence weak. 
Yet, half converted, he resolved to speak ; 
And, speaking, own'd, « that in his mind tlie youtli 
« Had gifts and learning, and that truth was truth : 
The 'squire he honoured, and, for his poor part, 
He hated nothing like a hollow heart: 
But 't was a maxim he had often tried, 
That right was right, and there he would abide; 
He honour'd learning, and he would confess 
The preacher had his talents — more or less : 
Why not agree? he thought the young divine 
Had no such strictness — they might drink and dine; 
For them sufficient — but lie said before, — 
That truth was truth, and he would drink no more. » 

This heard the 'squire with mix'd contempt and pain; 
He fear'd the priest this recreant sot would gain. 
The fovourite nymph, though not a convert made, 
G>nceived the man she scorn'd her cause would aid ; 
And when the spirits of her lord were low. 
The lass presumed the wicked cause to show : 
« It was the wretched life his honour led. 
And would draw vengeance on his guilty head; 
Their loves ( Hcav'n knew how dreadfully dislress'd 
The thought had made her!) were as yet unbless'd . 
And till the church hadsanction'd* — Here slicsaw 
The wrath that forced her trembling to withdraw. 

Add to those outward ills, some inward light. 
That show'd hiio all was not correct and right : 
Though now he less indul{;cd — and to the poor, 
From day to day, sent alms from door to door ; 
Though he some case from easy virtues found. 
Yet conscience told him he could not compound ; 
But must himself llie darling sin deny. 
Change the whole heart — but here a heavy sigh 
Froclaim'd, « How vast the toil ! and ah ! huw weak 
am I !» 



James too has trouble — he divided 
A parish, once harmonious and at ease : 
With him united are the simply meek. 
The warm, the sad, tlie nervous, and the weak; 
The rest his uncle's, save the few beside 
Who own no doctrine, and obey no guide ; 
With stragglers of each adverse camp, who lend 
Their aid to both, but each in turn offend. 

Though zealous still, yet he begins to feel 
The heat too fierce, that glows in vulgar zeal ; 
With pain he hears his simple friends relate 
Their week's experience, and their woful state : 
With small temptation struggling every hour. 
And bravely batding with the tempting power ; 
His native sense is hurt by strange complaints 
Of inward motions in these warring saints ; 
Who never cast on sinful bait a look 
But they perceive the deril at the hook : 
Grieved, yet compell'd to smile, he finds it bard 
Against the blunders of conceit to guard; 
He i;i(;hs to hear the jests his converts cause, 
He cannot give their erring zeal applause; 
But finds it inconsistent to condemn 
The flights and follies he has nursed in them : 
These, in opposing minds, contempt produce, 
Or mirth occasion, or provoke abuse ; 
On each momentous theme disgrace they bring. 
And give to Scorn her poison and her sting. 
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Othello, act Hi, mbbc 3. 

Why iMftt Umm lost ib« fretk Mood In 1L7 dMoka. 
And given my iMMoro and ay righto la iheo 
To thtck-«yed avuiog and eonad nolancholy t 

Ihnrg lY, Part 1 , act II, tcena 3. 

It !■ exoolleai 
To havo a giant's ttreagth. bat lyrannoas 
To UM It aa a glaau 

HsaMurefor Mtasure, act II, 



Anna was young and lovely — in her eye 
The glance of beauty, in her cheek the dye; 
Her shape was slender, and her features small. 
But graceful, easy, unaffected all : 
The liveliest lints her youthful face disclosed ; 
There beauty sparkled, and there healtli reposed; 
For the pure blood that flush'd that rosy cheek 
Spoke what the heait forbad the tongue to speak; 
And told the feelings of tliat licarl as well. 
Nay, with more candour tlian the tongue could tell : 
Though this fair lass had with the wealthy dwelt, 
Yet like the damsel of the cot she felt ; 
And, at the distant hint or dark surmise. 
The blood into the ni<iniliug cheek would rii>c. 
Now Anna's station frequent terrors wrought 
In one whose looks were with such meaning fraught; 
For on a lady, as an humltle friend, 
[( was her painful office lo attend 



Her duciai here were of the umal kind — 
And some the body haraM^d, aoBie the mind : 
Billets she wrote, and lender ttmiea read, 
To make the lady sleepy in her bed; 
She play'd at whist, hut with inferior skill, 
And heard the lammons as a call to drill ; 
Music was ever pleasant till she play'd 
At a request that no request convey'd ; 
The lady's tales with anxious looks she heard, 
For she must witness what her friend averr'd: 
The lady's taste she must in all approve, 
Hate whom she hated, whom she lored must love; 
These with the Tarious duties of her place. 
With cure she studied, and perform'd with grace; 
She veil'd her troubles in a mask of ease, 
And'shoVd her pleasure was a power to please. 

Such were the damsel's duties; she was poor~- 
Above a servant, but with service more : 
Men on her foce with careless freedom gazed. 
Nor thought how painful was the glow they raised ; 
A wealthy few to gain her favour tried. 
But not the fovour of a grateful bride : 
They spoke their purpose with an easy air, 
That shamed and frighten'd the dependent fair ; 
Past time she view'd, the passing time to cheat, 
But nothing found to make the present sweet; 
With penuve soul she read life's future page. 
And saw dependent, poor, repining age. 

But who shall dare t* assert what yeart may bring. 
When wonders from the passing hour may spring?— 
There dwelt a yeoman in the place, whose mind 
Was gentle, generous, cultivated, kind; 
For thirty yean he bboui'd ; fortune then 
Placed the mild rustic with superior men : 
A richer Stafford who had lived to save, 
What he had treasured to the poorer gave; 
Who with a sober mind that treasure view'd, 
And the slight studiea of his youUi ranew'd: 
He not profoundly, but discreedy read. 
And a ^r mind with useful culture fed; 
Then thought of marriage — « But the great,* said he, 
• I shall not suit, nor will the meaner me :» 
Anna he saw, admired her modest air ; 
He thought her virtnons, and he knew her fair; 
Love raised his pity for her humble state. 
And prompted wishes for her happier fate; 
No pride in money would his feelings wound, 
Nor vulgar manners hurt him and confound : 
He then the lady at the hall address'd. 
Sought her conaent, and his regard express'd ; 
Yet if some cause his earnest wish denied. 
He begg'd to know it, and he bow'd and sigh'd. 

The lady own'd that she was loth to part. 
But praised the damsel for her gentle heart, 
Her pleaung person, and her blooming health; 
But ended thus, « Her virtue is her wealth.! 

• Then is she rich !* he cried, with lively air ; 
« But whence, so please you, came a lass so fair?- 

« A placeman's child was Anna, one who died 
And left a widow by afflictions tried; 
She to support her infant daughter strove. 
But early left the object of her love; 
Her youth, her beauty, and her orphan-state 
Gave a kind countess iutercsl in her fate; 
! With her she dwelt, and still miglit dwelling be, 
I When tlie carl's folly caused the lass to flee; 



A second friend was she compell*d to shun, 
By the rude offers of an unchecked son ; 
1 found her then, and with a mother's love 
Regard the geptle girl whom you approve ; 
Tet, e'en with me protection is not peace, 
Nor man's designs, nor beauty's triaJ, cease; ' 
Like sordid boys by costly fruit they fed. 
They will not purehaae, but they try to sleal.* 

Now this good lady, like a witness trua, 
Told but the truth, and all the truth she knew; 
And 't is our duty and our pain to show 
Truth this good lady had not nieans to know. 
Yes, there was lock'd within the damseFs breast 
A fact important to be now confess'd ; 
Gendy, my muse, th' afflicting tale rebte, 
And have some feeling for a sister's fete. 

Where Anna dwelt, a conquering hero came, — 
An (rub captain, Sedley was his name ; 
And he too had that same prevailing art, 
That gave soft wishes to the virgin's heart : 
In years they differ'd • he had thirty seen 
When this young beauty counted just fifteen ; 
But still they were a lovely lively pair. 
And trod on earth as if they trod on air. 

On love, delightful theme! the captain dwelt. 
With force adll growing with the hopes he felt ; 
But with some caution and reluctance told. 
He had a fetlier crafty, hareh, and old ; 
Who, as possessing much, would much expect. 
Or both, for ever, from his love reject : 
Why then offence to one so powerful give. 
Who (for tlieir comfort) had not long to live ? 

With this poor prospect the deluded maid, 
In words confiding, was Indeed betray'd ; 
And, soon as terrors in her bosom rose. 
The hero fled ; they hinder'd his repose. 
Deprived of him, die to a parent's breast 
Her secrets trusted, and her pains express'd : 
Let her to town (so prudence urged) repair, 
To shun disgrace, at least to hide it there ; 
But ere she went, the luckless damsel prayed 
A chosen friend might lend her timely aid : 

• Yes; my soul's sister, my Eliza, come, 

Hear her last sigh, and ease thy Anna's doom : • 

• 'T is a fool's wish,* the angry fether cried. 
But, lost in troubles of hb own, complied: 
And dear Eliza to her friend, was sent, 

T indulge tliat wish, and be her punishment: 

The time arrived, and brought a tenfold dread ; 

The time was past, and all the terror fled ; 

The infent died; the fece resumed each charm. 

And reason now brought trouble and alarm: 

■ Should her Eliza — no ! she was too just, 

Too good and kind — hut ah ! too young to tmsL • 

Anna retum'd, her former place resumed. 

And faded beauty with new grace re>bloom'd , 

And if some whispers of the past were heard. 

They died innoxious, as no cause appear'd ; 

But other cares on Anna's bosom press'd, 

She saw her fether gloomy and distress'-<l ; 

lie died o'erwhelm'd with debt, and soon was shed 

The filial sorrow o'er a mother dead : 

She sought Eliza's arms, that feidiful friend was wed ; 

Then was compassion by the countess sliown. 

And all tli' adventures of her life are known. 
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And now beyond her hopes — no longer tried 
By slavish awe — she lired a yeoman's bride ; 
Then bIcssM her lot, and with a grateful mind 
Was careful, cheerful, vigilant, and kind : 
The gentle husband felt supreme delight, 
Blcss'd by her joy, and happy in her sight; 
He saw with pride in every friend and guest 
High admiration and regard exprcss'd : 
With (»reatcr pfide, and with superior joy, 
He look'd exulting on his first-born boy; 
To her fond breast the wife her infant strain'd. 
Some feelings uttcr'd, some were not explain'd ; 
And she enraptured with her treasure grew, 
The sight familiar, but the pleasure new. 

Yet there appear'd within that tranquil state 
Some threat'ning prospect of uncertain fale ; 
Between the married when a secret lies, 
It wakes suspicion from enforced disguise: 
Still thought the wife upon her absent friend, 
With all that must upon her truth depend ; 

• There is no being in the world beside, 
Who can discover what that friend will hide ; 
Who knew the fact, knew not my name or state, 
Who tliese can tell can not the fact relate; 

But thou, Eliza, canst the whole impart. 
And all my safety is thy generous heart. ■ 

Mix'd with these fears — but light and transient these — 
Fled years of peace, prosperity, and ease: 
So tranquil all that scarce a gloomy day 
For days of gloom unmix'd prepared the way ; 
One eve, the wife, still happy in her state, 
^ng giiily, thoughtless of approaching fate: 
Then came a letter, that (received in dread 
Not unobserved) she in confusion read ; 
The substance this — « Her friend rejoiced to find 
That she had riches with a grateful mind ; 
While poor Eliza had from place to place 
Been lured by hope to labour for di.s{^race ; 
That every scheme her wandering husband tried, 
Pain'd while he lived, and pcrish'd when he dicd.» 
She then of want in angry style compluin'd, 
Her child a burthen to her life remain'd, 
Her kindred shunn'd her prayers, no friend her soul 
sustain'd. 

• Yet why neglected? Dearest Anna knew 
Her worth once tried, her friendship ever true; 
She hoped, she trusted, though by wants opprcss'd, 
To lock the treasured secret in her breast ; 
Yet, vex'd by trouble, must apply to one, 
For kindness due to her for kindness done. • 

In Anna's mind was tumult, in her foce 
Flushings of dread had momentary place : 
M I must,» she judged, • these cruel lines expose. 
Or fears, or worse than fears, my crime disclosc.M 

The letter shown, he said, with sober smile — 

• Anna, your friend has not a friendly style : 
Say, where could you with this fair lady dwell, 
Who boasts of secrets that she scorns to tell 7 ■ 

■ At school,* she answer'd : he ■ at school ! ■ replied ; 
«Nay, then I know the secrets you would hide: 
Some longings these, without dispute, 
Some youthful gaspings for forbidden fruit : 
Why so disorder'd, love? are such the crimes 
That give us sorrow in our graver times? 
Gome, take a present for your friend, and rest 
In perfect peace— you find you are confess'd.* 



This cloud, though past, alarm'd the conscious wife. 
Presaging gloom and sorrow for her life; 
Who to her answer join'd a fervent prayer, 
That her Eliza would a sister spare : 
If she again — but was there cause? — should send. 
Let her direct — and then she named a friend : 
A sad expedient untried friends to trust, 
And still to fear the tried may be unjust : 
Such is his pain, who, by his debt oppress'd. 
Seeks by new bonds a temporary rest. 

Few were her peaceful days till Anna read 
The words she dreaded, and had cause to dread : — 

« Did she believe, did she, unkind, suppose 
That thus Eliza's friendship was to close? 
No ! though she tried, and her desire was plain. 
To break the friendly bond, she strove in Tain : 
Ask'd she for silence ? why so loud the call. 
And yet the token of her love so small? 
B) means like these will you attempt to bind 
And check the movements of an injured mind? 
Poor as I am, I shall be proud to show 
What dangerous secrets I may safely know : 
Secrets to menr of jealous minds convey'd, 
Hare many a noble house in ruins laid : 
Anna, I trust, although with wrongs beset. 
And urged by want, i shall be faithful yet; 
But what temptation may from these arise. 
To take a slighted woman by surprise, 
Becomes a subject fur your serious care — 
For who offends, must for offence prepare.* 

Perplcx'd, dismay'd, the wife foresaw her doom; 
A day deferr'd was yet a day to come ; 
But still, though painful her suspended state. 
She dreaded more the crisis of her fate; 
Belter to di«; than Stafford's scorn to meet, 
And her strange friend perhaps would be discreel : 
Presents she sent, and made a strong ap|)eal 
To woman's feelings, begging her to feel ; 
With too much force she wrote of jealous men. 
And her tears falling s|>oke beyond the pen ; 
Eliza's silence she again implored. 
And promiseil all that prudence could afford. 

For looks composed and cureless Anna tried ; 
She seom'd in trouble, and unconscious sigh'd : 
The faitliful husband, who devoutly loved 
His silent partner, with concern reproved : 
• What secret sorrows on my Anna press, 
That love may not partake, nor care redress?* 
« None, none,* she answer'd, with a look so kind. 
That the fond man determined to be blind. 

A few succeeding weeks of brief repose 
In Anna's cheek revived the faded rose; 
A hue like this the western sky displays, 
That glows awhile, and withers as we gaze. 

Again the friend's tormenting letter came — 
■ The wants she suffer'd were affection's shame ; 
She with her child a life of terrors led. 
Unhappy fruit! but of a lawful bed : 
Her friend was tasting every bliss in life. 
The joyful mother, and tlie wealthy wife; 
WMiile slie was placed in doubt, in fear, in want, 
To starve on triUes that the happy grant ; 
Poorly for all her faithful silence paid, 
And tantalized by ineffectual aid : 
She could not thus a beggar's lot endure; 
She wanted something permanent and sure : 
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If they were friendt, then equal be their lot, 
And she was free to speak if they were not.* 

Despair and terror seized the wife, to find 
The artful workings of a Tulgar mind : 
Money she had not, but the hint of dress 
Taught her new bribes, new terrors to redress : 
She with such feeling then described her woes, 
That envy's self miglit on the view repose ; 
Then to a mother^s pains she made appeal. 
And painted grief like one compell'd to feel. 

Tcs ! so she felt, that in her air, her face, 
In every purpose, and in every place ; 
In her slow motion, in her languid mien. 
The grief, the sickness of her soul were seen. 

Of some mysterious ill the husband sure, 
Desired to trace it, for he hoped to cure ; 
Something he knew obscurely, and had seen 
His wife attend a cottage on the green ; 
Love, loth to wound, endured conjecture long. 
Till fear would speak, and spoke in language strong. 

> All I must know, my Anna — truly know 
Whence these emotions, terrors, troubles flow ; 
Give me tliy grief, and I will fairly prove 
Mine is no selfish, no ungenerous love. ■ 

Now Anna's soul the seat of strife became, 
Fear with respect contended, love with sham^ 
But fear prevailing was the ruling guide. 
Prescribing what to show and what to hide. 

«c It is my friend,* she said — « But why disclose 
A woman's weakness struggling with her woes? 
Yes, she has grieved me by her fond complaints. 
The wrongs she suffers, the distress she paints : 
Something we do — but she afflicts me still, 
And says, with power to help, I want the will; 
This plaintive style I pity and excuse, 
Help when I can, and grieve when I refuse; 
But here my useless sorrows I resign. 
And will be happy in a love like thine. * 
The husband doubted; he was kind but cool : — 
M 'T is a strong friendship to arise at school ; 
Once more then, love, once more the sufferer aid, — 
I too can pity, but I must upbraid; 
Of these vain feelings then thy bosom free, 
Mor be o'erwhelm'd by useless sympathy.* 

The wife again despatch'd the useless bribe. 
Again essay d her terrors to describe ; 
Again with kindest words entreated peace, 
And begg'd her offerings for a time might cease. 

A calm succeeded, but too like the one 
That causes terror ere the storm comes on : 
A secret sorrow lived in Anna's heart, 
In Stafford's mind a secret fear of art ; 
Not long they lasted — this determined foe 
Knew all her claims, and nothing would forego; 
Again ber letter came, where Anna read, 
■ My child, one cause of my distress, is dead : 
Heav'n has my infant :• ■ Heartless wretch !• she cried, 
« Is tliis thy joy ?» « I am no longer tied : 
Now will I, hast'ning to my friend, partake 
Her cares and comforts, and no more forsake ; 
Now shall we both in equal station move, 
Siive that my friend enjoys a husband's love.* 

Complaint and threats so strong the wife amaicd. 
Who wildly on her cottage-neighbour gazed; 
Her tones, her trembling, first betray'd ber grief; 
When floods of tears gave anguish its relief. 



She fear'd that Stafford would refuse assent. 
And knew her selfish friend would not relent; 
She must petition, yet dela/d the task. 
Ashamed, afraid, and yet compell'd to ask ; 
Unknown to him some object filled her mind. 
And, once suspicious, he became unkind : 
They sate one evening, each absorb'd in gloom. 
When, hark ! a noise, and, rushing to the room, 
Tlie friend tripp'd lightly in, and laughing said, « I come.n 

Anna received her with an anxious mind. 
And meeting whisper'd, ■ Is Eliza kind7» 
Reserved and cool, the husband sought to prove 
The depth and force of this mysterious love. 
To nought that pass'd between the stranger-friend 
And his meek partner scem'd he to attend ; 
But, anxious, listen'd to the lightest word 
That might some knowledge of his guest afford; 
And learn the reason one to him so dear 
Should feel such fondness, yet betray such fear. 

Soon he perceived this uninvited guest. 
Unwelcome too, a sovereign power possess'd ; 
Lofty she was and careless, while the meek 
And humbled Anna was afraid to speak : 
As mute she listen'd with a painful smile. 
Her friend sate laughing and at ease the while, 
Telling her idle talcs with all the glee 
Of careless and unfeeling levity. 
With calm good sense he knew his wife endued. 
And now with wounded pride her conduct view'd ; 
Her speech was low, her every look convey'd — 
« I am a slave, subservient and afraid. * 
All trace of comfort vanish'd if she spoke. 
The noisy friend upon her purpose broke ; 
To her remarks with insolence replied. 
And her assertions doubted or denied; 
While the meek Anna like an infant shook. 
Woe-struck and trembling at the serpent's look. 

■ There is,* said Stafford, ■ yes, there is a cause — 
This creature frights her, overpowers and awes.» 
Six weeks had pass'd — « In truth, my love, this friend 
Has liberal notions; what does she intend? 
Without a hint she came, and will she stay 
Till she receives the hint to go away ? » 

Confused the wife replied, in spile of truth, 
> I love the dear companion of my youth. • 
■ 'T is wel],i» said Stafford ; m then your loves renew ; 
Trust me, your rivals, Anna, will be few. ■ 

Though playful this, she felt too much distress'd 
T admit the consolation of a jest; 
III she reposed, and in her dreams would sigh, 
And, murmuring forth her anguish, beg to die; 
Witli sunken eye, slow pace, and pallid cheek. 
She look'd confusion, and she feard to speak. 

All this the friend beheld, for, quick of sight. 
She knew tlie husband ea(;ur for lier flight; 
And that by force alone she could retain 
The lasting comforts she had hope to gain : 
She now perceived, to win her post for life, 
She must infuse fresh terrors in the wife; 
Must bid to friendship's feebler ties adieu. 
And boldly claim the object in her view : 
She saw the husband's love , and knew the power 
Her friend might use in some propitious hour. 

Meantime the anxious wife, from pure distress 
Assuming courage, said, •! will confess ;» 
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Dut with her children felt a parent'* pride, 
And sought once more the liatod trudt to hide. 

Offended, grieved, impatient, Stafford bore 
The odious change till he could bear no more; 
A friend to truth, in speech and action plain , 
He held all fraud and cunning in disdain ; 
But, fraud to find, and falsehood to detect. 
For once he fled to measures indirect. 

One day the friends were seated in that room 
The guest with care adom'd, and named her home : 
To please the eye, there curious prints were placed. 
And some light volumes to amuse the taste; 
Letters and music, on a table laid, 
The favourite studies of the fair betray d ; 
Beneath the window was the toilet spread, 
And the fire gleam'd upon a crimson bed. 

In Anna's looks and falling tears were seen 
How interesting had their subjects been : 
« Oh ! then, « resumed the friend, « I plainly find 
That you and Stafford know each other's mind ; 
I must depart, must on the world be thrown, 
Like one discarded, worthless and unknown; 
But shall I carry, and to please a foe, ' 
A painful secret in my bosom ? No ! 
Think not your friend a reptile you may tread 
Beneath your feet, and say, the worm is dead ; 
I have some feeling, and will not be made 
The scorn of her whom love cannot persuade : 
Would not your word, your slightest wish, effect 
All that I hope, petition, or expect ? 
The power you have, but you the use decline— 
Proof that you feel not, or you fear not mine. 
There was a time, when I, a tender maid, 
Flew nt a call, and your desires obey'd ; 
A very mother to the child became. 
Consoled your sorrow, and conceal'd yonr shame ; 
But now, grown rich and happy, from the door 
You thrust a bosom-friend , despised and poor ; 
That child alive, its mother might have known 
The hard ungrateful spirit she has shown.* 

Here paused the guest, and Anna cried at length — 
K You try me, cruel friend ! beyond my strengtli ; 
Would I had been beside my infant laid, 
Where none would vex me, threaten, or upbraid.* 

In Anna's looks the friend beheld despair ; 
Her speech she soften'd, and composed her air; 
Yet, while professing love, she answered stilt — 
■ You can befriend me, but you want the will.* 
They ])arted thus, and Anna went her way, 
To shed her secret sorrows, and to pray. 

Stxifford , amused with books, and fond of home. 
By reading oft dispell'd the evening gloom ; 
History or tale — all heard him with delight, 
And thus was pass'd this memorable night. 

The listening friend bestow'd a flattering smite ; 
A sleeping I>oy the mother held the while ; 
And ere slie fbndly bore him to his bed, 
On his fair face tlie tear of anguish shed. 

And now his task reaamed, « My tale, n said he, 
• Is short and sad, short may onr sadness l>e!» 

■ The Caliph Harun,' as historians tell, 
Buled, for a tyrant, admirably well ; 

* Th« MTtreiflti h«ra bmsi is the Bstmb AlrMcUd, or Bsroa si 
Ruliid. «ho dieJ early in ibe nlntli oentary : ho U often theliflarer, 
and Mmetlnim the hero, of • Ulo in the Arabian Nights' En taruin- 
■uentt. 



Where his own pleasures were not lonch'd, to men 

He was liumane, and sometimes even than ; 

Uarun was fond of fruits, and gardens Mr, 

And woe to all whom he found poaching thare ! 

Among his pages was a lively boy, 

Eager in search of every trifling joy ; 

His feelings vivid, and his fancy strong, 

lie sigh'd for pleasure while he shrank from wrong ; 

When by the caliph in the garden placed 

He saw the treasures which he long'd to taste; 

And oft alone he ventured to t)ehold 

Rich hanging fruits with rind of glowing gold; 

Too long he staid forbidden bliss to view, 

His virtue failing, as his longings grew; 

A thirst and wearied with the noon-dde heat. 

Fate to the garden led his luckless feet; 

yf'xth eager eyes and open mouth he stood, 

Smelt the sweet breath, and toach'd the fragrant food; 

The tempting beauty sparkling in the sun 

Charm'd his yonng sense — he ate, and was undone : 

When the fond glutton paused, his eyes around 

He tum'd, and eyes npon him turning found ; 

Pleased he beheld the spy, a brother-page, 

A friend allied in office and in age ; 

Who promised much that secret he would be. 

But high the price he fix'd on secrecy, 

« * Were you suspected, my unhappy friend,' 
Began the boy, ' where would your sorrows end ? 
In ail the palace there is not a page 
The caliph would not torture in his rage : 
I think T see thee now impaled alive. 
Writhing in pangs — but come, my friend! revive; 
Had some beheld you, all your purse contains 
Could not have saved you from terrific pains; 
I scorn such meanness; and, if not in debt, 
Would not an asper on your folly set.* 

• The hint was strong; young Osmyn aearch'd his 
store 
For bribes, and found he soon could britw no more; 
That time arrived, for Osmyn's stock was small, 
And the young tyrant now possess'd it all ; 
The cruel youtli, witli his companions near, 
Gave the broad hint that raised the sudden fear ; 
Th' ungenerous insult now was daily shown, 
And Osmyn's peace and honest pride were flown ; 
Then came augmenting woes, and fancy strong 
Drew forms of suffering, a tormenting throng; 
He felt degraded, and the struggling mind 
Dared not be free, and could not be resign'd ; 
And all his pains and fervent prayers obtained 
Was truce from insult, while the fears remain'd. 

■ One day it chanced that this degraded boy 
And tyrant-friend were fix'd at tlieir employ; 
Who now had thrown restraint and form aside. 
And for his bribe in plainer speech applied : 
' Long have I wailed, and the last supply 
Was but a pittance, yet how patient I ! 
But give me now what thy first terroci gave, 
My speech shall praise ttiee, and my silence save.' 

« Osmyn tiad found, in many a dreadful day. 
The tyrant fiereer when tie seem'd in play : 
He iM^d forbearance ; * I have not to give ; 
Spare me awbile, allhougti 'I b pain to live: 
Oh ! had that stolen frnit tbe power 
To war with life, I now had been al resL' 
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• * So fond of death/ replied the boy, • 't is plain 
Thou hast no certain notion of the pain ; 

But to the caliph were a secrvt shown, 

Death has no pain that would be then nnknown.' 

• Now, says the story, in a closet near, 

The monarch seated, chanced the boys to hear ; 
There oft he came, when wearied on "his throne, 
To read, sleep, listen, peay, or be alone. 

«The tale proceeds, when first the caliph found 
That he was robb'd, although alone, he frown'd; 
And swore in wrath, that he would send the boy 
Far from his notice, favour, or employ; 
But gentler movements soothed his ruffled mind, 
And his own failings taught him to be kind. 

> Relenting thoughts then painted Osmyn youn(,', 
II is passion urgent, and temptation strong; 
And that he suffei^d from that villain-spy 
Pains worse than death till he desired to die; 
Then if his morals had received a stain. 
His bitter sorrows made him pure again : 
To Reason, Pity lent her generous aid, 
For one so tempted, troubled, and betray'd ; 
And a free pardon the glad boy restored 
To the kind presence of a gende lord ; 
Who from his oftice and his country drove 
That traitor-friend, whom pains nor pray'rs could 

move; 
Who raised the fears no mortal could endure, 
And then with cruel av'rice sold the core. 

• My tale is ended; but, to be applied, 

I must describe the place where caliphs hide.* 

Here both the females look'd alarm'd, dislress'd, 
With hurried passions hard to be express'd. 

« It was a closet by a chamber placed. 
Where slept a lady of no vulgar taste; 
Her friend attended in that chosen room 
That she had honoured and pr»claim'd her home ; 
To please the eye were chosen pictures placed. 
And some light volumes to amuse the taste; 
Letters and music on a table laid, 
For much the lady wrote, and often play'd; 
Beneath the window was a toilet spread. 
And a fire gleam'd upon a crimson bed.* 

He paused, he rose; with troubled joy the wife 
Felt the new era of her changeful life; 
Frankness and love appeared in Stafford's face, 
And all her trouble to delight give place. 

Twice made the guest an effort to sustain 
Her feelings, twice resumed her seat in vain. 
Nor could suppress her shame, nor could support her 

pain: 
Quick she retired, and all the dismal night 
Tltonght of her guilt, her folly, and her flight; 
Then sought unseen her miserable home, 
To think of comforts lost, and brood on wants to come. 
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Sb« hath ■ t«ar fcr pliy, sad ■ haiid 
Opea u day for maltiag charity ( 

Vat, BOtwiihtUndlof , being Inceatad, it fliat 

Har taaper, tbarafora, maat ba wall obtatT'd. 
Mhmrjf IV^ Pan. i, act ir. 



Thrae or foar weachM whera I stood crlad— ■ AJaa I 
good toal !■ aod forgata him with all their bearu : bat thera U bo 
bead to be lakaa of theai ; IfOrMr bad »iabb'd their «oihaT*, they 
waald hate dona so leu. 

Ju/lms Cmtar, act i, ceeae s. 

How doat t Art cold ? 
I 'm aold mytelf— Whera i« the straw, ay fellow T 
The art of oar Beceasities is straogj. 
That ean Biake Yile things predoos. 

King Lutr, %tA ill, si*ene 3. 



Fbmalks there are of unsuspicious mind, 
Easy and soft, and credulous and kind ; 
Who, when offended for the twentieth time, 
Will hear th' offender and forgive the crime : 
And there are others whom, like these to cheat. 
Asks but the humblest effort of deceit ; 
But they, once injured, feel a strong disdain, 
And, seldom pardoning, never trust again ; 
Urged by religion, they forgive— but yet 
Guard the warm heart, and never more forget - 
Those are like wax — apply them to the fire. 
Melting, they take th" impressions you desire , 
Easy to mould, and fashion as you please. 
And again moulded with an equal ease ^ 
Like smelted iron these the forms retain. 
But once impress'd will never melt again. 

A busy port a serious merchant made 
His chosen place to recommence his trade ; • 
And brought his lady, who, their children dead, 
Their native seat of recent sorrow fled : 
The husband duly on the quay was seen. 
The wife at home became at length serene ; 
There in short time the social couple grew 
With all acquainted, friendly with a few; 
When the good lady, by disease assail'd. 
In vain resisted — hope and science foil'd ■' 
Then spake the female friends, by pity led, 
• Poor merchant Paul! what think yc7 will he wed' 
A quiet, easy, kind, religious man, 
Thus can he rest?— I wonder if he can,* 

He too, as grief subsided in his mind, 
Gave place to notions of congenial kind : 
Grave was the man, as we have told before; 
His years were forty — he might pass for more ; 
Composed his features were, his stature low, 
His air important, and his motion slow ; 
His dress became him, it was neat and plain, 
The colour purple, and without a stain ; 
His words were few, ftud special was his care 
In simplest terms his purpose to declare ; 
A man more civil, sober, and discreet. 
More grave and courteous, you could sddom meet : 
Though frugal he, yet sumptuous was his board, 
As if to prove how much he could afford ; 
For though reserved himself, he loved to see 
His table plenteous, and his neighbours firee : 
Among these friends he sat in solemn style, 
And rarely soften'd to a sober smile; 
For this observant friends their reasons gare^ 
« Concerns so vast would make the idlest grave; 
And for such man to be of language free, 
Would seem incongruous as a singing-tree : 
Trees have their mosic, but the birds they shield 
The pleasing tribute for protection yield ; 
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Each ample tree the tuneful choir defends. 

As this .rich merchant cheers his happy friends!* 

■ In the same town it was his chance to meet 

A gentle lady, with a mind discreet; 

Neiilier in lIFus decline, nor bloom of youth, 

One famed for maiden modesty and truth: 

By nature cool, in pious habits bred. 

She look'd on lovers with a vii^in's dread : 

Deceivers, rakes, and libertines were they, 

And harmless beauty their pursuit and prey; 

As bad as giants in the ancient times 

Were modem lovers, and the same their crimes : 

Soon as she heard of her all-conquering charms. 

At once she fled to her defensive arms ; 

Conn'd o'er the tales her maiden aunt had told, 

And, statue-like, was motionless and cold ; 

From prayer of love, like that Pygmalion pray'd, 

Ere the hard stone became the yielding maid — 

A different change in this chaste nymph ensued. 

And lum'd to stone the breathing flesh and blood : 

'Whatever youth described his wounded heart, 

« He came to rob her, and she scorn'd his art; 

And who of raptures once presumed to speak, 

Told listening maids he thought them fond and weak : 

But should a worthy man his hopes display 

In few plain words, and b^ a yes or lui/, 

He would deserve an answer just and plain, 

Since adulation only moved disdain — 

Sir, if my friends object not, come again.* 

Hence, our grave lover, though he liked the face, 
Praised not a feature — dwelt not on a grace ; 
But in the simplest terms declared his state, 
> A widow'd man, who wish'd a virtuous mate; 
Who fear'd neglect, and was compcU'd to trust 
Dependents wasteful, idle, or unjust^ 
Or should they not the trusted stores destroy. 
At best, tliey could not help him to enjoy; 
But with her person and her prudence blest. 
His acts would prosper, and his soul have rest : 
Would she be his7> — ■ Why that was much to say ; 
She would consider : he a while might stay; 
She liked his manners, and believed his word; 
He did not flatter, flattery she abhorr'd : 
It was her happy lot in peace to dwell — 
Would change make better what was now to well? 
But she would ponder.* — « This,* he said, « was kind,* 
And begg'd to know « when slie had fix'd her mind.* 

Romantic maidens would have soom'd the air, 
And the cool prudence of a mind so fair; 
But well it pleased this wiser maid to find 
Her own mild rirtues in her lover's mind. 

His worldly wealth she sought, and quickly grew 
Pleased with her search, and happy in the view 
Of vessels freighted with abundant stores. 
Of rooms whose treasures prcss'd the groaning floors; 
And he of clerks and servants could display 
A little army, on a public day. 
Was this a man like needy bard to speak 
Of balmy lip, briglit eye, or rosy cheek 7 

The sum appointed for her widow'd state, 
Fix'd by her friend, excited no debate; 
Then the kind lady gave her hand and heart, 
And, never finding, never dealt with art : 
In his engagements she had no concern ; 
He taught her not, nor had the wish to learn; 



On him in all occasions she rdied, 

His word her surety, and his worth her pride. 

When ship waslaunch'd, and merchant Paul had share, 
A bounteous feast became the lady's care-; 
Who then her entry to the dinner made. 
In costly raiment, and with kind parade. 

CSall'd by this duty on a certain day, 
And robed to grace it in a rich array. 
Forth from her room with measured step she cama. 
Proud of th' event, and stately look'd the dame: 
The husband met her at his study-door — 
■ This way, my love — one moment and no more : 
A trifling business — you will understand, 
The law requires that yuu affix your hand ; 
But first attend, and you shall learn the cause 
Why forms like tliese have been prescribed by laws:* 
Then from his chair a man in black arose, 
And with much quickness hurried off his prose: 
That ■ Ellen Paul the wife, and so forth, freed 
From all control, her own the act and deed. 
And forasmuch* — —said she, « I 've no distrust. 
For he that asks it is discreet and just; 
Our friends are waiting — where am I to sign ? — 

There! Now be ready when we meet to dine.* 

This said, she hurried off in great delight. 
The ship was launch'd, and joyful was the nighL 

Now, says the reader, and in much disdain, 
This serious merchant was a rogue in grain ; 
A treacherous wretch, an artful, sober knave, 
And ten times worse for manners cool and grave, 
And she devoid of sense, to set her hand 
To scoundrel deeds she could not understand. 

Alas! 't is true; and I in vain had tried 
To soften crime, that cannot he denied ; 
And might have laboured many a tedious Terse 
The latent cause of mischief to rehearse: 
Be it confess'd, that long, with troubled look. 
This trader riew'd a huge accompting book 
(His former marriage for a time dday'd 
The dreaded hour, the present lent its aid); 
But he too clearly saw the evil day. 
And put the terror, by deceit, away ; 
Thus by connecting with his sorrows crime. 
He gain*d a portion of uneasy time- 
All this too late the injured lady saw, 
What law had given, again she gave to Uiw ; 
His guilt, her folly — these at once impress'd 
Tbeir lasting feelings on her guileless breast 

M Shame I can bear,» she cried, ■ and want susCalD, 
But will not see this guilty wretch again ;» 
For all was lost, and he, with many a tear, 
Confess'd the h.\x\i — she turning scorn'd to bear. 
To legal claims he yielded all his worth. 
But small the portion, and the wrong'd were wroth. 
Nor to their debtor would a part allows 
And where to live he knew not — knew not how. 

The wife a cottage found, and thither went 
The suppliant man, but she would not relent : 
Thenceforth she utter^-d with indignant tone, 
■ I feel tlie misery, and will feel alone:* 
He would turn servant for her sake, would keep 
The poorest school ; the very streets would sweep, 
To show his love — ■ It was already shown : 
And her affliction should be all her own. 
His wants and weakness might have touch'd her heart. 
But from his meanness the iresolvcd to part * 
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In a small alley was she lodged, beside 
lis humblest poor, and at the view she cried : 
« Welcome — yes! let me welcome, if I can, 
The fortune dealt me by this cruel man ; 
Welcome this low thatch'd roof, this shattei'd door. 
These walls of clay, this miserable floor ; 
Welcome my envied neighbours; this, to you, 
Is all familiar— all to me is new : 
You have no hatred to the loathsome meal ; 
Your firmer nerves no trembling terrors feel, 
Nor, what you must expose, desire you to conceal; 
What your coarse feelings bear without offence, 
Disgusts my taste, and poisons every sense: 
Daily shall I your sad relations hear. 
Of wanton women, and of men severe ;^ 
There will dire curses, dreadful oaths abound; 
And vile expressions shock me and confound ; 
Noise of dull wheels, and songs with horrid words, 
Will be the music that this lane affords; 
Uirth that disgusts, and quarrels that degrade 
The human mind, must my retreat invade: 
Hard is my flkte ! yet easier to sustain, 
Than to abide with guilt and fraud again ; 
A grave impostor ! who expects to meet. 
In such grey Ibcks and gravity, deceit? 
Where the sea rages, and the billows roar. 
Men know the danger, and they quit the sliore; 
But, be there nothing in the way descried. 
When o'er the rocks smooth runs the wicked tide — 
Sinking unwam'd, they execrate the shock. 
And the dread peril of the sunken rock, a 

A drowning world had now the man to dread. 
Taught in no arts, to no profession bred : 
Pining in grief, beset with constant care, 
Wandering he went, to rest he knew not where. 

Meantime the wife — but she abjured the name — 
Endured her lot, and struggled with the shame; 
When lo! an uncle on the mother's side, 
In namre something, as in blood allied. 
Admired her firmness, his protection gave, 
And show'd a kindness she disdain'd to crave. 

Fmgal and rich the man, and< frugal grew 
The sister^mind, without a selfish view; 
And further stHl — the temp'rate pair agresd 
With what they saved the patient poor to feed": 
His whole estate, when to the grave consign'd. 
Left the good kinsman to the kindred mind ; 
Assured that law, with spell secure and tight. 
Had fix'd it as her own peculiar right. 

Now to her ancient residence removed, 
She lived as widow, well endew'd and loved; 
Decent her Cable was, and to- her door 
Game daily welcomed' the neglected poor: 
The absent sick were soothed by her relief. 
As her free bounty sought the haunts of grief; 
A plain and homely charity had she. 
And loved the objects of her alms to see; 
With her own hands she dreas'd the savoury meat. 
With her own fingers wrote the choice receipt ; 
She heard all tales that injured wives relate. 
And took a double interest in their fate; 
But of all husbands not a wretch was known 
So vile, so mean, so cruel, as her own. 

This bounteous lady kept an active spy, 
To search ih' abodes of want, and to supply; 



The gentle Susan served the liberal dame— 
Unlike their notions, yet their deeds the same : 
No practised villain could a rictim find 
Than this stem lady more completely blind ; 
Nor (if detected in hb fraud) could meet 
One less disposed to pardon a deceit ; 
The wrong she treasured, and on no pretence 
Received th' offender, or forgot th* offence : 
But the kind servant, to the thrice-proved knave 
A fourth time Ksten'd, and the past forgave. 

First in her youth, when she was blithe and gay. 
Game a smooth rogue, and stole her love away ; 
Then to- another and another flew, 
To boast the wanton mischief he could do: 
Yet she forgave him, though so great.her pain, 
That she was never blithe or gay again. 

Then came a spoiler, who, with yillain-art. 
Implored her hand, and agonized her heart; 
He seized her purse, in idle waste to spend 
With a vile wanton, whom she call'd her friend; 
Five years she suffer d— he had revell'd five- 
Then came lo show her he was just alive; 
Alone he came, his vile companion dead; 
And he, a wand'ring pauper, wanting bread; 
His body wasted, wither'd lifo and limb. 
When this kind soul becakne a slave to him : 
Nay, she was suae that, should he now survive, 
No better husband would be left alive; 
For him she moum'd, and then, alone and poor, 
Sought and found comfort at her lady's door: 
Ten year* she served, and, mercy her employ. 
Her tasks were pleasure, and her duty joy. 

Thus lived the mistress and the maid, dcsign'd 
Each other's aid — one cautious, and both kind : 
Oft at their window, working, they would sigh 
To see the aged and the sick go by; 
Like wounded bees, that at their home arrive. 
Slowly and weak, but labouring for the hive. 

The busy people of a mason's yard 
The curious lady view'd with much regard ; 
With steady motion she perceived them draw 
Through blocks of stone the slowly-working saw; 
It gare her pleasure and surprise to see 
Among these men the signs of revelry: 
Cold was the season, and confined their view, 
Tedious their tasks, but merry were the crew: 
There she beheld an aged pauper veait. 
Patient and still, to take an humble freight; 
Within the panniers on an ass he laid 
The ponderous grit, and for the portion paid; 
This he re^ld, and, with each trifling gift, 
Ifade shift to live, and wretched was the shift 

Now will it be by every reader told 
Who was this humble trader, poor and old.— 
In vain an author would a name suppress, 
From the least hint a reader learns to guess; 
Of children lost, our novels sometimes treat, 
We never care — assured again to meet : 
In vain the writer for concealment tries, 
We trace his purpose under all disguise; 
Nay, though he tells us they are dead and gone, 
Of whom we wot— they will appear anon; 
Our fovourites fight, are wounded, hopeless lie. 
Survive they cannot— nay, they cannot die ; 
Now, as these tricks and stratagems are known, 
'T is best, at once, the timple truth to own. 
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This was the husband — in an humble shed 
He nightly slept, and daily sought his bread : 
Once for relief the weary man applied; 
M Tour wife is rich,* the angry vestry cried : 
Alas! he dared not to his wife complain. 
Feeling her wron^, and fearing her disdain : 
By various methods he had tried to live, 
But not one effort would subsistence give : 
He was an usher in a school, till noise 
Made him less able than the weaker boys; 
On messages he went, till he in vain 
Strove names, or words, or meanings to retain ; 
Each small employment in each neighbouring town 
By turn he took, to lay as quickly down : 
For, such his fate, he fail'd in all he plann'd, 
And nothing prosper'd in his luckless hand. 

At his old home, his motive half supprew'd. 
He sought no more for riches, but for rest : 
There lived the bounteous wife, and at her gate 
He saw in cheerful groups the needy wait; 
«Had he a right with bolder hope t* apply?* 
He ask'd— was answer d, and went groaning by: 
For some remains of spirit, temper, pride. 
Forbade a prayer he knew would be denied. 

Thus was the grieving man, with burthen'd ass, 
Seen day by day along the street to pass: 
« Who is he, Susan T who the poor old man? 
He never calls— do make him, if you can.w — 
The conscious damsel still delayed to speak, 
She stopp'd confused, and had her words to seek ; 
From Susan's fears the fact her mistress knew, 
And cried — « The wretch ! what scheme has he in view? 
Is this his lot? — but let him, let him feel — 
Who wants the courage, not the will to steal.* 

A dreadful winter came, each day severe, 
lUisty when mild, and icy cold when clear; 
And still the humble dealer took his load. 
Returning slow, and shivering on the road: 
The lady, still relentless, saw him come, 
And said — • I wonder, has the wretch a home?* 

• A hut! a hovel !* — « Then his fate appears 

To suit hb crime;*— • Yes, lady, not his years;— 
No! nor his sufferings — nor that form decay'd.* 

■ Well ! let the parish give its paupers aid ; 
You must the vileness of his acts allow;* 

■ And you, dear lady, that be feels it now.* 

> When such dissemblers on their deeds reflect, 
Can they the pity they refused expect ? 
He that doth evil, evil shall he dread.*— 

• The snow,» quoth Susan, « falls upon his bed- 
It blows beside the thatch— it melts upon his head.*— 
. 'T is weakness, child, for grieving guilt to feel :» 

M Yes, but be never sees a wholesome meal ; 

u Through his bare dress appears his shrivell'd skin. 

And ill he fore« without, and worse within ! 

With that weak body, lame, diseased, and slow, 

What cold, pain, peril, must the sufferer know!* 

« Think on hb crime.* — • Yes, sure 'l was very wrong; 

But look, (Cod bless him!) how he gropes along.* — 

■ Brought me to shame.* — « Oh ! yes, I know it all— 
What cutting blast ! and he can scarcely crawl ; 

He freezes as he moves — he dies! if he should fall : 

Witli cruet fierceness drives this icy sleet 

And must a Christian perish in the street. 

In sight of Christians?— There ! at last, he lies ;— 

Nor unsupported can he ever rise : 



He cannot live.»— « But is he fit to die?* — 

Here Susan softly muttei^d a reply, 

Look'd round the room — said something of its state. 

Dives the rich, and Lazarus at his gate ; 

And then aloud — « In pity do behold 

The man affrighten'd, weeping, trembling, cold : 

Oh ! how those flakes of snow their entrance win 

Through tlie poor rags, and keep the frost within ; 

Hb very heart seems frozen as he goes, 

Leading that starved companion of hb woes : 

He tried to pray — his lips, I saw them move, 

And he so turn'd his piteous looks above ; 

But the fierce wind the willing heart oppdsed. 

And, ere he spoke, the lips in misery closed : 

Poor suffering object! yes, for ease you pra/d, 

And God will hear — he only, I 'm afraid.* 

* Peace! Susan, peace! Pain ever follows sin.* — 
« Ah ! then,* thought Susan, • when will ours b^in 7i» 
When reach'd his home, to what a cheerless fire 
And chilling bed will those cold limbs retire! 
Yet ragged, wretched as it is, that bed 
Takes half the space of hb contracted shed ; 
I saw the thorns beside the narrow grate. 
With straw collected in a putrid state : 
There will he, kneeling, strive the fire to raise, 
And that will warm him, rather than the blase ; 
The sullen, smoky blaze, that cannot last 
One moment after his attempt b past: 
And I so warmly and so purely laid, 
To sink to rest — indeed, I am afraid.* — 
« Know you hb conduct?* — « Yes, indeed, I know — 
And how he wanders in the wind and snow : 
Safe in our rooms the threat'ning storm we bear, 
But he feels strongly what we faintly fear.* 
■ Wilful was rich, and he the storm defied ; 
Wilful b poor, and must the storm abide;* 
Said the stem lady— > T b in vain to feel; 
Go and prepare the chicken for our meal.* 

Susan her task reluctantly began, 
And utter'd as she went— « The poor old man !* — 
But while her soft and ever-yielding heart 
Made strong protest against her lady's part. 
The lady's self began to think it wrong. 
To feel so wrathful and resent so long. 

a No more the wretch would she receive again, 
No more behold him — but she would sustain ; 
Great hb offence, and evil was his mind — 
But he had suffer'd; and she would be kind : 
She spum'd such baseness, and she found within 
A fair acquittal from so foul a sin ; 
Yet she too err'd, and must of Heaven ocpect 
To be rejected, him should she reject.* 

Susan was summon'd— • I 'm about to do 
A fbolbh act, in part seduced by you ; 
Go to the creature — say that 1 intend. 
Foe to his sins, to be hb sorrow's friend ; 
Take, for hb present comforts, food and wine. 
And mark his feelings at thb act of mine: 
Observe if shame be o'er hb features spread. 
By his own victim to be soothed and fed ; 
But, this inform him, that it b not love 
That prompts my heart, that duties only move : 
Say, that no merits in hb fsvour plead. 
But miseries only, and his abject need; 
Nor bring me grov'ling thanks, nor high-flown praise ; 
I would his spirits, not hb fancy raise : 
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Ghre him no hope thst I shall ev«r more 
A man so yile to my esteem restore ; 
But warn him rather^ that, in timfe of rest, 
His crimes he all rememhei'd and confess'd : 
I know not all that form the sinner's deht, 
Bat there is one that he most not forget* 

The mind of Susan prompted her with speed 
To act her part in erery courteous deed : 
Ail that was kind she was prepared to say» 
And keep the lecture for a future day ; 
When he had all life's comforts by his side, 
Pity might sleep, and good advice he tried. 

This done, the mistnsBS felt disposed to look. 
As sclf-approring, on a pious hook : 
Yet, to her naiive hias still inclined. 
She felt her act too merciful and kind; 
But wheq, long musing on the chilling scene 
So lately past — the frost and sleet so keen— 
The man's whole misery in a single riew — 
Yes! she could think some pity was his due. 

Thus fix'd, she heard not her attendant glide 
With soft slow step^till, standing by her side. 
The trembling servant gasp'd for breath, and shed 
Relieving tears, then utter'd — « He is dead!» 

« Dead !» said the startled lady; « Yes, he fell 
Close at the door where he was wont to dwell ; 
There his sole friend, the ass, was standing by, 
Half dead himself, to see his master die.» 

« Expired he then, good Heaven ! for want of food ?» 
■ No! crusts and water in a comer stood ; — 
To have this plenty, and to wait so long. 
And to be right too late, is doubly wrong : 
Then, every day to see him totler by. 
And to forbear — Oh! what a heart had I!* 

« Blame me not, child; 1 tremble at the news.» 
« 'T is my own heart,* said Susan, « I accuse : 
To have this money in my purK — to know 
What grief was his, and what to grief we owe; 
To see him often, always to conceive 
How he must pine and languish, groan and grieve; 
And every day in ease and peace to dine, 
And rest in comfort! — what a heart is mine!»— 
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'T b tho«cfat yoar deor doth hold yon mt • bay. 

Tamimf 0/ tke Skrtw, act t, aeene a. 

I chvM her for ByMlfi 
If aho sad I ara ploaiad, what '• that to yoaT 

, aol V, MM* 1. 

L«t '• Mad aach o«« to his wife, 
Aad ha whoM wife i« Boat ohadieat 
ShaUwiBiha 



-, act V, touM X. 



New by tba world It la a lasty weach, 
I loTO her tea tlBMt more than e'er I did. 



-, aa II, Moae 1 . 



CouHTn and Clobb were men in trade, whose pains. 
Credit, and prudence, brought them constant gains; 



Partners and pimctnal, every friend agreed 

Counter and Clubb were men who must suooeed. 

When they had fix'd some little time in life. 

Each thought of taking to himself a wife : 

As men in trade alike, as men in love 

They seem'd with no according views to move; 

As certain ores in outward view the same. 

They show'd their difference when the magnet came. 

Coimter was vain : with spirit strong and high, 

'T was not in him like suppliant swain to sigh : 

t His wife might o'er his men and maids preside. 

And in her province be a judge and guide; 

But what he thought, or did, or wish'd to do. 

She must not know, or censure if she knew; 

At home, abroad, by day, by night, if he 

On aught determined, so it viras to be : 

How is a man,» he ask'd, « for business fit. 

Who to a female can his will submit? 

Absent awhile, let no inquiring eye 

Or plainer speech presume to question why, 

But all be silent ; and, when seen again. 

Let all be cheerful— shall a wife complain? 

Friends I invite, and who shall dare t' object. 

Or look on them with coolness or neglect? 

No ! I must ever of my house be head. 

And, thus obey'd, 1 condescend to wed- • 

Clubb heard the speech— « My friend is nice,* said he ; 
« A wife with less respect will do for me : 
How is he certain snch a prize to gain ? 
What he approves, a lass may learn to feign. 
And so affect t* obey till she begins to reign ; 
Awhile complying, she may vary then. 
And be as wives of more unwary men ; 
Beside, to him who plays such lordly part. 
How shall a tender creature yield her heart? 
Should he the promised confidence refuse, 
She may another more confiding chiise; 
May show her anger, yet her purpose hide, 
And wake his jealousy, and wound his pride. 
In one so humbled, who can trace the friend 7 
1 on an equal, not a slave, depend ; 
If true, my confidence is wisely placed. 
And being ftdse, she only is disgraced.* 

Clubb, with these notions, cast his eye around. 
And one so easy soon a partner found. 
The lady chosen was of good repute ; 
Meekness she had not, and viras seldom mute; 
Though quick to anger, still she loved to smile; 
And would be calm if men would v?ait awhile: 
She knew her duty, and she loved her way. 
More pleased in truth to govern than obey; 
She heard her priest with reverence, and her spouse 
As one who felt the pressure of ^er vows: 
Useful and civil, all her friends confess'd — 
Give her her way, and she would chuse the best ; 
Though some indeed a sly remark would make — 
Give it her not, and she would chuse to take. 

All this, when Clubb some cheerful months had spent. 
He saw, confess'd, and said he vras content. 

Counter meantime selected, doubted, weigh'd. 
And then brought home a young complying maid ;— < 
A tender creature, full of fasrs as charms, 
A beauteous nursling frojn its mother's arms ; 
A soft, sweet blossom, such as men must love. 
But to presct-ve must keep it in the stove : 



90 



GRABBE'S POETICAL WORKS. 



She had a mild, subdued, expiring look — 
Raise but the voice, and this fair creature shook; 
Leave her alone, she felt a thousand fears — 
Chide, and she melted into floods of tears; 
Fondly she pleaded and would gently sigh, 
For very pity, or she knew not why; 
One whom to govern none could be afraid — 
Hold up the finger, this meek thing obeyed; 
Her happy husband had the easiest task — 
Say but his will, no question would she ask ; 
She sought no reasons, no affairs she knew. 
Of business spoke not, and had nought to do. 

Oft he ezclaim'd, « How meek ! how mild ! how kind ! 
With her 't were cruel but to seem unkind; 
Though ever silent when I take my leave. 
It pains my heart to think how hers will grieve,- 
'T is heaven on earth with such a wife to dwell, 
I am in raptures to have sped so well ; 
But let me not, my friend, your envy raise. 
No ! on my life, your patience has my praise.» 

His friend, though silent, felt the scorn implied — 
« What need of patience?» to himself he cried : 
■ Better a woman o'er her house to rule. 
Than a poor child just huriied from her school ; 
Who has no, care, yet never lives at ease; 
Unfit to rule, and indisposed to please ; 
What if he govern? there his boast should end, 
No husband's power can make a slave his friend.w 

It was the custom of these friends to meet 
With a few neighbours in a neighbouring street; 
Where Counter of ttimes would occasion seixe 
To move his silent friend by words like these : 
« A man, • said he, • if govem'd by his wife. 
Gives up his rank and dignity in life; 
Now better fate befalls my friend and me* — 
He spoke, and look'd th' approving smile to see. 

The quiet partner, when he chose to speak. 
Desired his friend, ■ another theme to seek ; 
When thus they met, he judged that state-affoirs 
And such important subjects should be theirs:* 
But still the partner, in his lighter vein, 
Would cause in Clubb affliction or disdain ; 
It made him anxious to detect the cause 
Of all that boasting — « Wants my friend applause? 
This plainly proves him not at perfect ease. 
For, felt he pleasure, he would wish to please. — 
These triumphs here for some regrets atone — 
Men who are blest let other men alone. » 
Thus made suspicious, he observed and saw 
His friend each night at early hour withdraw; 
He sometimes mention'd Juliet's tender nerves. 
And what attention such a wife deserves : 
« In this,* thought Clubb, « full sure some mystery li 
He laughs at me, yet he with much complies. 
And all his vaunts of bliss are proud apologies.* 

With such ideas treasured in his breast. 
He grew composed, and let his anger rest ; 
Till Counter once ( when wine so long went round 
That friendship and discretion both were drown'd ) 
Began in teasing and triumphant mood 
His evening banter.— « Of all earthly good. 
The best,* he said, «c was an obedient spouse, 
Such as my friend's — that every one allows : 
What if she wishes his designs to know ? 
It is because slie would her praise bestow ; 



What if she wills that he remains at home? 
She knows that mischief may from travel come. 
I, who am free to venture where I please. 
Have no such kind preventing checks as these ; 
But mine is double duty, first to guide 
Myself aright, then rule a house beside ; 
While this our friend, more happy than the free, 
Resigns all power, and laughs at liberty.n 

« By Heaven,* said Clubb, « excuse me if I swear, 
I '11 bet a hundred guiueas, if he dare, 
That uncontroll'd I will such freedoms take. 
That he will fear to equal — there 's my stake.* 

• A match !■ said Counter, much by wine inflamed ; 
■ Rut we are friends — let smaller stake be named : 
Wine for our future meeting, that will I 
Take and no more — what peril shall we try ?» 

• Let 's to Newmarket,» Clubb replied ; • or chuse 
Yourself the place, and what you like to lose ; 
And he who first returns, or fears to go. 
Forfeits his cash.— * Said Counter, k Be it so.i* 

The friends around them saw with much delight 
The social war, and hail'd the pleasant night ; 
Nor would they further hear tlic cause discuss'd, 
Afraid the recreant heart of Clubb to trust. 

Now sober thoughts return'd as each withdrew. 
And of the subject took a serious view ; 
« T was wrong,* thought Counter, « and will grieve my 

love ;» 
«T was wrong, • thought Clubb, • my wife will not approve 
But friends were present; I must try the thing. 
Or with my folly half the town will ring.* 

He sought his lady-^n Madam, I *m to blame. 
But was reproach'd, and could not bear the shame ; 
Herein my folly—for 't is best to say 
The very truth — i 've sworn to have my way: 
To that Newmarket— ( though I hate the place. 
And have no taste or talents for a race, 
Yet so it is — well, now prepare to chide — ) 
I laid a wager that I dared to ride ; 
And I must go : by Heaven, if you resist 
I shall be scom'd, and ridiculed, and hiss'd ; 
Let me with grace before my friends appear. 
You know the truth, and must not be severe ; 
He too must go, but that he will of course ; 
Do you consent? — I never think of force.* 

« You never need,* the worthy dame replied ; 

• The husband's honour is the woman's pride ; 
If I in trifles be the wilful wife. 

Still for your credit I would lose my life ; 
Go I and when fix'd the day of your return, 
Stay longer yet, and let the blockheads learn, 
That though a wife may sometimes wish to rule, 
She would not make th' indulgent man a fool ; 
1 would at times advise — but idle (hey 
Who think th' assenting husband must obey.* 

The happy man, who thought his lady right 
In other cases, was assured to-night ; 
Then for the day with proud delight prepared^ 
To show his doubting friends how much he dared. 

Counter — who grieving sought his bed, his rest 
Broken by pictures of his love distress'd — 
With soft and winning speech the fair prepared ; 

• She all his councils, comforts, pleasures shared : 
She was assured he loved her from his soul, 

She never knew and need not fear control ; 
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Bat so it happen'd — he was ^ered at heart. 

It happen'd so, that they awhile miut part — 

A little time — the distance was hut short. 

And business call'd him— he despised the qmrt; 

But to Newmarket he engaged to ride, 

With his friend Glubb,» and there he stopped and sigh'd. 

Awhile the tender creature look'd dismay d, 
Then floods of tears the call of grief obey'd :— 

« She an objection ! No ! » she sobb'd, « not one ; 
Her work was finish'd, and her race was run ; 
For die she must, indeed she would not lire 
A week alone, for all the world could give; 
He too must die in that same wicked place; 
It always happen'd^was a common case ; 
Among those horrid horses, jockeys, crowds, 
'T was certain death— they might bespeak theirshrouds; 
He would attempt a race, be sure to fall — 
And she expire with terror— that was all; 
With lore like hers she was indeed unfit 
To bear such horrors, but she must submit. » 

« But for three days, my lore ! three days at most — » 
« Enough for me; I then shall be a ghost — » 
« My honour s pledged !w — « Oh ! yes, my dearest life, 
I know your honour must outweigh your wife ; 
But ere this absence, have you sought a friend? 
1 shall be dead — on whom can you depend! 
Let me one favour of your kindness crave. 
Grant me the stone I mention'd for my grave. — » 
• Nay, love, attend — ^why, bless my soul — I say 
I will return — there — weep no longer — nay ! — ■ 

> Well ! I obey, and to the last am true, 
But spirits foil me; I must die; adieu!* 

t What, madam ! must 7 — 't is wrong — I 'm angry — 
sounds! 

> Can I remain and los« a thonsand pounds 7 1 

> Go then, my love ! it is a monstrous sum, 
Worth twenty wives — go, love! and I am dumb— 
Nor be displeased — had I the power to live, 

Ton might be angry, now you must forgive; 
Alas! I foint — ah! cruel — there 's no need 
Of wounds or fevers — this had done the deed.* 

The lady fsinted, and the husband sent 
For every aid, for every comfort went ; 
Strong terror seised him ; • Oh I she loved so well. 
And who th' effect of tenderness could tell 7 « 

She now recover'd, and again b^an 
With accent querulous—* Ah I cruel man — » 
Till the sad husband, conscience struck, confess'd, 
'T was very wicked with his friend to jest ; 
For now he saw that those who were obey'd, 
Gould like the most subservient feel afraid; 
And though a wife might not dispute the will 
Of her liege lord, she could prevent it still. 

The morning came, and Glubb prepared to ride 
With a smart boy, his servant and his guide; 
When, ere he mounted on the ready steed, 
Arrived a letter, and he stopp'd to read. 

> My friend,* he read — • our journey I decline, 
A heart too tender for such strife is mine ; 
Yours is the triumph, be you so inclined ; 

But you are too considerate and kind : 

In tender pity to my Juliet's fears 

I thus relent, o'ercome by love and tears; 

She knows your kindness; I have heard her say, 

A man like you 't is pleasure to obey : 



Each faithful wife, like ours, must disapprove 

Such dangerous trifling with connubial love; 

What has the idle world, my friend, to do 

With our affairs? they envy me and you : 

What if I could my gentle spouse command-*^ 

Is that a cause I should her tears withstand? 

And what if you, a friend of peace, submit 

To one you love — is that a theme for wit? 

*T was wrong, and 1 shall henceforth judge it weak 

Both of submission and control to speak : 

Be it agreed that all contention cease, 
And no such follies vex our future peace; 
Let each keep guard against domestic strife, 
And find nor tiave nor tyrant in his wife.» 

■Agreed,* said Clubb, • with all my soul agreed* — 
And to the boy, delighted, gave his steed ; 
■ I think my friend has well his mind express'd, 
And I assent ; such things are not a jest.* 

« True,* said the wife, « no longer he can hide 
The truth that pains him by his wounded pride : 
Your friend has found it not an easy thing, 
Beneatli bis yoke, this yielding soul to bring; 
These weeping willows, though they seem inclined 
By every breeie, yet not the strongest wind 
Can from their bent divert this weak but stubborn kind; 
Drooping they seek your pity to excite. 
But 't is at once their nature and delight; 
Such women feel not ; while they sigh and weep, 
T is but their habit— their affections sleep; 
They are like ice that in the hand we hold, 
&o very melting, yet so very cold; 
On such affection let not man rely. 
The husbands suffer, and the ladies sigh : 
But your friend's offer let us kindly take, 
And sptLve his pride for his vexation's sake ; 
For he has found, and through his life will find, 
'T is easiest dealing with the firmest mind — 
Morejust when it resists, and, when it yields, more kind.* 






TALE XIX. 



THE CONVERT. 

A uptior U > good trade, siid an old cloak 
BSkos a mew Jorkin ; a wither'd s«rriB|^maB, a fresh Uptter. 

Jfrny ITJvM of mmd$or, act 1, toane 3. 

A fallow, alt, that I have known go aboat with my troll-aij" 

daniee. 

Wlmt0i'$ TmUt act Iv, toene a. 

I mpelf, aometlmea leaYlB({ the fear of 
BeaToa on the left band, and holdins atlnahonoar In my nooeaslty, 
am forced to ahnlBo, to hedge, and to larch. 

JMeny W*«s ^f Wimdtor, act il, toane a. 

Yea, and at that Tory mooient, 
Conalderatlon like an angel came. 
And whipp'd th' oBending Adam out of him. 

U4»ty V, act }, loeoe i. 

I have lived long enoogh : My May of life 
U fkll'n Into the Mor, the yellow leaf; 
And that whidi thoald acooatpany old age, 
Aa honour, Ioto, obedlenee, troope of frlenda, 
1 mnst not look to have. 

JMaoA^lA, act t, aeene i. 



Some to our hero have a hero's name 
Denied, because no fother's he could claim ; 
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Nor could his mother with precision stale 
A full fair claim to her certificate; 
On her own word the marriage must depend— 
A point she was not eajrer to defend : 
But who, without a father's name, can raise, 
Uis own so high, deserves the greater praise: 
The less advantage to the strife he brought. 
The greater wonders has his prowess wrought; 
He who depends upon his wind and limbs, 
Needs neither cork nor bladder when he swims ; 
Nor will by empty breath be puff d along, 
As not himself — but in his helpers — strong. 

Suffice it then, our hero's name was clear, 
For, call John Dighton, and he answer'd, « Here!* 
Rut who that name in early life assign'd 
He never found, he never tried to find ; 
Whether his kindred were to John disgrace. 
Or John to them, is a disputed case ; 
His infant-«tate owed nothing to their care — 
His mind neglected, and his body bare; 
All his success must on himself d^rpend, 
He had no money, counsel, guide, or friend ; 
But in a market-town an active boy j 

Appcar'd, and sought in various ways employ; 
Who soon, thus cast upon the world, began 
To show the talents of a thriving man. 

With spirit high John leam'd tlie world to brave, 
And in both senses was a ready knave; 
Knave as of old, obedient, keen, and quick. 
Knave as at present, skill'd to shift and trick ; 
Some humble part of many trades he caught, 
He for the builder and the painter wrought; 
For serving-maids on secret errands ran, 
TIic waiter's helper, and the hostler's man ; 
And when he chanced (oft chanced he) place to lose, 
His varying genius shone in blacking shoes : 
A midnight fisher by the pond he stood. 
Assistant poacher, he o'erlook'd the wood ; 
At an election John's impartial mind 
Was to no cause nor candidate confined; 
To all in turn he full allegiance swore, 
And in his hat the various badges bore : 
His liberal soul with every sect agreed, 
Unheard their reasons, he received their creed ; 
At church he deign'd the organ-pipes to fill. 
And at the meeting sang both loud and shrill : 
But the full purse these different merits gain'd, 
By strong demands his lively passions drain'd ; 
Liquors he loved of each inflaming kind. 
To midnight revels flew with ardent mind ; 
Too warm at cards, a losing game he play'd. 
To fleecing beauty his attention paid ; 
His boiling passions were by oaths expreas'd, 
And lies he made his profit and his jest 

Such was the boy, and such the man had been. 
But fote or happier fortune changed the scene; 
A fever seized him, « He should surely die — » 
He fear'd, and lo! a friend was praying by; 
With terror moved, this teacher he addrets'4. 
And all the errors of hb youth confess'd : 
The good man kindly clear'd the sinner's way 
To lively hope, and coonsell'd him to pray; 
Who then resolved, should he from sickness rise. 
To quit cards, liquors, poaching, oaths, and Ues : 
His health restored, he yet resolved, and grew 
Trae to his masters, to their meeting true: 



His old companions at his sober face 

Laugh'd loud, while he, attesting it was grace. 

With tears besought them all his calling to embrace: 

To his new friends such convert gave applause, 

Life to their zeal, and glory to their cause : 

Though terror wrought the mighty change, yet strong 

Was the impression, and it lasted long; 

John at the lectures due attendance paid, 

A convert meek, obedient, and afraid. 

His manners strict, though fbrm'd on fear alone. 

Pleased the grave friends, nor less his solemn tone. 

The lengthen'd face of care, the low and inward groan 

The stern good men exulted, when they saw 

Those timid looks of penitence and awe; 

Nor thought that one so passive, humble, meek. 

Had yet a creed and principles to seek. 

The faith that reason finds, confirms, avows, 
The hopes, the views, the comforts she allows — 
These were not his, who by his feelings found. 
And by them only, that his faith was sound ; 
Feelings of terror these, for evil past. 
Feelings of hope, to be received at last; 
Now weak, now lively, changing with the day. 
These were his feelings, and he felt his way. 

Sprung from such sources, will this faith remain 
While these supporters can their strength retain : 
As heaviest weights the deepest rivers pass. 
While icy chains fast bind the solid mass ; 
So, bom of feelings, faith remains secure. 
Long as their firmness and their strength endure: 
But when the waters in their channel glide, 
A bridge must bear us o'er the threat' ning tide: 
Such bridge is reason, and there faith relies. 
Whether the varying spirits fall or rise. 

His patrons, still disposed their aid to lend. 
Behind a counter placed their humble friend; 
Where pens and paper were on shelves display'd. 
And pious pamphlets on the windows laid ; 
By nature active and from vice restrain'd , 
Increasing trade his bolder views sustain'd ; 
His friends and teachers, finding so much seal 
In that young convert whom they taught to feel. 
His trade encouraged, and were pleased to find 
A hand so ready, with such humble mind. 

And now, his health restored, his spirits eased, 
He wish'd to marry, if the teachers pleased. 
They, not unwilling, from the virgin-class 
Took him a comely and a courteous lass f 
Simple and civil, loving and beloved. 
She long a fond and faithful partner proved ; 
In every year the elders and the priest 
Were duly summon'd to a christening feast ; 
Nor came a babe, but by his growing trade, 
John had provision for the coming made ; 
For friends and strangers all were pleased to deal 
Witli one whose care was equal to his seal. 

In human friendship, it compels a sigh. 
To think what trifles will dissolve the tie. 
John, now become a master of his trade, 
Perceived how much improvement might be made; 
And as this prospect open'd to his view, 
A certain portion of his zeal withdrew ; 
Uis fear abated — ■ What had he to fear — 
His profits certain, and his conscience clear?* 
Above his door a board was placed by John, 
And, • Dighton, stationer,* was gilt thereon ; 
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nU window BWt, ettlarfcd to twice the tti«, 
Shone with such trinkelB m the airaple priae ; 
While in the shop with pious works were seen 
The last new placy* renew, or mafpuine: 
In orders ponctnal, he ohsenred—* The books 
He never read, and could he jnd|(e dieir looks T 
Readers and critics should iheir merits try, 
He had no office but to sell and bny ; 
Like other traders, profit was his care ; 
Of what (hey print, the authors must beware. > 
He held his patrons and his teachers dear. 
But with his trade — they ouist not interfere. 

T was certain now that John had lost the dread 
And pious thoughts that once such terrors bred ; 
His habits varied, and he more tnelined 
To the vain world, which he had b4lf resign'd : 
He had moreover in his brethren seen. 
Or he imagined, craft, eonceitj and spleen ; 
• They are but men,* said John, « and shall I then 
Fear man's control, or stand in awe of men? 
'T is their advice (their convert's rule and law). 
And good it is — I will not stand in awe.« 

MoreoTer Dighton, though he thought of books 
As one who chiefly on the title looks, 
Tet sometimes poodei'd o'er a page to find. 
When vex'd with cares, amusement for his mind { 
And by degrees that mind had treasured much ' 
From works his teachers were afraid to touch : 
Satiric novels, poets bold and free, 
And what their writers term philosophy ; 
All these were read, and be began to feel 
Some self-approval on his bosom steal. 
Wisdom creates humility, but he 
Who thus collects it, will not humble be : 
No longer John was fiH'd with pure delight 
And humble reverence in a pastor's sight; 
Who, like a grateful zealot, listening stood. 
To hear a man so friendly and so good ; 
But felt the dignity of one who made 
Himself important by a thriving trade; 
And growing pride in Dighton's mind was bred 
By the strange food on which it coarsely fed. 

Their brother's fall the grieving brethren heard, 
The pride indeed to all around appeatr'd ; 
The worid his friends agreed had won the soul 
From its best hopes, the man from their control : 
To make him humble, and confine his views 
Within their bounds, and books which they penise ; 
A deputation from these friends select. 
Might reason with him to some good effect; 
Arm'd with authority, and led by love, 
They might those follies from his mind remove; 
Deciding thus, and with this kind intent, 
A chosen body with its i|)eaker went 

• John,* said the teacher, > John,* with great con- 
cern, 
« We see thy frailty, and thy fote discern— 
Satan with toils thy simple soul beset. 
And thou art careless, slumbering in the net; 
Unmindful art thou of tliy early vo\/ ; 
Who at the morning-meeting sees tliee now 7 
Who at the evening? where is brother John ? 
We ask — arc answer'd. To the tavern gone : 
Thee on the sabbath seldom we behold ; 
Thou canst uot sing, thou 'rt nursing for a cold : 



This from the churchmen thou hast learn'd, for they 
Have colds and fevers on the sabbath-day ; 
When in some snug warm room they sit, and pen 
Bills from their ledgers, (world-entangled men !} 

• See with what pride tliou hast enlaiiged tliy shop ; 
To view tliy templing stores the heedless stop ; 
By what strange names doet thou (hose baubles know, 
Which wantons wear, to make a sinful show? 
Hast thou in. view these idle Tolumes placed 
To be the pander of a vicious taste? 
What's here ? a book of dances ! — yo« adymee 
In goodly knowledge— John, wilt learn to dance T 
How ! *Go— ' it says, and * to the devil gol 
And shake thyself l' I tremble— but 't is so— — 
Wretch as thou art, what answer canst thou owke? 
Oh ! without question thou wilt go and shake. 
What 's here? the * School for Scandal '—pretty schools?" 
Well, and art thou proficient in the rules? 
Art thou a pnpil, is it thy design 
To make our names -contemptible as thine? 

* Old Nick, a Novel !' oh ! 't is mighty weU— 
A fool has courage when he laughs at hell ; 

* Frolic and Fun,' the humours of ' Tim Grin ;' 
Why, John, thou groVst lacetioas in thy sin; 

And what? ' the Archdeacon's Charge' — 't is mighty 

well— 
If Satan pubiish'd, thou wouldst doubdesssell ; 
Jests^ novels, dances, and this precious staff, 
To crown thy folly we have seen enough ; 
We find thee fitted for each evil work — 
l>o print the Koran, and become a Turk. 

■ John, thou art lost ; success and woridly pride 
O'er all thy thoughts and purposes preside, * 
Have bound thee fast, and drawn thee far aside: 
Yet turn ; these sin-traps from thy shop expel, 
Repent and pray, and all may yet be well. 

« And here thy wife, thy Dorothy, behold. 
How fashion's wanton robes her form infold ! 
Can grace, can goodness with such trappings dwell 7 
John, thou hast made thy wife a Jezebel : 
See ! on her bosom rests the sign of sin, 
The glaring proof of naughty thoughts within ; 
What? 't is a cross; come hither — as a friend. 
Thus from thy neck the shameful badge I rend. ■ 

« Rend, if you dare,* said Dighton ; ■ you shall find 
A man of ipirit, though to peace inclined; 
Call me ungrateful ! have I not my pay 
At all times ready for the expected day?— 
To share .my plenteous board you deign to come, 
Myself your pupil, and my house your home; 
And shall the persons who my meat enjoy 
Talk of my foultSi and treat me as a boy? 
Have you not told how Rome's insulting priests 
Led their meek laymen like a herd of beasts ; 
And by their fleecing and their forgery made 
Their holy calling an accursed trade? 
Can you such acts and insolence condemn. 
Who to your utmost power resemble them ? 

■ Concerns it you what books I set for sale? 
The (ale perchance may be a virtuous tale; 
And for the rest, 't is neither wise nor just. 

In you, who read not, to condemn on trust;. 
Why should th* Archdeacon's Charge your spleen ex- 
cite! 
He, or perchance th' archbishop, may be right. 
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• That from your meetings I refrain, is true; 
I meet with nodiing pleasant — nothing new ; 
Bat the same prooh, that not one text explain. 
And the same lights, where all things dark remain ; 
I thought yon saints on earth — bat I hare found 
Some sins among you, and the hest unsound ; 
You have your filings, like the crowds below, 
And at your pleasure hot and cold can blow. 
When I at first your grave deportment saw, 

(I own my folly), I was fiU'd with awe; 

You spoke so warmly, and it seenu so well, 

I should have thought it treason to rebel ; 

Is it a wonder that a man like me 

Should such perfection in such teachers lee? 

Nay, should conceive you sent from HeaVn to brave 

The host of sin, and sinful souls to save? 

But as our reason wakes, our prospects clear, 

And failings, flaws, and blemishes appear. 

• When you were mounted in your rostrum high, 
We shrank beneath your tone, your frown, your eye ; 
Then you beheld us abject, fallen, low, 

And felt your glory from our baseness grow; 
Touch'd by your words, I trembled like the rest. 
And my own vileness and your power confess'd '• 
These, I exclaim'd, are men divine, and gaied 
On him who taught, delighted and amazed ; 
Glad when he finish'd, if by chance he cast 
One look on such a sinner, as he pass'd. 

■ But when I view'd you in a clearer light, 
And saw the frail and carnal appetite ; 
When, at his humble pra/r, you deign'd to eat, 
Saints as you are, a civil sinner's mieat ; 
When as you sat contented and at eaae, 
Nibbling at leisure on the ducks and pease, 
And, pleased some comforts in such place to find, 
You could descend to be a little kind ; 
And gave us hope, in Heaven there might be room 
For a few souls beside your own to come ; 
While this world's good engaged your carnal view, 
And like a sinner you enjoy'd it too; 
All this perceiving, can you think it strange 
That change in you should work an equal change ?n 

• Wretch that thou art,* an elder cried, > and gone 
For everlasting.* ■ Go thyself,» said John; 

• Depart this instant, let me hear no more ; 
My house my castle is, and that my door.» 

The hint they took, and from the door withdrew, 
And John to meeting bade a long adieu ; 
Attach'd to business, he in time became 
A wealthy man of no inferior name. 
It secm'd, alas ! in John's deluded sight. 
That all was wrong because not all was right; 
And wiien he found his teachen had their stains, 
Resentment and not reason broke his chains: 
Thus on his feelings he again relied, 
And never look'd to reason for his guide : 
Could he have wisely view'd the frailty shown, 
And righdy weigh'd their wanderings and his own, 
He might have known that men may be sincere, 
Though gay and feasting on the savoury cheer ; 
That doctrines soond and sober they may teach. 
Who love to eat with all the glee they preach ; 
Kay, who believe the duck, the grape, the pine, 
Were not intended for the dog and swine : 
But Dighton's hasty mind on every theme 
Ban from the truth, and rcsteil inrth' eitroinc: 



Flaws in his friends he found, and then withdrew 
(Vain of his knowledge) from their viitnes loo* 
Best of hii books he loved the liberal kind, 
That, if they improve not, still enlarge the mind^ 
And found himself, with such advisers, free 
From a fix'd creed, as mind enlarged could bo> 
His humble wife at these opinions sigh'd, 
But her he never heeded till she died ; 
He then assented to a last request, 
And by the meeting-window let her rest ; 
And on her stone the sacred text was seen, 
Which had her comfort in departing been. 

Dighton with joy beheld his trade advance. 
Yet seldom published, loth to trust to chance ; 
Then wed a doctor's sister — poor indeed, 
But skill'd in works her husband could not read; 
Who, if he wish'd new ways of wealth to seek, 
Gould make her half-crown pamphlet in a week : 
This he rejected, though without disdain. 
And chose the old and certain way to ^ua. 

Thus he proceeded; trade increased the while, 
And fortune woo'd him with perpetual smile : 
On early scenes he sometimes cast a thought, 
When on his heart the mighty change was wrought; 
And all the ease and comfort converts find 
Was magnified in his reflecting mind: 
Then on the teacher's priesdy pride he dwelt. 
That caused his freedom, but with this he fell 
The danger of the free — for since that day, 
No guide had shown, no brethren join'd his way ; 
Forsaking one, he found no second creed. 
But reading doubted, doubting what to read. 

Still, though reproof had brought some present pain, 
The gain he made was fair and honest gain ; 
He laid his wares indeed in public view, 
But that all traders claim a right to do : 
By means like these, he saw his wealth increase. 
And felt his consequence, and dwelt in peace. 

Our hero's age was threescore years and five. 
When he exclaim'd, ■ Why longer should I strive ? 
Why more amass, who never must behold 
A young John Dighton to make glad the old ?» 
(The sons he had to early graves were gone, 
And girls were burdens to the mind of John.) 
« Had I boy, he would our name sustain. 
That now to nothing must return again ; 
But what are all my profits, credit, trade. 
And parish-honours? — folly and parade. ■ 

Thus Dighton thought, and in his looks appeared 
Sadness increased by much he saw and heard : 
The brethren often at the shop would stay, 
And make their comments ere they walk'd away: 
They mark'd the window, fiU'd in every pane 
With lawless prinu of reputations slain ; 
Distorted forms of men with honoure graced, 
And our chief rulers in derision placed: 
Amaxed they stood, remembering well the days. 
When to be humble was their brother's praise; 
When at the dwelling of their friend they stopp'd 
To drop a word, or to receive it dropp'd ; 
Where they beheld the prints of men renown'd, 
And far-famed preachers paslbd all around ; 
(Such mouths! eyes! hair! so prim! so fierce! so sleek! 
They look'd as speaking what is woe to speak) : 
On these tlie passing brethren loved to dwell — 
How long they spake ! how sti ongly ! warmly ! well ! 
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What poorer had each to diTe i» mytteriei deep. 
To warm the cold, to make theliarden'd weep ; 
To lure, to fright, to soothe, to awe the aonl, 
And lUt'niog flocks to lead and to control I 

But now dncouning, as they lingei'd near, 
They tempted John (whom they accused) to hear 
Their weighty chaige— « And can the loet-one fcd. 
As in die time of duty, love, and zeal ; 
When all were summon'd at the rising sun, 
And he was ready with his frienda to run ; 
When he, partaking with a chosen few, 
Felt the great change, sensation rich and new! 
No ! all is lost, her favours Fortune showet'd 
Upon the man, and he is overpowered; 
The world has won him with its tempting store 
Of needless wealth, and that has made him poor : 
Success undoes him; he has risen to fall. 
Has gain'd a fortune, and has lost his all ; 
Gone back from Sion, he will find his age 
Loth to commence a second pilgrimage; 
He has retreated from the chosen track ; 
And now must ever bear the burden on his back.* 

Hurt by such censure, John began to find 
Fresh revolutions working in his mind; 
He sought for comfort in his books, but read 
Without a plan or method in his head ; 
What once amused, now rather made him sad. 
What should inform, increased the doubts be had ; 
Shame would not let bim seek at church a guide. 
And from bis meeting he was held by pride; 
His wife derided fears she never felt, 
And passing brethren daily censures dealt ; 
Hope for a son was now for ever past. 
He was the first John Dighton, and the last; 
His stomach faiTd, his case the doctor knew, 
But said, « he sUll might hold a year or two :» 
« No more!» he said, « but why should I complain? 
A life of doubt must be a life of pain : 
Could I be sure — but why should I despair? 
I 'm sure my conduct has been just and fair; 
In youth indeed I had a wicked will, 
But I repented, and have sorrow still : 
I had my comforts, and a growing trade 
Gave greater pleasure than a fortune made ; 
And as I more poesess'd and reason'd more, 
I lost those comforta I enjo^d before. 
When reverend guides I saw my table raund, 
And- in my guardian guest my safety found : 
Now sick iyid.sad, no appetite, no ease. 
Nor pleasure have I, nor a wish to please; 
Nor views, nor hopes, nor plans, nor taste have I, 
Yet sick of life, have no desire to die.* 

He said, and died ; his trade, his name is gone, 
And all that once gave nonseqiupce lo John. 

Unhappy Dighton ! had he found a friend. 
When conscience told him it was time to mend! 
A friend discreet, considerate, kind, sincere, 
Who would have shown tlie grounds of hope and fear; 
And proved that spirits, whether high or low, 
No certain tokens of man's safety show ; 
Had reason ruled him in her proper place, 
And virtue led himwhil< he lean'd on grace ; 
Had he while lealons been discreet and pure. 
His knowledge humble, and his hope secure;— 
These guides had placedfaim on the solid rock, 
Where failh had rested, nor reeatved a shock; 



But hb, alas! was placed upon the sand. 

Where long it stood not, and where none can stand. 
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Than old George Fletcher, on the British coast, 

Dwelt not a seaman who had more to boast; 

Kind, simple, and sincere — he seldom spoke. 

But sometimes sang and cborus'd — « Hearts of Oak;* 

In dangers steady, with his lot content, 

His days in labour and in love were spent 

He left a son so like him, that the old 
With joy exclaim'd, • 'T is Fletcher we behold ;• 
But to his brother when the kinsmen came, 
And view'd his form, they grudged the father's name. 

Geoi^ge was a bold, intrepid, careless lad. 
With just the foilings that his father had ; 
Isaac was weak, attentive, slow, exact, 
With just the virtues that his father lack'd. 

George lived at sea : upon the land a guest — 
He sought for recreation, not for rest — 
While, far unlike, his brothers feebler form 
Shrank from the cold, and shuddered at the storm ; 
Still with the seaman's to connect his trade. 
The boy was bound where blocks and ropes were made. 

George, strong and sturdy, had a tender mind. 
And vras to Isaac pitiful and khid ; 
A very father, till his art was gain'd, 
And then a friend unwearied he remain'd : 
He saw his brother was of spirit low, 
His temper peevish, and his motions slow ; 
Not fit to bustle in a world, or make 
Friends to his fortune for his merit's sake : 
But the kind sailor could not boast the art 
Of looking deeply in the human heart ; 
Else had he seen that this weak brother knew 
What men to court— what objects to pursue; 
That he to distant gain the way discem'd. 
And none so crooked but his genius leam'd. 

Isaac was poor, and this the brother folt; 
He hired a house, and there the landman dwelt ; 
Wrought at his trade, and had an easy home. 
For there would George with cash and comforts come ; 
And when they parted, Isaac look'd around. 
Where other friends and helpers might be found. 

He wish'd for some port-place, and one might fsU, 
He wisely thought, if he should try for all ; 
He had a vote — and, were it well applied, 
Might have its worth— and he had viewa beside; 
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Old Kurgen Sted was able to promote 
An hamble man who s^nred him with a, rote ; 
For Isaac felt not what some tempers feel, 
But bow'd and bent the neck to Burgess Steel ; 
And great attention to a lady gave, 
His ancient friend, a maiden spare and grare : 
One whom the visage long and look demure 
Of Isaac pleased — he seem'd sedate and pure; 
And his soft heart conceived a gentle flame 
For her who waited on this virtuous dame : 
Not an outrageous love, a scorching fire, 
But friendly liking and chastised desire; 
And thus he waited, patient in delay. 
In present fovour and in fortune's way. 

George then was coasting — war was yet delay "d. 
And what he gain'd was to his brother paid ; 
Nor ask'd the seaman what he saved or spent : 
But took hb grog, wrought hard, and was content ; 
Till war awaked the land, and George began 
To think what part became a useful man : 
• Press'd, I must go; why, then, 't is better fav 
At once to enter like a British tar, 
Than a brave captain and the foe to shan 
As if I fear'd the music of a gun.« 

■ Go not!* said Isaac — ■ Tou shall wear disguise.* 

■ What !» said the seaman, ■ clothe myself with lies? • — 
« Oh I but there 's danger.n — ■ Danger in the fleet? 
You cannot mean, good brother, of defeat; 

And other dangers I at land must share— k 
So now adieu ! and tttist a brother's care. • 

Isaac awhile demurr'd — but, in his heart. 
So might he share, he was disposed to part: 
The better mind will sometimes feel the pain 
Of benefactions — fevour is a chain; 
But they the filing scorn, and what they wish disdain ;— 
While beings form'd in coarser mould will hate 
The helping hand they ought to venerate; 
No wonder George should in this.canse prevail. 
With one contending who was glad to fail: 
« I^aac, farewell 1 do wipe that doleful eye ; 
Crying we came, and groaning we may die. 
Let us do something *twixt the groan and cry : 
And hear me, brother, \<rhether pay or prixei 
One half to thee I give and I devise ; 
For thou has oft occasion for the aid 
Of feam'd physicians, and they will be paid : 
Their wives and children men support, at sea, 
And thon, my lad, art wife and child to me : 
Farewell ! — I go where hope and honour call. 
Nor does it follow that who fights must fall.* 

Isaac here made a poor attempt to speak. 
And a huge tear moved slowly down his cheek ; 
Like Pluto's iron drop, hard sign of grace^ 
It slowly roll'd upon the rueful face, 
Forced by the striving will alone its w«y to traee. 

Years fled— war lasted— George at sea remain'd, 
Wliile the slow landman still his profiu gain d : 
A humble place was vacant'— he besought 
His patron's interest, and the office caught 1 
For still the virgin was his falthA&l friend, 
And one so sober could with truth commend, 
Who o^ hit own defects most humbly thought, 
And their advice with leal and reverence sought : 
Whom thus the mistress praised, the maid approved. 
And her he wedded whom be wisely loved» 



No more he needs assistance^-but, aiasf 
He fears the money witt for liquor pass; 
Or that the seaman might to flatterers lend. 
Or gWe support to some pretended friend : 
Still he must write — he wrote, and he confes»*d 
That, till absolved, be should be sore distress'd; 
But one so friendly would, he thought, forgive 
The hasty deed— ^Ileav'n knew how he should live ; 
« But you,!' he added, « as a man of sense, 
Have well consider'd danger and expense : 
I ran, alas ! into the fatal snare, 
And now for trouble must my mind prepare ; . 
And how, with children, I shall pick my way. 
Through a hard world, is more than I can say : 
Then change not, brother, your more happy state. 
Or en the hazard long deliberate, t 

George answer'd gravely, « It is right and fit. 
In all our crosses, humbly to submit : 
Your apprehensions are unwise, unjust; 
Forbear repining, and expel distmst.* — 
He added, « Marriage was the joy of life,* 
And gave his service to his brother s wife ; 
Then vow'd to bear in all expense a part. 
And thus concluded, « Have a cheerful heart* 

Had the glad Isaac been his brother s guide. 
In these same terms the seaman had replied; 
At such reproofs the crafty landman smiled, 
And sofdy said— t This creature is a child.* 

Twice had the gallant ship a capture made—* 
And when in port the happy crew were paid. 
Home went the sailor, with his pocket stored. 
Ease to enjoy, and pleasure to afford; 
His time was short, joy shone in every faoe, 
Isaac half fainted in the fond embrace : 
The wife resolved her honoui'd guest to please« 
The children clung upon their uncle's knees ; 
The grog went round, the neighbours drank his health. 
And George exclaim'd— • Ah ! what to this is wealth I 
Better, M said he, • to bear a loving heart. 
Than roll in riches— —but we now mibtpart!* 

All yet is still — but hark ! the winds o'ersweep. 
The rising waves, and howl upon the deep ; 
Ships late becalm'd on mountain-billowa ride — 
So life is tlireaten'd, and so man is tried. 

Ill were the tidings that arrived from sea„ 
The worthy Geoi^e must now a cripple be ; 
His leg waa lopp*d ; and though his heart was sound. 
Though his brave captain was with glory crown'd— 
Yet much it vex'd him to repose on shore. 
An idle log, and be of use no more ; 
True, he wat siure that Isaac would receive 
AH of his brother that the foe might leave; 
To whom the seaman his design had sent, 
Ere from the port die wounded hero went : 
His wealth and expectations told, he « knew 
Wherein they fail'd, what Isaac's love would do ; 
That he the grog and cabin would enpply, 
Whero George at anchor during life would lie. • 

The landman read — and, reading, grew distress'd :— 
> Could he resolve t' admit so poor a guest ? 
Better at Greenwich might the sailor stayi 
Unless his purse could for his comforts pay ;« 
So Isaac judged, and to his wife appeal'd. 
But yet acknowledged it was best tayidd ; 
• Perhaps his pension, with what sums remain 
Due or unsquadder'd,. may the man maiattiia ; 
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RefuM we mutt not. »— With a hmyj ugh 
The lady heard, and made her kind reply ; 
« Nor would I wiah it, Isaac, were we sure 
How long his crasy building will endure j 
Like an old house, that every day appears 
About to fall — he may be propp'd for years ; 
For a few months, indeed, we might comply. 
But these old battered fellows never die.» 

The hand of Isaac, George on entering took. 
With lore and resignation in his look; 
Declared his comfort in the fortune past. 
And joy to find his anchor safely east ; 
Gall then my nephews, let the grog be brought. 
And I will tell them how the ship was fought. • 

Alas! our simple seaman should have known, 
That all the care, the kindness, he had shown. 
Were from his brother^s heart, if not his memory, 6own : 
All swept away lo be perceived no more. 
Like idle structures on the sandy shore ; 
The chance amusement of the playful boy, ^ 

That the rude billows in their rage destroy. 

Poor George confsss'd, though loth the truA to find, 
Slight was his knowledge of a brother's mind : 
The vnlgar pipe was to die wife offence. 
The frequent grog to Isaac an expense ; 
Would friends like hers, sheqnestion'd, > chnsetocome, 
Where clouds of poison'd fume defiled a room ! 
This could their lady-friend, and Burgess Sled, 
( Teased with hia worship's asthma) b^u* to feel ? 
Gould they associate or conyerse with him— 
A loud rough sailor with a timber limb 7» 

Gold as he grew, still Isaac strove to show. 
By well-feign'd care, thai cold he could not grow ; 
And when he saw his brother look distressed, 
He strove some petty comforts to suggest ; 
On his wife solely their neglect to lay. 
And then t* excuse it, is a woman's way; 
He too was chidden when her rules he broke. 
And then she stcken'd at the scent of smoke. 

George, though in doubt, was still consoled to find 
His brother wishing to be reckon'd kind : 
That Isaac seem'd concem'd by his distress 
Gave to his injured feelings some redress ; 
But none he found disposed to lend an ear 
To stories, all were once intent to hear : 
Except h» nephew, seated on his knee, 
He found no creature cared about the sea ; 
But George indeed— for George they calKd the boy, 
When his good uncle was their boast and joy — 
Would listen long, and would contend with sleep. 
To hear the woes and wonders of the deep ; 
Till the fond mother cried — « That nmn will teach 
The foolish boy his loud and boisterous speech.* 
So judged the father— and the boy was taught 
To shun the uncle, whom his love had sought. 

The mask of kindness now but seldom worn, 
Georgo felt each evil harder to be borne ; 
And cried ( vexation growing day by day ), 
• Ah ! brother Isaac !— What! I 'm in the way !» 
■ No ! on my credit, look ye. No ! but I 
Am fond of peace, and my repose would buy 
On any terms — in short, we must comply : 
My spouse had money— she must have her will— 
Ah ! brother — marriage is a bitter pill.*— 

George tried the lady—* Sister, I offend.* 
« He?* she replied^* Oh nol— yon may depend 



On my r^ard— but watch your brother's way. 
Whom I, like you, must study and obey.» 

« Ah ! ■ thought the seanun, • what a bead was mine. 
That easy birth at Oteenwich to resign ! 
1 11 to the pariiih* — —but a little pride. 
And some affection, put the thought aside. 

Now gross neglect and open scorn he bore 
In silent sorrow — but he felt the more: 
The odious pipe he to the kitchen took. 
Or strove to profit by some pious book. 

When the mind stoops to this degraded state, 
"New griefs will darken the dependents fate; 
« Brother!* said Isaac, « you will sure excuse 
The little freedom I 'm compell'd to use : 
My wife's relation s — (curse the haughty crew)— • 
Affect such niceness, and auch dread of yon : 
You spcak^so loud— and they have natures soft- 
Brother 1 wish— ^do go upon the loft!* 

Poor George obeyed, and to the garret fled, 
Where not a being saw the tears he shed : 
But more was yet required, for guests were come, 
Who could not ditae if be disgraced the room. 
It shock'd his spirit to be esteem'd unfit 
With an own brother mad his vrife to at; 
He grew rebellious— at the vestry spoke 
For weekly aid— -Mbey heard it as a joke : 
« So kind a brother, and so wealthy— -"^you 
Apply to us?-— — Nol this will never dos 
Good neighbour Fletcher,* said the overseer, 
M We are engaged— you can have nothing here!" 

Geoige muttei'd something in despairing tone, 
Then sought his loft, to think and grieve alone; 
Neglected, slighted, resdess on his bed. 
With heart half broken, and with scraps ill fed; 
Yet was he pleased, that hours for play design'd 
Were given to ease his ever-troubled mind ; 
The child still listen'd with increasing joy, 
And he was soothed by the attentive boy. 

At length he sicken'd, and this duteous child 
Watch'd o'er his sickness, and his pains beguiled ; 
The mother bade him from the loft refrain. 
But, though with caution, yet he went again ; 
And now his talcs the sailor feebly told, 
His heart was heavy, and bis limbs were cold: 
The tender boy came often lo entreat 
His good kind friend would of his presents eat; 
Purioin'd or purchased, fw he saw, with shame, 
The food untonch'd that to his uncle came; 
Who, sick in body and in mind, received 
The boy's indulgence, gratified and grieved. 

« Uncle will die!» said George— the piteous wife 
Exclaim'd, • she saw no value in his life; 
But sick or well, to my commands attend, 
And go no more to your complaining friend. ■ 
The boy was vex'd ; he felt his heart reprove _ 
The stem decree.— What I pnnish'd fw his love ! 
No! he would go, but softly to the room. 
Stealing in silenoe^-for he knew his doom. 

Once in a week the father came to say, 
« George, are you ill7» — «nd hurried him away; 
Yet to his wife would on their duties dwell, 
And often cry, « Do use my brother well :» 
And something kind, no question, Isaac mesnt, 
Who took vast credit for the vague intent. 
But truly kind, the gentle boy cssay'd 
To cheer his nncle» firm, although afnud; 
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But now the fother caught him at the door. 

And, tweariDg — yet, the man in office twore. 

And cried, « Away ! How ! brother , Tm turpvised, 

That one to old can be to ill advised : 

Let him not dare to riait you again, 

Your cuned stories will disturb his brain ; 

b it not Tile to court a foolish boy. 

Tour own absurd narrations to enjoy 1 

'What ! sullen ! — ha ^ George Fetcher! yon shall see. 

Proud as you are, your bread depends on me!* 

He spoke, and, frowning, to hia dinner went. 
Then cool'd and felt some qualms of disoooCent ; 
And thought on times when he compell'd bis son 
To hear these stories, nay, lo^beg for one : 
But the wife's wrath o'ercame the brother'e pain, 
And shame was felt, and conscience rose in Tain. 

Gcoi^e yet stole up, he saw his uncle lie 
Sick on the bed, and heard his heaTy sigh : 
So he resolTed, before he went to rest, 
To comfort one so dear and so distress'd ; 
Then watch*d his time, but with a child^like art. 
Betray d a something treasured at his heart : 
Til' obserrant wife remaik'd, « the boy is grown 
So like your brother, that he seeaas hia own ; 
So close and sullen ! and I still suspect 
They often meet-— da watch them and detect.* 

George now remark'd that all was still as night. 
And hasten'd up with terror and delight ; 

• Uncle !■ he cried, and softly tapp'd the door; 
« Do let me in* — but be could add no more; 
The careful father caught him in the fact. 
And cried, — • You serpent! is it thus yon act? 
Back to your mother!* — and with hasty blow. 
He sent th' indignant boy to gricTe below ; 
Then at the door an angry speech began— 

• Is this your conduct T — it it thus you plan ! 
Seduce my child, and make my house a scene 

Of vile dispute What is it that you mean 7 — 

George, are you dumb 1 do learn to know your friends, 
And think awhile on whom your bread depends : 
What ! not a word 7 be thankful I am cool — 

But, sir, beware, nor longer play the fool ; 

Gome ! Brother, come! what is that you seek 

By this rebellion 7 — Speak, you Tillain, speak! — 

'Weeping ! I warrant — sorrow makes you dumb : 

ni ope your mouth, impostor ! if I come : 

Let me approach — I'll shake you from the bed. 

You stubborn dog-> — Oh God ! my brodier 's dead-! — * 

Timid was Isaac, and in all the past 
He felt a purpose to be kind at last; 
Nor did he mean his brother to depart^ 
Till he had shown this kindness of his heart : 
But day by day he put the cause aside, 
Induced by av'ricc, peerishness, or pride. 
But now awaken'd, from this fatal time 
His conscience Isaac felt, and found his crime: 
He raised to George a monumental stone, 
And there retired to sigh and think alone ; 
An ague seised him, he grew pale, and shook-^ 

• So,* said his son, • would my poor uncfe look.* 

• And so, my child, shall I like him expire.* 

• No! yon haTC physic and a cheerful fire.* 
■ Unhappy sinner! yes, I *m well supplied 
With eTery comfort my cold heart denied.* 
He Tiew'd his brother now, but not as one 
Who naCd bis wife by fondaeis for her ton ; 



Not as with wooden limb| and seaman's tate^ 
The odious pipe, Tile grog, or humbler ale : 
He now the worth and grief alone can view 
Of one so mild, so .generous, and so true; 
« Tlie frank, kind brother, with snch open hearty 
And I to break it—- 't was a demon's part !» 

So Isaac now, as led by conscience, fsela, 
Nor his unkindness palliates or conceals. 
« This is your folly, » said his heartless wife: 
■ Alas! my folly cost my brothel's life; 
It suffer'd him to languish and (iecay, 
Hy gentle brother, whom. I could not pay. 
And therefore left to pine, and het his. life away.a 

He takea his son, and bids the boy unfolds 
All the good unaloof his feelings told, 
All he lamented— and the ready tear 
Falls as he listens, soothed, and gricTed to bear. 

• Did he not curse me, child?* — « He ncTcr corsed. 
But could not breathe, and said his heart would burst:* 
• And so will mine :*'— * Then, fether, you must pray ; 
My uncle said it to<A his. pains away.* 

Repeating thus his sorrows, Isaac sbows^ 
That he, repenting, feels the debt he owes. 
And from this source alone his every comfort flows. 
He takes no joy in office, honours, gain; 
They make him humble, nay, they give him ptin; 
« These from my heart,* he cries, « all feeling drove; 
They made me cold to nature, dead to Iotc i» 
He takes no joy in home, but sighing, sees 
A son in sorrow, and a wife at ease : 
He takes no joy in office — see him now. 
And Buigess Steel has but a passing bow ; 
Of one sad train of gloomy thoughts poosea'd. 
He takes no joy in friends, in food, in rest-' 
Dark are the evil days, and void of peace the best. 
As thus he lives, if living be to sigh. 
And from all comforts of the world to fly, 
Without a hope in life — without a wish to die. 
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THE LEARNED BOY. 

Like OBO well tudled la a lad wtMi, 
To pIsSM bli (nadasi. 

Ml0rekamt «/ r<mloii, set il, MMM a. 

Aad thrn the whlataQ tchool-boy. with hh Mtchel 
And •hlalay aoraiag Ihee, creepiag like eaall, 
DawIUiagly to lobool. 

Am Yvm UMtEt, aet il, seeae?. 

He It a better tdholar than I thoaght he was— - 
He has a food ipnig mtmorf. 

Jfrny TTiM* •/ Wlmi$or, act It, aene 1. 

Oae that foede 
Oa objecta^ arts, and lailutloas. 
Which oat of Bse, aad stai'd by other SMa. 
BeglBhlsfiuhloa. 

JaOui Cmutr, aet It, sesao 1. 

Oh t terlate bo aa aM>re— I will ceafces, 

Btmrf F/. Pari. a. aet HI, seeao S. 



An honest man was Farmer Jones, and tme, 
He did by all as all by him should do ; 
GraTc, cautious, careful, fond of gain, was he, 
Yet famed for rustic hospitality: 
Left with his children in a widow'd stale. 
The qniet man submitted to his fete; 
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Though pradcnt matrons waited for hiacail, 
With cool forbeaiance he aroided all; 
Though each iw o f e w ^d a pare materaal joy, 
By kind attmlioB to his foehle boy: 
And though a friendly widofw knew no rest, 
Whilst neighbour Jones was lonely and distressM; 
Nay, though 'the maidens spoke in tender tone 
Their heartsT concern to see him left alone- 
Jones still persisted in that cheerless life, 
As if *t were sin to take a second wife. 

Oh ! 't is a precious diing, when wives are 'dead. 
To find such numbers who will serve instead: 
And in whatever state a man be thrown, 
T is that precisely they would wish their own-; 
Left the departed infenta — dien their joy 
Is to sustain each lovely girl and boy: 
Whatever cadling his, whatever trade, 
To that their chief attention has been paid ; 
His happy taste in all things they approve, 
His friends they honour, and his food they love; 
.His wish for order, prudence in affoirs. 
And equal temper, (thank their stars!) are theirs; 
In fact, it seem'd to be a thing decreed. 
And fix'd as fate, that marriage must succeed ; 
Yet some like Jones, with stubborn hearts and hard. 
Can hear such claims, and show them no regard. 

Soon as our former, like a general, found 
Dy what strong foes he was encompassed round — 
Engage he dared not, and he could not fly. 
But saw hjs hope in gentle pariey lie ; 
With looks of kindness then, and trembling heart. 
He met the foe, and art opposed to art. 

Now vpoke that foe insidious — gentle tones. 
And gentle looks, assumed for Farmer Jones: 
■ Three girls,* the widow cried, « a lively three 
To govern well — indeed it cannot be.« 
« Yes,« he replied, « it calls for pains and care; 
But I must bear it:» — « Sir, you cannot bear; 
Your son is weak, and asks a mother's eye :» 

• That, my kind friend, a father's may supply:* 
« Such growing griefs your very soul will tease :■ 

• To grieve another would not give me ease— 
I have a mother* — « She, poor ancient soul ! 
Can she the spirits of the young control ? 
Can she thy peace promote, partake tliy care. 
Procure thy comforts, and thy sorrows share? 
Age is itself impatient, uncontroll'd :» 

« But wives like modien must at length be old.» 
> Thou hast shrewd servants — they are evils sore :> 

• Yet a shrewd mistress might afflict me more.* 

• Wilt thou not be a weary wailing man7» 
« Alas! and I must bear it as I can.* 

Resisted thus, the widow soon withdrew. 
That in his pride the hero might pursue; 
And off his wonted guard, in some retreat, 
Find from a foe prepared entire defeat : 
But be was prudent, for he knew in flight 
These Parthian warriors turn again and fight: 
He but at freedom, not at glory aim'd, 
And only safety by his caution claim'd. 

Thus, when a great and powerful state decrees, 
Upon a small one, in its love, to seize— 
It vows in kindness to protect, defend. 
And be the fond ally, the faithful friend ; 
It therefore wills that humbler state to place 
Its hopes of safety in a fond embrace ; 



Then must that humbler state its wisdom prove, 

By kind rejection of such pressing jove ; 

Must dread such dangerous friendship to commence. 

And stand collected in its own defence :-> 

Our farmer thus the proffered kindness fled, 

And shunn'd the love that into bondage led. 

The widow failing, fresh besiegers came, 
To share the fate of this retiring dame : 
And each foresaw a thousand ills attend 
The man, that fled from so discreet a friend; 
And pray'd, kind soul ! that no event might make 
The harden'd heart of Farmer Jones to ache. 

But he still govem'd with resistless hand. 
And where he could not guide he would command : 
W^ilh steady riew in course direct he steer'd. 
And his fair daughters loved him, though they fear'd ; 
Each had her school, and as his wealth was known, 
Each had in time a household of her own. 

The boy indeed was, at the grandlam's side, 
Ilumour'd and train'd, her trouble and her pride: 
Companions dear, with speech and spirits mild. 
The childish widow and the vapourish child; 
This nature prompts ; minds uninform'd and weak 
In such alliance ease and comfort seek ; 
Push'd by the levity of youth aside, 
The cares of man, his humour, or his pride, 
They feel, in their defenceless state, allied : 
The child is pleased to meet regard from age, 
The old are pleased ev'n children to engage; 
And all their wisdom, scom'd by proud mankind, 
They love to pour into the ductile mind ; 
By its own weakness into error led. 
And by fond age with prejudices fed. 

Tlie father, thankful for the good he had. 
Yet saw with pain ai whining timid lad; 
Whom he instructing led through cuUured fields, 
To show what man performs, what nature yields : 
But Stephen, listless, wander'd from the riew, 
From beasts he fled, for butterflies he flew. 
And idly gaxed about, in search of something new. 
The ktmbs indeed he loved, and wish'd to play 
With things so mild, so harmless, and so gay; 
Best pleased the weakest of the flock to see. 
With whom he felt a sickly sympathy. 

Meantime, the dame was anxious, day and night. 
To guide the notions of her babe aright. 
And on the favourite mind to throw her glimmering light ; 
Her Bible-etories she impress'd betimes. 
And fiU'd his head with hymns and holy rhymes; 
On powers unseen, the good and ill, she dwelt, 
And the poor boy mysterious terrors felt ; 
From frightful dreams, he waking sobb'd in dread. 
Till the good lady came to guard his bed. 

The fother wish'd such errors to correct. 
But let them pass in duty and respect : 
But more it grieved his worthy mind to see 
That Stephen neter would a farmer he ; 
In vain be tried the shiftless lad to guide. 
And yet 't was time that something should be tried : 
He at the rillage-school perchance might gain 
All that such mind could gather and retain ; 
Yet the good dame affirm'd her fovourile child 
Was apt and studious, though sedate and mild ; 
• That he on many a learned point could speak. 
And that his body, not his mind, was weak.* 
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The father doubted — but to school waa sent 
The timid Stephen, weeping as he went : 
There tlie rude lads compell'd the child to figlit. 
And sent him bleeding to his home at night; 
At this the grandam more indulgent grew. 
And bade her darling « shun the beastly crew ; 
Whom Satan ruled, and who were sure to lie. 
Howling in torments, when they came to die :m 
This was such comfort, that in high disdain 
He told their fate, and felt their blows again : 
Yet if the boy had not a hero's heart. 
Within the school he pla/d a better part; 
He wrote a clean fine hand, and at his slate. 
With more success than many a hero, sate; 
He thought not much indeed — but what depends 
On pains and care, was at his fingers' ends. 

This had his father's praise, who now espied 
A spark of merit, with a blaze of pride : 
And though a farmer he would never make. 
He might a pen with some advantage take ; 
And as a clerk that instrument employ, 
So well adapted to a timid boy. 

A London cousin soon a place obtain'd. 
Easy but humble — little could be gain'd: 
The time arrived when youth and age most part, 
Tears in each aye, and sorrow in each heart; 
The careful father bade his son attend 
To all his duties, and obey his friend; 
To keep his church and there behave aright. 
As one existing in his Maker's sight, 
Till acts to habits led, and duty to delight: 
■ Then try, my boy, as quickly as you can, 
T* assume the looks and spirit of a man; 
I say, be honest, faithful, civil, true. 
And this you may, and yet have courage too : 
Heroic men, their country's boast and pride, 
Have fear'd their God, and nothing fear'd beside ; 
While others daring, yet imbecile, fly 
The power of man, and that of God defy : 
Be manly then, though mild, for sure as fate. 
Thou art, my Stephen, too effeminate; 
Here, take my purse, and make a worthy use 
('T is fairly stock'd) of what it will produce : 
And now my blessing, not as any charm 
Or conjuration; but 'twill do no harm.« 

Stephen, whose thoughts ware wandering up and down. 
Now charm'd with promised sights in Londoo^town, 
Now loth to leave his grandam — lost the force. 
The drift, and tenor of this grave discourse; 
But, in a general way, he understood 
'T was good advice, and meant, « Sly son, be good;* 
And Stephen knew that ail such precepts mean 
That lads should read their Bible, and be clean. 

The good old lady, though in some distrots,. 
Begg'd her dear Stephen would his grief supprats ; 
« Nay, dry those eyes, my child*-and, first of all. 
Hold fast thy faith, whaiever may befall : 
Hear the best praacher, and preserve the teit 
For meditation, till you hear the next; 
Within your Bible night and morning look- 
There is your duty, read no other book; 
Be not in crowds, in broib, in riots seen. 
And keep yowr coascience and your liaco dean : 
Be you a Joseph, aod the time may be, 
When kings aiid rulers will ba ruled by thtt.* 



■ Nay,» said the father— « Hush, my son,* replied 
The dame — • Tlie Scriptures must not be denied.* 

The lad, still weeping, heard the wheels approach* 
And took his place within the evening coach. 
With heart quite rent asunder: On one aide 
Was love, and grief, and fear, for scenes untried ; 
Wild-beasts and wax-work fiU'd the happier part 
Of Stephen's varying and divided heart : 
This he betray 'd by sighs and quesdons strange, 
Of famous shows, the Tower, and the Exchange. 

Soon at his desk was placed the curious boy. 
Demure and silent at his new employ : 
Yet as he could, he much attention paid 
To all around him, cautions and afraid ; 
On older clerks his eager eyes were fix'd. 
But Stephen never in their council mtx'd : 
Much their contempt he fear'd, for if like ihem. 
He felt assured he should himself contemn ; 
Oh ! they were all so eloquent, so free, 
No! he was nodiing — nothing could he be: 
They dress so smartly, and so boldly look. 
And talk as if they read it from a book ; 
« But r,< said Stephen, ■ will forbear to speak. 
And they will think me prudent and not weak. 
They talk, the instant they have dropp'd the pen. 
Of singing-women and of acting-men ; 
Of plays and places where at night they waOt 
Beneath the lamps, and with the ladies talk; 
Wliile other ladies for their pleasure sing. 
Oh ! 't is a glorious and a happy thing: 
They would despise me, did they understand 
I dare not look upon a scene so grand ; 
Or see the plays when critics rise and roar. 
And hiss and groan, and cry— Encore ! encore!— 
There 's one among them looks a little kind ; 
If more encouraged, I would ope my mind.* 
Alas ! poor Stephen, happier had he kept 
His purpose secret, while his envy slept; 
Virtue, perhaps, had conquer'd, or his shame 
At least preserved him simple as he came. 
A year elapsed before this clerk began 
To treat the rustic something like a man ; 
He then in trifling points the youth advised, 
Talk'd of his coat, and had it raodemiied; 
Or with the lad a Sunday-walk would take. 
And kindly strive his passions lo awake'; 
Meanwhile explaining all they heard and saw. 
Till Stephen stood in wonderment and tarn 
To a neat garden near the town they atra/d. 
Where the lad felt delighted and afraid; 
There all he saw was smart, and fine, and fair- 
He could but marvd how he ventured there i 
Soon he observed, with terror and alarm. 
His friend enlock'd wichin a Udy's ann. 
And freely talking^«Bnt it is,> said he, 
« A near relation, and that makes him free; ■ 
And much amaied was Stephen, when he knew 
This was the first and only interview: 
Nay, had that lovely arm by him been seued. 
The lovely owner had been highly pleased : 
« Alas ! • he sigh'd, • I never can contrive, 
At such bold, biassed freedoms to arrive; 
Never shall I such happy courage boast, 
I dare as soon encounter with a ghost. • 

Now to a play the friendly couple went, 
But the boy murmnr'd at the money spent ; 
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•> He loTcdfH be said, ■ to Imy, but not to spend — 
They only talk awhile, and there *b an end.i» 

• Come, yon shall purchase books,» the friend leplied ; 
M You are bewildei^d, and yon mmt a gnide; 

To me refer the choice, and yon shall find 
The Ug^ht break in upon your stagnant mind!* 

The cooler clerka exclaim'd, « In Tain your art 
V improTe a cub without a head or heart ; 
Rustics though coarse, and sarages though wild, 
Our cares may render liberal and mild ; 
But what, my friend, can flow from all these pains! 
There is no dealing with a lack of brains. » — 

• True I am hopeless to behold him man, 
But let me make the booby what I'can : 
Though the rude stone no polish will display, 
Yet you may strip the rugged coat away.n 

Stephen beheld his books — « I lore to know 
How money goes — now here is that <o show : 
And now,« he cried, ■ I shall be pleased to get 
Beyond the Bible — there I puzzle yet.* 

He spoke abash'd — • Nay, nay !« the friend replied, 
E You need not lay the good old book aside ; 
Antique and curious, I myself indeed 
Bead it at times, but as a man should read ; 
A fine old work it is, and I protest 
I bate to hear it treated as a jest; 
The book has wisdom in it, if you look 
Wisely upon it, as another book : 
For superstition (as our priests of sin 
Arc pleased to tell us) makes us blind within : 
Of this hereafter — we will now select 
Some works to please you, others to direct: 
Talcs and romances shall your fancy feed, 
And reasoners form your morals and your creed.* 

The books were view'd, the price was fairly paid, 
And Stephen read undaunted, undismay'd: 
But not till first he paperd all the row, 
And placed in order, to enjoy the show ; 
Next lettered all tlie backs with care and speed, 
Set them in ranks, and then began to read. 

The love of order, — I the thing receire 
From rererend men, and I in part believe,>-> 
Shows a clear mind and clean, and whoso needs . 
This love, but seldom in the world succeeds ; 
And yet with this some other love must be, 
Ere I can fully to the fact agree : 
Valour and study may by order gain. 
By. order sovereigns hold more steady reign : 
Through all the tribes of nature order runs, 
And rules around in systems and in suns: 
Still has the love of order found a place. 
With all that 's low, degrading, mean, and base. 
With all that merits scorn, and all that meets disgrace : 
In the cold miser, of all change afraid, 
In pompous men in public seats obey'd ; 
In humble placemen, heralds, solemn drones, 
Fanciers of flowers, and lads like Stephen Jones; 
Order to these is armour and defence, 
And love of method serves in bck of sense. 

For rustic youth could 1 a list produce 
Of Stephen's books, how great might be the use ; 
But evil fate was theirs— surrey'd, enjoyd 
Some happy montlis, and then by force destroyed : 
So will'd the fates — but these, with patience read, 
Had vast effect on Stephen's heart and liead. . 



This soon appear'd — within a single week 
He oped his lips, and made attempt to speak; 
He fail'd indeed — but still his friend confess'd 
The best have fail'd, and he had done bis best : 
The first of swimmers, when at first he swims, 
Has little use or fireedom in his limbs; 
Nay, when at length he strikes with manly force. 
The cramp may seize him, and impede his course. 
Encouraged thus, our clerk again essay'd 
The daring act, though daunted and afraid ; 
Succeeding now, though partial his success, 
And pertness mark'd his manner and address. 
Yet such improvement issued from his books. 
That all discern 'd it in bis speech and looks; 
He ventured then on every theme to speak. 
And felt no feverish tingling in his cheek; 
His friend approving, hail'd the happy change. 
The clerks exclaim'd — « 'T is famous, and 't is strange !* 

Two years had pass'd ; the youdi attended still, 
(Though tlius accomplish'd) with a ready quill ; 
He sat th' allotted hours, though hard the case, 
While timid prudence ruled in virtue's place ; 
By promise bound, the son his letters penn'd 
To his good parent, at the quarter s end. 
At first he sent jthose lines, the state to tell 
Of his own health, and hoped kis friends were wdl ; 
He kept their virtuous precepts in his mind, 
And needed nothing — then his name was sign'd : 
But now he wrote of Sunday walks and views, 
Of actors' names, choice novels, and strange news ; 
How coats were cut, and of his urgent need 
For fresh supply, which he desired with speed. 
1 he ftither doubted, when tliese letters came, 
To what they tended, yet was loth to blame: 
■ Stephen was once my duteous Jon, and now 
My wiost obedient — this can 1 allow 7 
Can I with pleasure or with patience see 
A boy at once so heartless, and so free 7* 

But soon the kinsman heavy tidin|{S told. 
That love and prudence could no more withhold : 

• Stephen, though steady at his desk, was grown 
A rake and coxcomb — this he grieved to own ; 
His cousin left his church, and spent the day 
Lounging about in quite a heathen way ; 
Sometimes he swore, but had indeed the grace 
To show the shame imprinted on his face : 

I search'd his room, and in his absence read 

Books that I knew would turn a stronger head ; 

The works of atheists half the number made, 

The rest were lives <tf harloU leaving trade; 

\S*hich neither man or boy would deign to read. 

If from the scandal and pollution freed : 

I sometimes threaten'd, and would fairly state 

lUy sense of things so vile and profligate; 

But I 'm a cit, such works are lost on me— 

They 're knowledge, and (good Lord !) philosophy.* 

» Oh, send him down,* the father soon replied; 
« Let me behold him, and my skill be tried : 
If care and kindness lose their wonted use. 
Some rotigher medicine will the end produce.* 

Stephen with grief and anger heard his doom— 

• Go to the farmer? to the rustic's home? 

Curse the base threat^ nin(f—» • Nay, child, never curse; 
Corrupted long, your case is growing worse.* — 

• I !• quoth the youtli, • I challenge all manhind 
To find a fault; what fank have you to find ? 
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Improve I not in manner, speech, and grace ? 
Inquire — my friends will tell it to your face ; 
Have I been taught to guard his kine and sheep? 
A man like me has other things to keep ; 
This let him know.n — wit would his wrath excite': 
But come, prepare, you must away to-night* 
What ! leave my studies, my improvements leave, 
My faithful friends and intimates to grieve !« — 
■ Go to your father, Stephen, let him see 
All these improvements: they are lost on me.* 

The youth, though loth, obey'd, and soon he saw 
The farmer-father, with some signs of awe ; 
Who kind, yet silent, waited to behold 
How one would act, so daring, yet so cold : 
And soon he found, between the friendly pair 
That secrets pass'd which he was not to share; 
Hut he resolved those secrets to obtain, 
And quash rebellion in his lawful rtngn. 

Stephen, though vain, was with his father mute; 
He fear'd a crisis, and he shunn'd dispute; 
And yet he long'd with youthful pride to show 
He knew such things as farmers could not know ; 
These to the grandam he with freedom spoke. 
Saw her amazement, and enjoy'd the joke : 
But on the father when he cast his eye,. 
Something he found that made his valour shy; 
And thus there sccm'd to be a hollow truce. 
Still threat'ning something dismal to produce. 

Ere this the fatlicr at his leisure read 
The son's choice volumes, and his wonder fled; 
He saw how wrought the works of either kind 
On so presuming, yet so weak a mind; 
These in a chosen hour he made his prey, 
Condemn d, and bore with vengeful thoughts away ; 
Then in a close recess the couple near. 
He sat unseen to see, unheard to hear. 

There soon a trial for his patience came ; 
Beneath were placed the youth and ancient dame, 
Each on a purpose fix'd — but neither thought 
How near a foe, with power and vengeance fraught. 

And now the matron told, as tidings sad, 
What she had heard of her beloved lad; 
How he to graceless, wicked men gave heed. 
And wicked books would night and morning read ; 
Some former lectures she again began, 
And bcgg'd attention of her little man ; 
She brought, with many a pious boast, in view 
His former studies, and condcmn'd the new : 
Once he the names of saints and patriarchs old, 
Judges and kings, and chiefv and prophets, told; 
Then he in winter-nights the Bible took, 
To count how often in the sacred book 
The sacred name appcar'd, and could rehearse 
Which were the middle chapter, word, and verse, 
The very letter in the middle placed., 
And so employd the hours that others waste. 

■ Such wert thou once ; and now, my child, they say 
Thy faith like water rimneth fast away; 
The prince of devils hath, 1 fear, beguiled 
The ready wit of my backsliding child.* 

On this, with lofty looks, our clerk began 
His grave rebuke, as he assumed the man — 

• There is no devil,* said the hopefal youth, 
« Nor prince of devils; that I know for trutli : 
Have I not told you how my books describe 
The arts of priests and all the canting tribe? 



Tour Bible mentions Egypt, where it seems 

Was Joseph found when Pharaoh dream'd his dreams : 

Now in that place, in some bewilder'd head, 

(The learned write) religious dreams were bred; 

Whence through the earth, with various forms combined, 

They came to frighten and afflict mankind. 

Prone ( so I read ) to let a priest invade 

Their souls with awe, and by his craft be made 

Slave to his will, and profit to his trade : 

So siy my books, and how the rogues agreed 

To blind the victims, to defraud and lead ; 

When joys above to ready dupes were sold, 

And hell was threaten'd to the shy and cold. 

« Why so amazed, and so prepared to pray? 
As if a Being heard a word we say : 
This may surprise you ; I myself began 
To feel disturb'd, and to my Bible ran; 
I now am wiser— yet agree in this, 
The book has things that are not much amiss; 
It is a flne old work, and I protest 
I hate to hear it treated as a jest : 
The book has wisdom in it, if yon look 
Wisely upon it as another hook.* — 

« Oh ! wicked ! wicked ! my unhappy child, 
How hast thou been by evil men beguiled!* 

« How! wicked, say you? you can little guesa 
The gain of that which you call wickedness : 
Why, sins you think it sinful but to name 
Have guin'd both wives and widow^s wealth and fame; 
And this because such people never dread 
Those threaten'd pains; hell comes not in their head : 
Love is our nature, wealth we all desire, 
And what we wish 't is lawful to acquire; 
So say my books — and what beside they show 
'T is time to let this honest farmer know. 
Nay; look not grave ; am I commanded down 
To feed his cattle and become his clown ? 
Is such his purpose? tlien he shall be told 
The vulgar insult — n 

— « Hold, in mejrcy hold — m 
• Father, oh ! father! throw the whip away; 
I was but jesting, on my knees I pray — 
There, hold his arm — oh ! leave us not alone : 
In pity cease, and I will yet atone 
For all my sin — » In vain; stroke after stroke. 
On side and shoulder, quick as mill-wheels broke; 
Quick as the patient's pulse, who trembling cried, 
And still the parent with a stroke replied ; 
Till all the medicine he prepared was dealt, 
And every bone the precious influence felt ; 
Till all the panting flesh was red and raw, 
And every thought was tum'd to fear and awe ; 
Till every doubt to due respect gave place — 
Such cures are done when doctors know the case. 

• Oh! 1 shall die — my father! do receive 
My dying words; indeed I do believe^ 
The books are lying books, I know it well, 
There is a devil, oh ! there is a hell ; 
And I 'm a sinner.- spare me, I am young. 
My sinful words were only on my tongue ; 
My heart consented not; 't is all a lie : 
Oh ! spare me then, I 'm not prepared to die.* 

« Vain, worthless, stupid wretch !» the fother cried, 
« Dost thou presume to teach? art thou a guide? 
Driveller and dog, it gave the mind distress 
To hear thy tlioughls in their religious dress; 
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Thy pious folly moTed my strong disdain. 

Yet I fofufave thee for thy want of brain : 

But Job in patience must the man exceed 

Who could endure thee in thy present creed ; 

Is it for thee, thou idiot, to pretend 

The wicked cause a helping hand to lend? 

Canst thou a judge in any question be? 

Atheists themselves would scorn a friend like thee. — 

« Lo ! yonder blajte thy worthies; in one heap 
Thy scoundrel-fovourites must for ever sleep : 
Each yields its poison to the flame in turn, 
Where whores and infidels are doom'd to bum ; 
Two noble faggots made the flame you see, 
Reserring only two fair twigs for thee ; 
That in thy view the instruments may stand. 
And he in future ready for my hand : 



The just mementos that, though silent, show 
Whence thy correction and improrements flow; 
Beholding these, thou wilt confess their power, 
And feel the shame of this important hour. 

« Hadst thou been humble, I had first design'd 
Dy care from folly to have freed thy mind ; 
And when a clean foundation had been laid, 
Our priest, more able, would have lent liis aid : 
But thou art weak, and force must folly guide. 
And thou art vain, and pain must humble pride : 
Teachers men honour, learners they allure; 
But learners teaching, of contempt are sure; 
Scorn is their certain meed, and smart their only cure !» 
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TO HER GRACE THE DUCHESS OF RUTLAND. 



^S ^ ^^K 



Madam, 
It is the privily of those who are placed in that ele- 
vated situation to which your Grace is an ornament, 
that they give honour to the person upon whom they 
confer a fovour. When I dedicate to your Grace the 
fruits of many years, and spe^ of my debt to the House 
of Rutland, I feel that I am not without pride in the 
confession nor insensible to the honour which such 
gratitude implies. Forty years have elapsed since this 
debt commenced. On my entrance into the cares of 
life, and while contending with its difficulties, a Duke 
and Duchess of Rudand observed and protected me — in 
my progress a Duke and Duchess of Rutland favoured 
and assisted me — and, when I am retiring from the 
world, a Duke and Duchen of Rutland receive my 
thanks, and accept my offering. All, even in this world 
of mutability, is not change : I have experienced un- 
varied favour — I have felt undiminished respect. 

With the most gratefol remembrance of what I owe, 
and the most sincere conviction of the little I can return, 
I present these pages to your Grace's acceptance, and beg 
leave to subscribe myself, 

May it please your Grace, 

With respect and gratitude. 

Tour Grace's most obedient and devoted Servant, 



Trowbridge^ JunCf i8ig. 



GEORGE CRABBE. 



PREFACE. 



Ir I did not fear that it would appear to my readers like 
arrogancy, or if it did not seem to myself indecorous to 
send two volumes of considerable magnitude from the 
press without preface or apology, without one petition 
for the reader's atloition, or one plea for the wriler^s 



defects, 1 would most willingly spare myself an address 
of this kind, and more especially for these reasons; 
first, because a prefsice is a part of a book seldom ho- 
noured by a reader's perusal; secondly, because it is 
both difficult and distressing to write that which we 
think will be disregarded ; and thirdly, because I do not 
conceive that I am called upon for such introductory 
matter by any of the motives which usually influence 
an author when he composes his prefotory address. 

When a writer, whether of poetry or prose, first 
addresses the public, he has generally something to offer 
which relates to himself or to his work, and which he 
considers as a necessary prelude to the work itself, to 
prepare his readers for the entertainment or the instruc- 
tion they may expect to receive, for one of these every 
man who publishes must suppose he affords — this the 
act itself implies; and in proportion to his conviction of 
this fact must be his feeling of the difficulty in which he 
has placed himself : the difficulty consists in reconciling 
the implied presumption of the undertaking, whctlier 
to please or to instruct mankind, witli the diffidence 
and modesty of an untried candidate for fome or favour. 
Hence originate the many reasons an author assigns for 
his appearance in that character, whether they actually 
exist, or are merely offered to hide the motives which 
cannot be openly avowed ; namely, the want or the va- 
nity of the man, as his wishes for profit or reputation 
may most prevail with him. 

Now, reasons of this kind, whatever ihey may be, 
cannot be availing lieyond their first appearance. An 
author, it is true, may again feel his former apprehen- 
sions, may again be elevated or depressed by the sugges- 
tions of vanity and diffidence, and may be again sulijcct 
to the cold and hot fit of aguish expectation ; hut he is 
no more a stranger to the press, nor has the motives or 
privileges of one who is. With respect to myself, it is 
certain tliey belong not to me. Many years have elapsed 
since I became a candidate for indulgence as an inexpe- 
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rienced writer; and to assume the language of such 
writer now, and to plead for hit indulgences, would be 
proof of my ignorance of the place assigned to me, and 
the degree of ^toot which 1 bate experienced ; but of 
that place I am not uninformed, and with that degree of 
favour I have no reason to be dissatisfied. 

It was the remark of the pious, but on some occa- 
sions the querulous author of the Night Thoughts, 
that he had • been so long remembered, he was for- 
gotten ;» an expression in which there is more appeal^ 
ance of discontent than of submission : if he had 
patience, it was not the patience that smiles at grief. 
It is not therefore entirely in the sense of the good 
Doctor that I apply these words to myself, or to my 
more cariy publications. So many years indeed have 
passed since their first appearance, that I have no 
reason to complain, on that account, if they be now 
slumbering with other poems of decent reputation in 
their day — not dead indeed, nor entirely forgotten, but 
certainly not the subjects of discussion or conversation 
as when first introduced to tlie notice of the public, by 
those whom the public will not forget, whose protection 
was credit to their author, and whose approbation was 
fame to them. Still these early publications had so 
long preceded any other, thai, if not altogether un- 
known, I was, when I came again before the public, 
in a situation which excused, and perhaps rendered 
necessary some explanation ; but this also has passed 
away, and none of my readers will now take the 
trouble of making any inquiries respecting my motives 
for writing or for publishing these Tales or verses of 
any description : known to each other as readers and 
authors are known, they will require no preface to be- 
speak their good will, nor shall I be under the neces- 
sity of soliciting the kindness which experience has 
taught me, endeavouring to merit, I shall not fail to 
receive. 

There is one motive — and it is a powerful one — 
which sometimes induces an author, and more particu- 
larly a poet, ,to ask the attention of his readers to his 
prefatory addresses. This is when he has some favourite 
and peculiar style or manner which he would explain 
and defend, and chiefly if he should have adopted a 
mode of versification of which an uninitiated reader 
was not likely to perceive either the merit or the 
beauty. In such case it is natural, and surely pardon- 
able, to assert and to prove, as far as reason will bear 
us on, that such method of writing has both ; to show 
in what the beauty consists, and what peculiar difficulty 
there is, which, when conquered, creates the merit. 
How far any particular poet has or has not succeeded 
in such attempt is not my business nor my purpose to 
inquire : I have no peculiar notion to defend, no poetical 
heterodoxy to support, nor theory of any kind to vin- 
dicate or oppose — that which I have used is probably 
the most common measure in our language; and there- 
fore, whatever be its advantages or defects, they are too 
well known to require from me a description of the 
one, or an apology for the other. 

Perhaps still more frequent than any explanation of 
the work is an account of the author himself, the situa- 
tion in which he is placed, or some circumstances of 
peculiar kind in his life, education, or employment. 
How often has youth been pleaded for deficiencies or 
redundancies, for the existence of which youth may be 
an excose, and yet be none for their eiposure ! Age 



too has been pleaded for the errors and failings in a 
work which the octogenarian had the discernment to 
perceive, and yet had not the fortitude to suppness. 
Many other circumstances are made apologies for a 
writer's infirmitieii; his much employment, and mnny 
avocations, adversity, necessity, and the good of man- 
kind. These, or any of them, however availing in 
themselves, avail not me. I am neither so young nor 
so old, so much engaged by one pursuit, or by many, 
^I am not so urged by want, or so stimulated by a 
desire of public benefit,— that I can borrow one apolog^y 
from the many which I have named. How far tb«y 
prevail with our readers, or with our judges, I cannot 
tell ; and it is unnecessary for me to inquire into the 
validity of arguments which 1 have not to produce. 

If there be any combination of circumstances which 
may be supposed to affect the mind of a reader, and in 
some degree to influence his judgment, the junction of 
youth, beauty, and merit in a female writer may be 
allowed to do this ; and yet one of the most forbiddint; 
of titles is • Poems by a very young Lady,i> and this 
although beauty and merit were largely insinuated. 
Ladies, it is true, have of late little need of any in- 
dulgence as authors, and names may readily be found 
which rather excite the envy of man tlian plead for his 
lenity. Our estimation of title also in a writer has ma- 
terially varied from that of our predecessors; > Poems 
by a Noblemann would create a very different sensation 
in our minds from that which was formerly excited 
when they were so announced. A noble author had 
then no pretensions to a seat so secure on the « sacred 
hill,N that authors not noble, and critics not gentle, 
dared not attack ; and they delighted to take revenge 
by their contempt and derision of the poet, for the 
pain which their submission and respect to the man 
had cost them. But in our times we find that a noble- 
man writes, not merely as well, but better than otlier 
men ; insomuch that readers in general begin to foncy 
that the Muses have relinquished their old partiality for 
rags and a garret, and are become altogether aristocratical 
in dieir choice. A conceit so well supported by fact 
would be readily admitted, did it not appear at the 
same time, that there were in the higher ranks of so- 
ciety men, who could write as tamely, or as absurdly, 
as they had ever been accused of doing. We may, 
therefore, regard the works of any noble author as 
extraordinary productions; but must not found any 
theory upon them ; and, notwithstanding their appear- 
ance, must look on genius and talent as we are wont to 
j do an time and chance, that liappen indifferently to all 
, mankind. 

I But whatever influence any peculiar situation of a 
writer might have, it cannot be a benefit to me, who 
have no such peculiarity. I must rely upon the will- 
ingness of my readers to be pleased witli that which 
was designed to give them pleasure, and upon the cor- 
diality which naturally springs from a remembrance of 
our having before parted without any feelings c^ disgust 
on the one side, or of mortification on the odier. 

With this hope I would conclude the present sub- 
ject ; but 1 am called upon by duty to acknowledge my 
obligations, and more especially for two of the fcrflow- 
ing Tales :— the Story of Lady Barbara, in Book XVI, 
and that of Ellen in Book XVIIL The first of diese I 
owe to the kindness of a fair friend, who will, I hope, 
accept the thanks which I very gratefnlly pay, and par- 
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don me if I have not ghwn lo ber relation the advan- 
taget which she had so mnch reaion to expect. The 
other story, that of Ellen, coald I give it in the language 
of him who related it to m^ would please and affect my 
readers. It is by no means my only debt, though the 
one I now OMMre particularly acknowledge ; for who 
shall describe all that he gains in the social, the nn* 
restrained, and the frequent conversations with a friend, 
who is at once communicative and judicious?— whose 
opinions, on all subjects of literary kind, are founded 
on good taste, and exquisite feeling? It is one of the 
greatest « pleasures of my memoryw to recal in absence 
those conversations; and if I do not in direct terms 
mention with whom I convosed, it is both because I 
have no permission, and my readers will have no 
doubt 

The first intention of the poet must be to please; for, 
if be means to instruct, he must render the instruction 
which he hopes to convey palatable and pleasant. J 
will not assume the tone of a moralist, nor promise that 
my relations shall be beneficial to mankind; but I have 
endeavoured, not unsuccessfully I trust, that, in what- 
soever I have related or described, there should be no- 
thing introduced which has a tendency to excuse the vices 
of man, by associating with ihem sentiments that 
demand our respect, and talents that compel our ad> 
miration. There is nothing in these pages which has 
the mischievous effect of confounding truth and error, 
or confusing our ideas of right and wrong. I know not 
which is most injurious to the yielding minds of the 
young, to render virtue less respectable by making its 
possessors ridiculous, or by describing vice with so 
many fascinating qualities, that it is either lost in the 
assemblage, or pardoned by the association. Man's 
heart is sufficiently prone to make excuse for man's in- 
firmity; and needs not the aid of poetry, or eloquence, 
to lake from vice its native deformity. A character may 
be respectable with all its faults, but it must not be 
made respectable by them. It is grievous when genius 
will condescend to place strong and evil spirits in a 
commanding view, or excite our pity and admiration 
for men of ttlents, degraded by crime, when struggling 
with misfortune. It is but too true that great and 
wicked men may be so presented to us, as to demand 
our applause, when they should excite our abhorrence; 
but it is surely for the interest of mankind, and our 
own self-direction, that we should ever keep at unap- 
proachable distance our respect and our reproach. 

I have one observation more to of¥er. It may appear 
to some that a minister of religion, in the decline of 
life, should have no leisure for such amusements as 
these; and for than I have no reply} — but to those 
who are more indulgent to the propensities, the studies, 
and the habits of mankind, I offer some apology when 
I produce these volumes, not as the occupations of ray 
life, but the fruits of my leisure, the employment of 
that time which, if not given to them, had passed in the | 
vacuity of unrecorded idleness; or had been lost in the 
indulgence of unregistered thoughts and fancies, that 
melt away in the instant they are conceived, and « leave 
not a wrect MUiuf.» 
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and Persons whom he found there — The Brother de- 
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Tax Brothers met who many a year had past 
Since their last meeting, and that seem'd their last ; 
They had no parent then or common friend 
Who might their hearts to mutual kindness bend; 
Who, touching both in their divided state. 
Might generous thoughts and warm desires create; 
For there are minds whom we must first excite 
And ttige to feeling, ere they can unite ; 
As we may bard and stubborn metals beat 
And blend together, if we duly heat 

The elder, Geoi^e, had past his threescore years, 
A busy actor, swayed by hopes and fears 
Of powerful kind ; and he had fiU'd the parts 
That try our strength and agitate our hearU. 
He married not, and yet he well approved 
The social state; but then he rashly loved; 
Gave to a strong delusion all his youth. 
Led by a vision till alarm'd by truth : 
That vision past, and of that truth possest, 
His passions wearied and disposed to rest, 
George yet had will and power a place to chusc. 
Where Hope might sleep, and terminate her views. 

He chose his native village, and the hill 

He climb'd a boy had its attraction still ; 

With that small brook beneath, where he would stand. 

And stooping fill the hollow of his haqd 

To quench th* impatient thirst — then stop awhile 

To see the sun upon the waters smile, 

In that sweet weariness, when, long denied, 

We drink and view the fountain that supplied 

The sparkling bliss— and feel, if not express. 

Our perfect ease in that sweet weariness. 

The oaks yet flourished in that fertile ground. 
Where still the church with lofty tower was found ; 
And still that Hall, a first, a favourite view, 
But not the elms that form'd its avenue ; 
They fell ere George arrived, or yet had stood, 
For he in reverence held the living wood. 
That widely spreads in earth the deepening root. 
And lifts to heaven the still aspiring shoot ; 
From age lo age they fiU'd a growing space. 
But hid the mansion they wore meant to grace. 

It was an ancient, venerable hall. 

And once surrounded by a moat and wall ; 

A part was added by a square of taste, 

Who, while unvalued acres ran to waste, 

Made spacious rooms, whence he could look about, 

And mark improvements as Uiey rose without: 



He fill'd the moat, he took the wall away, 
He thinn'd the park, and bade the view be gay : 
The scene was rich, but he who should behold 
Its worth was poor, and so the whole was sold. 

Just then our merchant from his desk retired, 

And made the purchase that his heart desired; 

The Hall of Binning, his delight a boy, 

That gave his fancy in her flight employ ; 

Here, from his father's modest home, he gazed, 

Its grandeur charm'd him, and its height amaxed : 

Work of paiH ages; and the brick-built place 

Where he resided was in much disgrace ; 

But never in his fancy's proudest dream 

Did he the master of that mansion seem : 

Young was he then, and little did he know 

What years on care and diligence bestow ; 

Now young no more, retired to views well known, 

He finds that object of his awe his own ; 

The Hall at Binning! — how he lovi» the gloom 

That sun-excluding window gives the room; 

Those broad brown stairs on which he loves to tread ; 

Those beams within ; without, that length of lead, 

On which the names of wanton boys appear, 

Who died old men, and left memorials here, 

Carvings of feet and hands, and knots and flowers, 

The fruits of busy minds in idle hours. 

Here, while our squire the modern part posscss'd. 

His partial eye Upon the old would rest ; 

That best his comforts gave — thissooth'd his feelings best. 

Here day by day, withdrawn from busy life, 

No child t' awake him, to engage no wife, 

When friends were absent, not to books inclined. 

He found a sadness steal upon his mind ; 

Sighing, the works of former lords to see, 

• I follow them,* he cried, « but who will follow me?> 

Some ancient men whom he a boy had known 

He knew again, their changes were his own ; 

Comparing now he view'd them, and he felt 

That time with him in lenient mood had dealt ; 

While some the half-distinguish'd features bore 

That he was doubtful if he saw before. 

And some in memory lived, whom he must see no more. 

Here George had found, yet scarcely hoped to find, 
Companions meet, minds fitted to his mind; 
Here, late and loth, tlie wortliy rector came, 
From college dinners and a fellow's fame ; 
Yet, here when fix'd, was happy to behold 
So near a neighbour in a friend so old : 
Boys on one form they parted, now to meet 
In equal state, their worships on one seat. 

Here were a sister-pair, who seem'd to live 
With more respect than affluence can give; 
Although not affluent, they, by nature graced. 
Had sense and virtue, dignity and taste ; 
Theif minds by sorrows, by misfortunes tried. 
Were Tez'd and heal'd, were pain'd and purified. 

Hither a sage physician came, and plann'd. 
With Books his guides, improvements on his land ; 



Nor less to mind than matter would he give 
His noble thoughts, to know how spirits live 
And what is spirit ; him his friends advised 
To think with fear, but caution he despised. 
And hints of fear provoked him till he dared 
Beyond himself, nor bold assertion spared, 
But fiercely spoke, like those who strongly feel, 
■ Priests and their craft, enthusiasts and their zeal.* 

More yet appear'd, of whom as we proceed — 
Ah ! yield not yet to languor — you shall read. 

But ere the events that from this meeting rose, 
Be they of pain or pleasure, we disclose, 
It is of custom, doubtless is of use. 
That we our heroes first should introduce. 
Come, then, fair Truth ! and let me clearly see 
The minds I paint, as they are seen in thee ; 
To me their qierits and their faults impart; 
Give me to say, ■ frail l>eing ! such thou art,* 
And closely let me view the naked human heart. 

Geobce loved to think: but as he late began 
To muse on all the {;rander thoughts of man, 
He took a solemn and a serious view 
Of his religion, and he found it true; 
Firmly, yet meekly, he his mind applied 
To this great subject, and was satisfied. 

He then proceeded, not so much intent. 

But still in earnest, and to church he went : 

Although they found some difference in their creed. 

He and his pastor cordially agreed ; 

Convinced tliat they who would the truth obtain 

By disputation, find their efforts vain ; 

Tlie church he view'd as liberal minds will view, 

And there he fix'd his principles and pew. 

He saw, he thought he saw, how weakness, pride, 
And habit, draw seceding crowds aside: 
Weakness that loves on trifling points to dwell. 
Pride that at first from Heaven's own worship fell, 
And habit, going where it went before. 
Or to the meeting or the tavern door. 

George loved the cause of freedom, but reproved 

All who with wild and boyish ardour loved; 

Those who believed they never could be free. 

Except when fighting for their liberty; 

Who by their very clamour and complaint 

Invite coercion or enforce restraint : 

He thought a trust so great, so good a cause, 

Was only to be kept by guarding laws; 

For public blessings firmly to secure, 

We must a lessening of the good endure. 

The public waters are to none denied. 

All drink the stream, but only few must guide; 

There must be reservoirs to hold supply. 

And channels form'd to send the blessing by; 

The public good must be a private care, 

None all they would may have, but all a share : 

So we must freedom with restraint enjoy. 

What crowds possess they will, uncheck'd, destroy; 

And hence, tliat freedom may to all be dealt, 

Guards must be fix'd, and safety must be felt. 
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So thought our 'squire, nor wish'd the guards f appear 
So strong, thai safety might be bought too dear. 
The constitution was the ark that he 
Join'd to support with zeal and sanctity, 
Nor would expose it, as th' accursed son 
His fothei's weakness, to be gazed upon. 

I for that freedom make, said he, my prayer, 
That suits with ail, like atmospheric air; 
That is to mortal man by heaven assign'd. 
Who cannot bear a pure and perfect kind : 
Tlie lighter gas, that, taken in the frame, 
The spirit heats, and sets the blood in flame. 
Such is the freedom which when men approve. 
They know not what a dangerous thing they lore. 

George chose the company of men of sense. 
But could with wit in moderate share dispense ; 
He wish'd in social ease his friends to meet. 
When still he thought the female accent sweet; 
Well from the ancient, better from the young. 
He loved the lispings of the mother tongue. 

He ate and drank, as much as men who think 
Of life's best pleasures, ought to eat or drink ; 
Men purely temperate might have taken less, 
But still he loved indulgence, not excess; 
Nor would alone the grants of fortune taste, 
But shared the wealth he judged it crime to waste. 
And thus obtain'd the sure reward of care ; 
For none can spend like him who Icams to spare. 

Time, thought, and trouble made the man appear — 
By nature shrewd — sarcastic and severe; 
Still he was one whom those who fully knew 
Esteem'd and trusted, one correct and true ; 
All on his word with surety might depend. 
Kind as a man, and faithful as a friend : 
But him the many know not, knew not cause 
In their new squire for censure or applause ; 
Ask them, « Who dwelt within that lofty wall 7 • 
And they would say, « the gentleman was tall ; 
Look'd old when follow'd, but alert when met, 
And had some vigour in his movements yet; 
He sloops, but not as one infirm ; and wears 
Dress that becomes his station and his years. » 

Such was the man who from the world retum'd. 
Nor friend nor foe; he prized it not, nor spum'd ; 
But came and sat him in his village down, 
Safe from its smile, and careless of its frown : 
He, ^rly looking into life's account, 
Saw frowns and favours were of like amount ;. 
And viewing all — his perils, prospects, purse, 
He said, « Content ! *t is well it is no worse.n 

Through ways more rough had fortune Bichaid led. 
The world he traversed was the book he read ; 
Hence clashing notions and opinions strange 
Lodged in his mind ; all liable to change. 

By nature generous, open, daring, free. 
The vice he hated was hypocrisy: 
Beligions notions, in her latter years. 
His mother gave, admonish'd by her fears ; 



To these he added, as he chanced to read 
A pious work or learn a christian creed : 
He heard the preacher by the highway side. 
The church's teacher, and the meeting's guide; 
And mixing all their matters in his brain, 
Distiird a something he could ill explain ; 
But still it served him for his daily use, 
And kept his lively passions from abuse; 
For he believed, and held in reverence high, 
The truth so dear to man — ■ not all shall die.* 
The minor portions of his creed hung loose. 
For time to shapen and a whole produce; 
This love effected, and a favourite maid. 
With clearer views, his honest flame repaid ; 
Hers was the thought correct, the hope sublime, 
She shaped his creed, and did the work of time. 

He spake of freedom as a nation's cause; 
And loved, like George, our liberty and laws; 
But had more youthful ardour to be free. 
And stronger fears for injured liberty : 
With him, on vanous questions that arose. 
The monarch's servants were the people's foes ; 
And though he fought with all a Briton's zeal. 
He felt for France as Freedom's children feel ; 
Went far with her in What she thought reform. 
And hail'd the revolutionary storm ; 
Yet would not here, where there was least to win, 
And most to lose, the doubtful work begin; 
But look'd on change with some religious fear, 
And cried, with filial dread, ■ All ! come not here.* 

His friends he did not as the thoughtful chuse ; 
Long to deliberate was, he judged, to lose : 
Frankly he join'd the free, nor suf fer'd pride 
Or doubt to part them, whom their fate allied ; 
Hen with such minds at once each other aid, 
« Frankness,* they cry, « with frankness is repaid ; 
If honest, why suspect? if poor, of what afraid! 
Wealth's timid votaries may with' caution move. 
Be it our wisdom td confide and love. » 

So pleasures came ( not purchased first or plann'd ), 
But the chance pleasures that the poor command ; 
They came but seldom, they remain'd not long. 
Nor gave him time to question « are they wrong?* 
These he cnjoy'd, and left to after time 
To judge the folly or decide tlie crime ; 
Sure had he been, he had perhaps been pure 
From this reproach — but Bichard was not sure~- 
Yet from the sordid vice, the mean, the base. 
He stood aloof— death frown'd not like disgrace. 

With handsome figure, and with manly air. 

He pleased the sex, who all to him were fair; 

With filial love he look'd on forms decay'd, 

And admiration's debt to beauty paid ; 

On sea or land, wherever Richard went. 

Fie felt auction, and he found content; 

There was in him a strong presiding hope 

In fortune's tempests, and it bore him up : 

But when that mystic vine his mansion graced. 

When numerous branches round his board were placed. 

When sighs of apprehensive love were hearrl, 

Then first the spirit of the hero fear'd ; 
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Then he reflected on the falher^s part. 
And all an husband's sorrow touch'd h» heart; 
Tlicn thought he, « Who will tlieir assistance lend? 
And be the children's guide, the parent's friendt 
Who shall their guardian, their protector bet 
I have a brother — Well ! — and so has he. • 

And now they met : a message — kind, 't '» true, 

But verbal only — ask'd an interview; 

And many a mile, perplex'd by doubt and fear. 

Had Richard past, unwilling to appear — 

«( How shall I now my unknown way explore. 

He proud and rich — I very proud and poor? 

Perhaps my friend a dubious speech mistook. 

And George may meet me with a stranger's look; 

Then to my home when I return again, 

How shall I bear this business to explain, 

And tell of hopes raised high, and feelings hurt, in vain ? 

How stands the case 7 My brother's friend and mine 
Blet at an inn, and sat them down to dine : 
When having settled all their own affairs, 
And kindly canvass'd such as were not theirs, 
Just as my friend was going to retire, 
* Stay ! — you will see the brother of our squire,' 
Said his companion ; ' be his friend, and tell 
The captain that his brother loves him well, 
And when he has no better thing in view. 
Will be rejoiced to see him — Now, adieu !' 

Well ! here I am ; and, brother, take you heed, 

I am not come to flatter you and feed ; 

You shall no soother, fawner, hearer find, 

I will not brush your coat, nor smooth your mind ; 

I will not hear your talcs the whole day long, 

Nor swear you' re right if I believe you wrong ; 

Nor be a wirnevi of the facts vou state. 

Nor as my own adopt your love or hate : 

I will not earn my dinner when I dine, 

By taking 9II your sentiments for mine; 

Nor watch the guiding motions of your eye. 

Before I venture question or reply; 

Nor when you speak, affect an awe profound, 

Sinking my voice, as if I fear'd the sound; 

Nor to your looks oliediently attend. 

The poor, the humble, the dependant friend : 

Yot son of that dear mother could I meet — 

But lo ! the mansion — 't is a fine old seat!» 

The Brothers met, with both too much at heart 

To be observant of each other's part ; 

K Brother, I 'm glad,* was all that George could say, 

Then stretch'd his hand, and tum'd his head away; 

For he in tender tears had no delight, 

But scorn'd the thought, and ridiculed the sight; 

Yet now with pleasure, though with some surprise, 

He felt his heart o'erflowing at his eyes. 

Richard, meantime, made some attempts to q>eak, 
Strong in his purpose, in his trial weak; 
W^e cannot nature by our wishes rule, 
Nor at our will her warm emotions cool;— 
At length affection, like a risen tide, 
Stood still, and then seem'd slowly to subside ; 
Each on the other's looks had power to dwell, 
And Brother Brotlier greeted passing well. 
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Husband — Dinner Conversation — School of the Rector 
and Squire — The Master. 



At length the Brothers met, no longer tried 
By those strong feelings that in time subside ; 
Not fluent yet their language, but the eye 
And action spoke both question and reply; 
Till the heart rested, and could calmly feel, 
Till the shook compass felt tlie settling steel; 
Till playful smiles on graver converse broke. 
And cither speaker less abruptly spoke: 
Still was tliere ofttimcs silence, silence blest, 
Expressive, thoughtful — their emotions' rest; 
Pauses that came not from a want of thought, 
But want of ease, by wearied passion sought; 
For souls, when hurried by such powerful force. 
Rest, and retrace the pleasure of the course. 

They differed much ; yet might observers trace 
Likeness of features both in mind and face; 
Pride they possess' d, that neither strove to hide, 
But not offensive, not obtrusive pride : 
Unlike had been their life, unlike the fruits, 
Of different tempers, studies, and pursuits; 
Nay, in such varying scenes the men had moved, 
'T was passing strange that aught alike they loved 
But all distinction now was thrown apart. 
While these strong feelings ruled in either heart. 
As various colours in a painted ball, 
While it has rest, are seen distinctly all ; 
Till, whirl'd around by some exterior force, 
They nil arp blended in the rapid course : 
So in repose, and not by passion sway'd, 
We saw the difference by their habits made; 
But, tried by strong emotions, they became 
Fill'd with one love, and were in heart the same; 
Joy to the face its own expression sent. 
And gave a likeness in the looks it lent. 

All now was sober certainty; the joy 
That no strong passions swell till they destroy: 
For they, like wine, our pleasures raise so hi^. 
That they subdue our strength, and then they die. 
George in his brother felt a growing pride. 
He wonder'd who that fertile mind supplied — 
> Where could the wanderer gather on his road 
Knowledge so various? how tlie mind this food I 
No college train'd htm, guidelesa through hit life. 
Without a friend — not so ! he has a wife. 
Ah ! had I married, I might now have seen 
My-~ — No ! it never, never could have been : 
That long enchantment, that pcrnicions alale!— 
True, I recover'd, but alas I too late — 
And here is Richard, poor indeed — but — nay ! 
This is self-torment— fooliafa thoughts, away!* 



Ease leads to habit, aa success to 

He lives by rule who lives himself to please; 
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For change u trouble, and a man of wealth 
Consults his quiet as he guards his health ; 
And habit now on George had sovereign power, 
His actions all had their accustom'd hour: 
At the fiz'd time he slept, he walk'd, he read. 
Or sought his grounds, his gruel, and his bed ; 
For every seaaon he with caution dress'd, 
And morn and ere had the appropriate vest ; 
He talk'd of early misis, and night's cold air. 
And in one spot was fiz'd his worship's chair. 

But not a custom yet on Richard's mind 
Had force, or him to certain modes confined ; 
To him no joy such frequent visits paid, 
That habit by its beaten track was made : 
He was not one who at his ease could say, 
• We 'U live to-morrow as we lived to-day ;• 
But he and his were as the ravens fed. 
As the day came it brought the daily bread. 

Geoige, bom to fortnne, though of moderate kind. 
Was not in haste his road through lifSa to find : 
His father early lost, his mother tried 
To live without him, liked it not, and — sigh'd. 
When, for her widoVd hand, an amorous youth 

plied: 
She still was young, and felt that she could share 
A lover's passion, and an husband's care; 
Tet past twelve years before her son was told. 
To his surprise, ■ your fisdicr yon behold.* 
But he beheld not with his mother's eye 
The new relation, and would not comply; 
But all obedience, all connexion spum'd. 
And fled their home, where he no more return'd« 

His father's brotlier was a man whose mind 
Was to his buuness and his bank confined ; 
His guardian care the captious nephew sought. 
And was received, caress'd, advised, and taught. 

• That Irish beggar, wliom your mother took. 
Does you tha good, he sends you to your book ; 
Yet love not books beyond their proper worth. 
But when they fit you for the world, go forth : 
They are like beauties, and may blemngs prove. 
When we with caution study them, or love; 
But when to either we our souls devote. 
We grow unfitted for that world, and dole.* 

George to a school of higher class was sent. 
But he was ever grieving that lie vrent: 
A still, retiring, musing, dreaming boy. 
He relish'd not their sudden bunts of joy ; 
Nor the tumultuous pleasures of a rude, 
A noisy, careless, fearless multitude: 
He had his own delights, as one who flies 
From every pleasure that a crowd supplies: 
Thrice he reCum'd, but then was weary grown. 
And was indulged with studies of his own. 
Still could the neelor and hia friend relate 
The small adventures of thai discanl dale; 
And Richard lislen'd as they spake of time 
Past in that world of misery and crime. 

Freed from hia school, a priest of gentle kind 
The uncle found to guide tha nephew's mind ; 



Pleased with his teaclier, George to long remain'd, 
Tlie mind was weaken'd by the store it gain'd. 

His guardian uncle, then on foreign ground. 
No time to think of his improvcmenis found ; 
Nor had the nephew, now to manhood grown. 
Talents or taste for trade or commerce shown. 
But shnnn'd a world of which he little knew, 
Nor of that little did he like the view. 

His mother chose, nor I the choice upbraid. 

An Irish soldier of a house decay'd, 

And passing poor, but precious in her eyes 

As she in his; they both obtain'd a priie. • • 

To do the captain justice, she. might share 

What of her jointure his affoirs could ^pare : 

Irish he was in his profusion — true, 

But he was Irish in affection too; 

And though he spent her wealth and made her grieve, 

He always said ■ my dear,* and • with your leave.* 

Him she survived : she saw his boy possess'd 

Of manly qpirit, and then sank to rest. 

Her sons thus left, some legal cause rej^red 
That they should meet, but neither this desired : 
George, a recluae, with mind engaged, was one 
Who did no business, witli whom none was done; 
Whose heart, engross'd by its peculiar care. 
Shared no one's counsel-^no one his might sliare. 

Richard, a boy, a lively boy, was told 

Of his half-brother, haughty, stem, and cold ; 

And his boy fdly, or bis manly pride 

Made him on measures coot aiid harsh decide: 

So, when they met, a distant cold salute 

Was of a long-expected day the frait ; 

The rest by proxies managed, each withdrew, 

Vex'd by the business and the brother too; 

But now they met when time had calra'd the mind. 

Both wish'd for kindness, and it made them kind : 

George had no wife or child, and was disposed 

To love the man on whom hb hope reposed I 

Richard had both ; and those so well beloved. 

Husband and father were to kindness moved ; 

And thus th* affections check'd, subdued, restrain'd. 

Rose in their force, and in their fulness reign'd. 

The bell now bids to dine ; the friendly priest. 
Social and shrewd, the day's delight incieased: 
Brief and abmpt their speeches while they dined. 
Nor were their themes of intellectual kind ; 
Nor, dinner past, did they to these advance. 
But left the subjects they discncfd to chance. 

Richard, whose boyhood in the place was 9peuU 
Profound attention to the speakers lent 
Who spake of men; and, as he heard a name. 
Actors and actions to his memory came : 
Then, too, the scenes he could distinctly trace. 
Here he had fought, and there had gain'd a race ; 
In that chureh-walk he had affrighted been, 
In that old tower be had a something seen; 
What time, dismiss'd from school, he upward cast 
A fearful look, and trembled as he past. 

No private tutor Richard's parents sought, 
Made keen by hardship, and by trouble taught; 
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They might liavc sent him — some the counsel (jave — 
Seven gloomy winters of the North to l>raTe, 
Where a few pounds would pay for board and bed, 
Wliile the poor frozen boy was taught and fed ; 
When, say he lives, fair, freckled, lank and lean. 
The lad returns shrewd, subtle, close and keen ; 
With all the northern virtues and the rules 
Taught to the thrifty in these thriving schools : 
There had he gone, and borne this trying part, 
But Richard's mother had a mother's heart 

Now squire and rector were retum'd to school, 

And spoke of him who there had sovereign rule : 

JIc was, ft slem'd, a tyrant of the sort 

Who make the cries of tortured boys his sport ; 

One of a race, if not extinguish'd, tamed, 

The flogger now is of the act ashamed ; 

But this great mind all mercy's calls withstood. 

This liolofemes was a man of blood. 

k Students,* he said, ■ like horses on the road, 

Must well be lash'd before they take the load ; 

They may be willing for a time to run, 

But you must whip them ere the work be done : 

Tq tell a boy, that, if he will improve, 

Ilis friends will praise him, and his parents love, 

Ik doing nothing — lie lias not a doubt 

But they will love htm, nay, applaud, without : 

Let uo fond sire a boy's ambition trust. 

To make him study, let him see he must.* 

Such his opinion ; and to prove it true, 
At least sincere, it was his practice too ; 
Pluto they call'd him, and they named him well, 
T was not an heaven where, lie was pleased to dwell ; 
From him a smile was like the Greenland sun, 
Surprising, nay portentous, when it shone ; 
Or like the lightning, for the sudden (lash 
Prepared tlic children for the thunder's crash. 

O : had Narcissa, when she fondly kiss'd 

The weeping boy whom she to school dismiss'd. 

Had she beheld him shrinking from the arm 

Uplifted high to do the greater harm, 

Then seen her darling stript, and that pure white, 

And — O! her soul had fainted at the sight; 

And with those looks that love could not witlistand, 

She would have cried, * Barbarian, hold thy liand !■ 

In vain I do grief to tliis stern soul could speak, 

No iron-tear roll down this Pluto's cheek. 

Thus far tbey went, half earnest, half in jest. 
Then tum'd to themes of deeper interest ; 
While Richard's mind, that for awhile had stray'd, 
GiU'd home its powers, and due attention paid. 



BOOR III. 



BO)fS AT SCHOOL. 



The School— Schoolboys— The Boy-Tyrant— Sir Hector 
Blane — Schoolboys in after life how changed — how 
the same — The patronised Boy, his Life and Death — 
Reflections — Story of Harry Bland. 



Wi name the world a school, for day by day 

We something learn, till we are call'd away; 

The school we name a world, — for vice and pain, — 

fraud and contention, there begin to reign ; 

And much, in fact, this lesser world can show 

Of grief and crime that is the greater grow. 

■ You saw,* said George, « in that still-hated school 

How the meek suffer, how the haughty rule; 

There soft, ingenuous, gentle mmds endure 

Ills that ease, time, and friendship fail to cure ; 

There the best hearts, and those, who shrink from sin. 

Find some seducing imp to draw them in; 

Who takes infernal pleasure to impart 

The strongest poison to the purest heart. 

Call to your mind this scene — Yon boy behold : 

How hot the vengeance of a heart so cold ! 

See how he beats, whom he had just reviled 

And made rebellious — that imploring child : 

How fierce his eye, how merciless his blows, 

And how his anger on his insult grows ; 

You saw this Hector and his patient slave, 

Th' insulting speech, the cruel blows he gave. 

Mix'd with mankind, his interest in his sight, 

We found this Nimrod civil and polite; 

There was no triumph in liis manner seen, 

He was so humble you might think him mean : 

Those angry passions slept till he attain'd 

His purposed wealth, and waked when that was gain'd ; 

He then resumed the native wrath and pride. 

The more indulged, as longer laid aside; 

Wife, children, servants, all obedience pay. 

The slaves at school no greater slaves than tliey. 

No more dependent, he resumes tlie rein. 

And shows the schoolboy turbulence again. 

Were I a poet, I would say he brings 

To recollection some impetuous springs; 

See ! one that issues from its humble source, 

To gain new powers, and run its noisy course ; 

Frothy and fierce among the mcks it goes. 

And threatens all that bound it or oppose : 

Till, wider grown, and finding large increase. 

Though liounded still, it moves along in peace; 

And as its waters to the ocean glide, 

They bear a busy people on its tide; 

But there arrived, and from its channel free, 

Those swelling waters meet the mighty sea ; 

With threat'ning force the new-form'd billows swell, 

And now affright tlie crowd they bore so well. • 

« Yet,* said the rector, • all these early signs 
Of vice are lost, and rice itself declines ; 
Religion counsels, troubles, sorrows rise, 
And the vile spirit in the conflict dies. 



Sir Hector Blanc, the champion of the school. 
Was very blockhead, but was fonn'd for rule : 
Learn he could not ; he said he could not learn, 
But he profcss'd it gave him no concern. 
Books were his horror, dinner his delight. 
And his amusement to shake hands and fight, 
Argue he could not, but in case of doubt. 
Or disputation, fairly l>oxed it out: 
This was his logic, and his arm so strong. 
His cause prevail'd, and he was never wrong; 
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But so obtuM — you must hare seen his look. 
Desponding, an6<7» pw^ o*^ his book. 

Can you not see him on the mom that proved 

His skill in figures? Pluto's self was moved — 

' Gome, six times fivef th' impatient teacher cried ^ 

In vain, the pupil shut his eyes, and sigh'd. 

* Try, six times count your fingers^ how he stands! — 

Your fingers, idiot!' — * What, of both my hands?' 

With parts like these his father felt assured, 

In busy times, A ship might be procured ;- 

He too was pleased to be so early freed, 

He now could fight, and he in time might read. 

So he has fought, and in his country's cause 

Has gain'd him glory, and otu" hearts* applause. 

No more the blustering boy a school defies, 

We see the hero from the tyrant rise. 

And in the captain's wortli the student's dulness dies.* 

« Be all alloVd;* replied the squire, * I give 
Praise to his actions; may their glory live ! 
Nay, I will hear him in his riper age 
Fight his good ship, and with the foe engage; 
Nor will I quit him when the cowards fly. 
Although, like them, I dread his energy. 

But still, my friend, that ancient spirit reigns : 

His powers support the credit of hb brains, 

Insisting ever that he must be right. 

And for his reasons still prepared to fight. 

Let him a judge of England's prowess be, 

And all her floating terrors on die sea ; 

But this contents not, this is not denied, 

He claims a right on all things to decide— 

A kind of patent-wisdom, and he cries, 

* 'T is so!' and bold the hero that denies. 

Thus the boy-spirit still the bosom rules. 

And the world's maxims were at first the school's. > 

> No doubt,* said Jacques, • there are in minds the seeds 

Of good and ill, the virtues and the weeds ; 

But is it not of study the intent 

This growth of evil nature to prevent? 

To check the progress of each idle shoot 

That might retard tlie ripening of the fruit?* 

« Our purpose certain! and we much efffHrt, 
We something cure, and something we correct ; 
But do your utmost, when the man you see. 
Ton find him what you saw the boy would be, 
Disguised a litde; but we still behold 
What pleased and what offiended us of old. 
Years from the mind no native stain remove. 
But lay the varnish of the world above. 
Still, whoi he can, he loves to step aside 
And be the boy, without a check or guide ; 
In the old wanderings he with pleasure strays, 
And reassnmcs the bliss of earlier days. 

I left at school the boy with pensive look, 
Whom some great patron order'd to his book, 
Who from his mother^s cot reluctant came. 
And gave mj lordf for this compassion, fame; 
Who, told of all his patron's merit, ngli'd, 
I know rot why, in sorrow or in pride; 



And would, with vex'd and troubled spirit, cry, 
* I am not happy ; let your envy die.' 
Him left I with you ; who, perhaps, can tell 
If fortune bless'd him, or what fate befell : 
I yet remember how the idlers ran 
To see the carriage of the godlike man, 
When pride restrain d me; yet I thought the deed 
Was noble, too, — and how did it succeed?* 

Jacques answered not till he had backward cast 
His riew, and dwelt upon the evil past ; . 
Then, as he sigh'd, he smiled ; — from folly rise 
Such smiles, and misery will create such sighs. 
And Richard now front his abstraction broke. 
Listening attentive as- the rector spoke. 



« This noble lord was one disposed to try 

And weigh the worth of each new luxury; 

Now, at a certain time, in pleasant mood, 

He tried the luxury of doing good ; 

For this lie chose a widow's handsome boy. 

Whom he would first improve, and then employ. 

The boy was gentle, modest, civil, kind. 

But not for bustling through the world design'd ; 

Reserved in manner, with a little gloom, 

Apt to retire, but never, to assume ; 

Possess'd of pride that he could not subdue. 

Although he kept his origin in view. 

Him sen( my lord to school; and this became 

A theme for praite, and gave his lordship fame ; 

But when the boy was told how great his debt. 

He proudly ask'd, * is it contract«l yet ?' 

With care he studied, and with some success ; 
His patience great, but his acquirements less : 
Yet when he heard that Charles would not excel. 
His lordship answer'd, with a smile, ' 't is well ; 
Let him proceed, and do the best he can, 
I want no pedant, but a useful man.' 

The speech was heard, and praise was amply dealt, 
His lordship felt it, and he said he felt — 
' It is delightful,' he observed, * to raise 
And foster merit, — it is more than praise.' 

Five years at school th' industrious boy had past, 

' And what,' was whisper'd, 'will be done at last 7* 

My lord was troubled, for he did not mean 

To have his bounty watch'd and overseen; 

Bounty that sleeps when men applaud no more,. 

The generous act that waked their praise before ; 

The deed was pleasant while the praise was new. 

But none the progress would with wonder view : 

It was a debt contracted ; he who pays . 

A debt is just, but must npt look for praise : 

The deed that once had fame must still proceed, 

Though fame no more proclaims * how great the deed!' 

The boy is taken from his mothei^s side. 

And he who took him must be now Iris guide. 

But this, alas! instead of bringing fame, 

A tax, a trouble, to my lord became. 

' The boy is dull, you say,— why then by trade, 
By law,. by physic, notliing can be made; 
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If a small living — mine are both too large. 
And then the college is a cursed charge : 
Tliesea is open; should he there display 
Signs of dislike, be cannot run away.' 

Now Charles, who acted no heroic part, 
And fdt no seaman's glory warm his heart, 
Refused the offer. — Anger touch'd my lord : — 

* He does not like it — Good, upon my word — 
If I at college place him, he will need 
Supplies for ever, and will not succeed ; — 
Doubtless in me 't is duty to provide 

Not for his comfort only, but his pride- 
Let him to sear— He heard the words again. 
With promise join'd — with threat'ning; all in vain : 
Charles had his own pursuits ; for aid to these 
He had been thankful, and had tried to please; 
But urged again, as meekly as a saint, 
He humbly begg'd to stay at home, and pahit. 

* Yes, pay some dauber, that this stubborn foot 
May grind his colours, and may boast his school.' 

As both persbted, ' Cliuse, good sir, your way,' 
The peer exclaim'd, * I have no more to say. 
I seek your good, but I have no command 
Upon your will, nor your desire withstand/ 

Resolved and firm, yet dreading to offend, 

Charles pleaded genius with his noble friend : 

*■ Genius 1' he cried, * the name that triflers give 

To tlieir strong wishes without pains to live j 

Genius! the plea of all who feel desire 

Of fame, yet grudge the labours that acquire : 

But say 't is true ; how poor, how late the gain, 

And certain ruin if the hope be vain !' 

Then to the worid appeal'd my lord, and cricd^ 

* Whatever happens, I am justified.' 
Nay, it was trouble to his soul to find 

There was such liarduese in tlie human mind : 
He wash'd his hands before the world, and swore 
That he ' such minds would patronize no more.* 

Now Qiarles his bread by daily labours sought. 
And this his solace, ' so Corregio wrou^t/ 
Alas, poor youth ! however great his name, 
And humble thine, thy fortune was the same : 
Charles drew and painted, and some praise obtain'd 
For care and pains; but little more was gain'd : 
Fame was his hope, and he contempt display'd 
For approbation, when *t was coolly paid : 
His daily tasks he call'd a waste of mind, 
Vex'd at his fate, and angry with mankind : 
' Thus have the blind to merit ever done. 
And Genius moum'd for each neglected son.' 

Charles murmur'd thos^ and angry and alone 

Half breathed the curse, and half suppress'd the groan ; 

Then still more sullen grew, and still more proud, 

Fame so refused be to himself allow'd, 

Crowdit in contempt he held, and all to him was crowd. 

If aught on earth, the youth his mother loved, 
And, at her death, to distant scenes removed. 

Years pant away, and where he lived, and how. 
Was then unknown — indeed we know noC now ; 



But once at twilight walking up and down. 

In a poor alley of the mighty town. 

Where, in her narrow courts and garrets, hide 

The grieving sons of genius, want, and pride, 

I met him musing : sadness I could trace. 

And Gonquer'd hope's meek anguish, in his face. 

See him I must : but I with ease address'd. 

And neither pity nor surprise express'd ; 

I strove .both grief and pleasure to restrain. 

But yet I saw that I waA giving pain. 

He said, with quick'ning pace, as loth to hold 

A longer convarse, that * the day was cold. 

That he was wdl; that I had scarcely light 

To aid my stepa,' and bade me then good night! 

I saw him next where he had lately come, 
A silent pauper in a crowded room ; 
I heard his name, but he conceal'd his face. 
To his sad mind his misery was disgrace : 
In vain I strove to combat his disdain 

Of my compassion * Sir, I pray refrain;* 

For I had left my friends and stepp'd aside. 
Because I fear'd his unrelenting pride. 

He then was sitting on a workhouse-bed, 
And on the naked boards reclined his head, 
Around were children with incessant cry, 
And near was one, like him, about to die ; 
A broken chair's deal bottom held the store 
That he required — he soon would need no more; 
A yellow tea-pot, standing at his side. 
From its half spout the cold black tea supplied. 

Hither, it seem'd, the fainting man was broo^t. 
Found without food, — it was no longer sought: 
For his employers knew not whom they paid. 
Nor where to seek him whom they wish'd lo aid : 
Here brought, some kind attendant he address'd. 
And sought some trifles which he yet poeseas'd; 
Then named a lightless closet, in a room 
Hired at small rate, a garret's deepest gloom. 
Tliey sought the regioti, and they brought him all 
That he his own, his proper wealth could call : 
A better coat, less pieced ; some linen neat. 
Not whole ; and papers many a valued sheet ; 
Designs and drawings; these, at his desire. 
Were placed before him at the chamber fire, 
And while th' admiring people btood to gaae. 
He, one by one, committed to the blaie. 
Smiting in spleen ; but one he held a while. 
And gave it to the flames, and could not smile. 

The sickening man — for such appeared die ftict— 

Just in his need, would not a debt contract; 

But left his poor apartment for the bed 

That earth might yield him, or some way-«de shed ; 

Here he was found, and to this place convey'd. 

Where he might rest, and his last debt be paid : 

Fame was his wish, but he so far from fame. 

That no one knew his kindred, or his name. 

Or by what means he lived, or from what place he came. 

Poor Charles ! unnoticed by thy titled friend. 
Thy days had calmly past, in peace thine end : 
Led by thy patron's vanity astray. 
Thy own mbled thee in thy tracUess way, 



/ 



TALES OF THE HALL. 



ai3 



Urging thee on by hopes ahmrd and Tain, 
Where nerer peace or comfort tmiled again ! 

Once more I saw him, when his spirits fail'd, 

And my desire to aid him dien prerail'd; 

He show'd a softer feeling in his eye. 

And waich'd my looks, and own'd the sympadiy : 

T was now the calm of wearied pride ; so long 

As he had strength was his resentment strong, 

But in such place, with strangers all around. 

And they such strangers, to hare something found 

Allied to his own heart, an early friend, 

One, only one, who would on him attend. 

To gire and take a look ! at this his journey's end ; 

One link, howerer slender, of the chain 

That held him where he could not long remain ; 

The one sole interest !— No, he could not now 

Retain his anger; Nature knew not how; 

And so there came a softness to his mind, 

And he fbrgare the usage of mankind. 

His cold long fingers now were press'd to mine, 

And his foint smile of kinder thoughts gate sign ; 

His lips mored often as he tried to lend 

His words their sound, and softly whispered ' friend !' 

Not without comfort in the thought eipress'd 

By that calm look with which he sank to rest.* 



• Hie man,* said George, • you see, through life r»- 

tain'd 
The bo/s defects : his virtues too remained. 

But where are now those minds so light and gay. 

So forced on study, so intent on play. 

Swept by the world's rude blasts, from hope's dear 

ricws away 7 
Some grieved for long neglect in earlier times. 
Some sad from frailties, some lamenting crimes; 
Thinking, with sorrow, on the season lent 
For noble purpose, and in trifling spent; 
And now, at last, when they in earnest riew 
The nothings done— what work they find to do 7 
Where is that rirtue that the generous boy 
Felt, and resolved that nothing should destroy? 
He who with noble indignation glow'd 
When rice had triumph ? who his tear bestow'd 
On injured merit? he who would possess 
Power, but to aid the children of distress ! 
Who has such joy in generous actions shown. 
And so sincere, they might be call'd his own ; 
Knight, hero, patriot, martyr! on whose tongue. 
And potent arm, a nation's welfisre hung; 
He who to public misery brought relief. 
And soothed the anguish of domestic grief. 
Where now this rirtue's fervour, spirit, zeal? 
Who felt so warmly, has he ceased to feel? 
The boy's emotions of that noble kind. 
Ah ! sure th' experienced man has not resign'd ; 
Or are these feelings varied ? has the knight. 
Virtue's own champion, now refused to fight? 
Is the deliverer tnm'd th' oppressor now ^ 
Has the reformer dropt the dangerous vow ? 
Or has the patriot's bosom lost its heat, 
And forced him, shivering, to a snug retreat? 
Is such the grievous lapse of human pride? 
Is such the viclory of the worth ontriad ? 



Here will I pause, and then review the shame 
Of Harry Bland, to hear his parent's name ; 
That mild, that modest boy, whom well we knew. 
In him long time the secret sorrow grew; 
He wept alone ; then to his friend confess'd 
The grievous fears that his pure mind oppressed ; 
And thus, when terror o'er his shame obtiun'd 
A painful conquest, he his case explain'd : 
And first his favourite question'd — 'Willie, tell, 
Do all the wicked people go to hell?' 

Willie with caution answer'd, * Tes, they do. 
Or else repent ; but what is this to youl* 
* O ! yes, dear friend :* he then his tale began— 
He fdir'd his fether was a wicked man, 
Nor had repented of his naughty life ; 
The wife he had indeed was not a wife. 
Not as my mother was ; the servants all 
Gall her a name — I '11 whisper what they call. 
She saw me weep, and ask'd, in high disdain. 
If tears could bring my mother back again? 
This I could bear, but not when she pretends 
Such fond regard, and what I speak commends ; 
Talks of my learning, fewning wretch! and tries 
To make me love her, — love ! when I despise. 
Indeed I had it in my heart to say 
Words of reproach, before I came away; 
And then my father's look is not the same. 
He puts his anger on to hide his shame.* 

With all these feelings delicate and nice. 
This dread of infamy, this scorn of vice. 
He left the school, accepting, though with pride. 
Bis fether's aid— but there would not reside ; 
He married then a lovely maid, approved 
Of every heart as worthy to be loved; 
Mild as the mom in summer, firm as truth. 
And graced with wisdom in the bloom of youth. 

How is it, men, when they in judgment sit. 

On the same feult, now censure, now acquit? 

Is it not thus, that here we riew the sin, 

And ^ure the powerful cause that drew us in ? 

'T is not that men are to the evil blind. 

But that a different object fills the mind. 

In judging others we can see too well 

Their grievous fell, but not how grieved they fell ; 

Judging ourselves, we to our minds recall. 

Not how we fell, but how we grieved to fell. 

Or could this man, so vex'd in early time. 

By this strong feeling for his fether's crime. 

Who to the parent's sin was barely just. 

And mix'd with filial fear the man's disgust; 

Could he, without some strong delusion, quit 

The path of duty, and to shame submit? 

Cast off the virtue he so highly prised, 

* And be the very creature he despised? * 

A tenant's wife, half forward, half afraid. 
Features, it seem'd, of powerful cast display'd. 
That bore down faith and duty ; common feme 
Speaks of a contract that augments the shame. 

There goes he, not unseen, so strong the will. 
And blind the wish, that bear him to the mill ; 
There he degraded Mis, and strives to please 
The millei's children, laughing at his knees; 
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And little Dorcas, now familiar grown, 

Talks of her rich papa, and of her own. 

He woos the mother's now precarious smile 

By costly gifts, that tempers reconcile ; 

While the rough husband, yielding to the pay 

That buys his absence, growling stalks away. 

*T is said th' offending man will sometimes sigh. 

And say, ' My God, in what a dream am 1 7 

I will awake :' but, as the day proceeds, 

The weaken'd mind the day's indulgence needs; 

Hating himself at every step he takes, 

His mind approves the virtue he forsakes. 

And yet forsakes her. O! how sharp the pain. 

Our vice, ourselves, our habits to disdain ; 

To go where never yet in peace we went, 

To feel our hearts can bleed, yet not relent; 

To sigh, yet not recede; to grieve, yet not repent!* 



BOOK IV. 



ADVENTURES OF RICHARD. 

Meeting of the Brothers in the Morning — ^Pictures, Mu- 
sic, Books— The Autumnal Walk— The Farm— The 
Flock — Effect of Retirement upon the Mind — Dinner 
— Richard's Adventure at Sea — George inquires into 
the Education of his Brother — Richard's Account of 
his Occupations in his early Life ; his Pursuits, As- 
sociations, Partialities, Affections [and Feelings — 
His Love of Freedom — The Society he chose — 
The Friendships he engaged in — and the Habits he 
contracted. 



Eight days had past ; the Brothers now could meet 

With ease, and take the customary seal. 

• These,* said the host, for he p^ceived where stray 'd 

His brother's eye, and what he now survey'd ; 

■ These are the costly trifles that we buy. 

Urged by the strong demands of vanity. 

The thirst and hunger of a mind diseased. 

That must with purchased flattery be appeased ; 

But yet, 't is true, the things that you behold 

Serve to amuse us as we're getting old : 

These pictures, as I heard our artists say. 

Are genuine all, and I believe they may; 

They cost the genuine sums, and I should grieve 

If, being willing, I could not believe. 

And there is music; when the ladies come, 
With their keen looks they scrutiniie the room 
To see what pleases, and I must expect 
To yield them pleasure, or to find neglect : 
For, as attractions from our person fly. 
Our purses, Richard, must the want supply; 
Tet would it vex me could the triflers know 
That they can shut out comfort or bestow. 

But see this room : here, Richard, you will find 
Books for all palates, food for every mind ; 
This readers term the ever-new delight. 
And so it is, if minds have appetite : 
Mine once was craving ; great my joy, indeed. 
Had I posseas'd such food when I could feed ; 



When at the call of every new-bom wish 

I could have keenly relish'd every dish — 

Now, Richard, now, I stalk around and look 

Upon the dress and title of a book. 

Try half a page, and then can taste no more. 

But the dull volume to its place restore; 

Begin a second slowly to peruse, 

Then cast it by, and look about for news; 

The news itself grows dull in long debates, — 

I skip, and see what the cocclusion states; 

And many a speech, with seal and study made 

Gold and resisting spirits to persuade, 

Is lost' on mine ; alone, we cease to feel 

What crowds admire, and wonder at their seal. 

But how the day? No furer will it be? 
Walk you? Alas! 'tis requisite for me— 
Nay, let me not prescribe — my friends and gncsls 
free.* 



It was a fair and mild autumnal sky. 

And earth's ripe treasures met th' admiring eye. 

As a rich beauty, when her bloom is lost. 

Appears with more magnificence and cost : 

The wet and heavy grass, where feet had stray d. 

Not yet erect, the wanderer's way betray d ; 

Showers of the night had swell'd the deep'ning rill. 

The morning breese had urged the quick'ning miU; 

Assembled rooks had wing'd their sea-ward flight. 

By the same passage to return at night. 

While proudly o'er them hung the steady kite, 

Then tum'd him back, and left the noisy throng, 

Nor deign'd to know them as he sail'd along. 

Long yellow leaves, from osiers, streVd around. 

Choked the small stream, and hush'd the feeble sound ; 

While the dead foliage dropt from loftier trees 

Our squire beheld not with his wonted ease. 

But to his own reflections made reply. 

And said aloud, « Yes! doubtless we must die.» 

« We must;» said Richard, « and we would not live 
To foci what dotage and decay will give ; 
But we yet taste whatever we behold. 
The mom is lovely, though tlie air is cold : 
There is delicious quiet in this scene. 
At once so rich, so varied, so serene; 
Sounds too delight us, — each discordant tone 
Thus mingled please, that fail to please alone ; 
This hollow wind, this rustling of the brook. 
The form-yard noise, the woodman at yon oak — 
See, the axe falls! — now listen to the stroke! 
That gun itself, that murders all this peace. 
Adds to the charm, because it soon must cease, m 

« No doubt, » said George, « the country has its charms! 

My form behold! the model for all forms! 

Look at that land — you find not there a weed, 

We grub the roots, and suffer none to seed. 

To land like this no botanist will come. 

To seek the precious ware he hides at home; 

Pressing the leaves and flowers with effort nice. 

As if they came from herbs in Paradise ; 

Let them tlieir favourites with my neighbours see, 

They have no— what?— no habitat with me. 
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Now soe my flock, and hear its glory; — nooe 
Hare that yast body and that aloider bone; 
They are the Tillage boast, the dealet's theme, 
Fleece of such staple! flesh in sach*caceem!» 

m Brother,* said Hichard, « do I hear aright? 
Does the land tmly giTe so much delight 1» 

« So says my bailiff : sometimes I have tried 

To catch the joy, but nature has denied; 

It will not be--the mind has had a store 

Laid up for life, and will admit no more : 

Worn out in trials, and about to die. 

In vain to thete we for amusement fly; 

We farm, we garden, we our poor employ. 

And much command, though little we enjoy; 

Or, if ambitions, we employ our pen. 

We plant a desert, or we drain a fen ; 

And — here, behold my medal ! — this will show 

What men may merit when they nothing know. » 

■ Tet reason here,* said Richard, « joins with pride: — • 

■ I did not ask th* alliance,* George replied — 
• I grant it true, such trifle may induce 

A dull, proud man to wake and be of use; 

And there are purer pleasures, that a mind 

Calm and uninjured may in villas find; 

But where ih' affections have been deeply tried, 

With other food that mind must be supplied : 

Tis not in trees or medals to impart 

The powerful medicine for an aching heart; 

The agitation dies, but there is still 

The backward spirit, the resisting will. 

Man takes his body to a country seat. 

But minds, dear Richard, have their own retreat ; 

Oft when the feet are pacing o'er the green 

The mind is gone where never grass was seen, 

And never thinks of hill, or vale, or plain, 

Till want of rest creates a sense of pain. 

That calls that wandering mind, and brings it home again. 

No more of farms : but here I boast of minds 

That make a friend the richer when he finds ; 

These shalt thou see;— but, Richard, be it known. 

Who thinks to see must in his turn be shown : — 

But now farewell ! to thee will I resign 

Woods, walks, and valleys! take them til! we dine.* 



Some will, *t b troe, a bolder fircdom take, 

And keep our wonder always wide awake; 

We know of those whose dangers fwc exceed 

Our frail belief, that trembles as we read; 

Such as in deserts buni, and thirst, and die, 

Save a last gasp that they recover by : 

Then, too, their haiard from a tyrant's arms, 

A tigei's fury, or a lady's charms; 

Beside th' accumulated evils borne 

From the bold outset to the safe return. 

These men abuse; but thou hast fair pretence 

To modest dealing, and to mild good sense ; 

Then let me hear thy struggles and escapes 

In the far lands of crocodiles and apes : 

Say, hast thou, Bruce-like, knelt upon the bed 

Where the young Nile uplifts his branchy head? 

Or been partaker of th' unhallow'd feast. 

Where beast-like man devours his fdlow beast, 

And churn'd the bleeding life ; while each great dame 

And sovereign beauty bade adieu to shame? 

Or did the storm, that thy wreck'd pinnace bore, 

Impel thee gasping on some unknown shore; 

Where, when thy beard and nails were savage grown. 

Some swarthy princess took thee for her own, 

Some danger-dreading Tarico, who, kind, 

Sent thee away, and, prudent, staid behind ? 

Come— I am ready wonders to receive, 
Prono to assent, and willing to believe.* 

Richard replied : « It must be known to you, 

That tales improbable may yet be true ; 

And yet it is a foolish thing to tell 

A tale that shall be judged improbable ; 

While some impossibilities appear 

So like the truth, that we assenting hear: 

Tet, with your leave, I venture to relate 

A chance-affair, and fact alone will state; 

Though, I confess, it may suspicion breed, 

And you may cry, * improbable, indeed !* 



The Brothers dined, and with that plenteous fare 
That seldom fails to dissipate our care. 
At least the lighter kind ; and oft prevails 
When reason, duty, nay, when kindness foils. 
Tet food and wine, and all that mortals bless. 
Lead them to think of peril and distress; ' 
Cold, hunger, danger, sioKtude, and pain. 
That men in life's adventurous ways sustain. 

• Thou hast sail'd for, dear brother,* said the 'squire — 
Permit me of these unknown lands t' roqnire. 
Lands never till'd, where thou hast wondering been, 
And all the marvels thou hast heard and seen : 
Do tell me something of the miseries felt 
In climes where travellers freeze, and where they melt; 
And be not nice, — we know *t is not in men. 
Who travel far, to hold a steady pen : 



When fiist I tried the sea, I took a trip, 
But duty none, in a relation's ship ; 
Thus, unengaged, I felt my spirits light. 
Kept care at distance, and put fear to flight; 
Oft this same spirit in my friends prevail'd, 
Buoyant in dangers, rising when aasail'd; 
When, as the gale at evening died away. 
And die it will with the retiring day. 
Impatient then, and sick of very ease. 
We loudly whistled for the slumbering breeze. 

One eve it came; and, frantic in my joy, 

I rose and danced, as idle as a boy : 

The cabin-lights were down, tliat wc might learn 

A trifling something from the ship astern ; 

The stiffening gale bore up the growing wave. 

And wilder motion to my madness gave: 

Oft have I since, when thoughtful and at rest. 

Believed some maddening power my mind possessed; 

For, in an instant, as the stem sank low, 

(How moved I knew not— What can madness know?) 

Cliance that direction to my motion gave. 

And plunged me headlong in the roaring wave: 
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Swift flew the parting ship,— the fainter light 
Withdrew, — or horror took them from my tight. 

All was confused above, beneath, around; 

All sounds of terror; no distingulsh'd sound 

Could reach me, now on sweeping suiges tost, 

And then between the rising billows lost; 

An undefined sensation stopp'd my breath ; 

Disordered views and threat'ning signs of death 

Met in one moment, and a terror gave — 

I cannot paint it— to the moving grave. 

My thoughts were all distressing, hurried, mix'd. 

On all things fixing, not a moment fix'd: 

Vague thoughts of instant danger brought their pain. 

New hopes of safety banish'd them again ; 

Then the swoln billow all these hopes destroyed. 

And left me sinking in the mighty void : 

Weaker I grew, and grew the more diamayd. 

Of aid all hopeless, yet in search of aid ; 

Struggling awhile upon the wave to keep. 

Then, languid, sinking in the yawning deep: 

So tost, so lost, so sinking in despair, 

I pray'd in heart an undirected prayer, 

And then once more I gave my eyes to view 

The ship now lost, and bade the light adieu! 

From my chill'd frame th' enfeebled spirit fled. 

Rose the tall billows round my deep'ning bed. 

Cold seized my heart, thought ceased, and I was dead. 

Brotlier, I have not, — man has not the power 

To paint the horrors of that life-long hour ; 

Hour! — but of time I knew not— when I found 

Hope, youth, life, love, and all they promised, drown'd ; 

When all so indistinct, so undefined, 

So dark and dreadful, overcame the mind; 

Wlien such confusion on the spirit dwelt. 

That, feeling much, it knew not what it felt. 

Can I, my brother — ought 1 to forget 
That night of terror T No ! it threatens yet. 
Shall I days, months — nay, years, indeed, neglect. 
Who then could feel what moments must effect 
Were aught effected? who, in that wild storm. 
Found there was nothing I could well perform ; 
For what to us are moments, what are horns. 
If lost our judgment, and confused our powers ? 

Oft in the times when passion strives to reign, 
When duty feebly holds the slacken'd chain, 
When reason slumbers, then remembrance draws 
This view of death, and folly makes a pause— 
The view o'ercomes the vice, the fear the freniy awes. 

I know there wants not this to make it true, 
What danger bids be done, in safety do ; 
Yet such escapes may make our purpose sure. 
Who slights such warning may be too secure.* 

« But the escape!" — ■ Whate*er they judged might save 
Their sinking friend they cast upon the wave; 
Something of these my heaven-directed arm 
Unconscious seized, and held as by a charm :] 
The crew astern beheld me as I swam, - 
And I am saved — O ! let me say I am.* 



• Brother,* aaid George, ■ I have neglected long 
To think of all thy perils: — it was wrong; 

But do forgive me; for I could not be 

Than of myself more negligent of thee. 

Now tell me, Bichard, from the boyish years 

Of thy young" mind, that now so rich appears, 

How was it stored 7 't was told me, thou wert wild, 

A truant urchin, — a neglected child. 

I heard of this escape, and sat supine 

Amid the danger that exceeded thine; 

Thou couldst but die — the waves could bat infold 

Thy warm gay heart, and make that boaom cold — 

While I but no ! Proceed, and give me truth ; 

How past the years of thy nnguided youth? 

Thy ^ther left thee to the care of one 

Who could not teach, could ill sapport a son; 

Yet time and trouble feeble minds have stay d. 

And fit for long-neglected duties made: 

I see thee stro^^Ung in the worid, as late 

Within the waves, and vrith an equal £ate, 

Hy Heaven preserved — but tell me, whence and htrm 

Thy gleaning came? — a dexterous gleaner thou!* 

• Left by that father, who was known to few. 
And to that mother, who has not her due 
Of honest fame,* said Bichard, « our retreat 
Was a small cottage, for our station meet. 

On Barfbrd Downs : that mother, fond and poor. 

There taught some truths, and bade me seek for 

Such as our village-school and books a few 

Supplied ; but such 1 cared not to pursoe; 

I sought the town, and to the ocean gave 

Hy mind and thoughts, as restless as the wave : 

Where crowds assembled, I was sure to run. 

Hear what was said, and mused on what was done; 

Attentive listening in the moving scene, 

And often wondering what the men could mesji. 

When ships at sea made signals of their need, 
I watch'd on shore the sailors, and their qteed: 
Mix'd in their act, nor rested till I knew 
Why they were call'd, and what they were to do. 

Whatever business in the port was done, 
I, without call, was with the busy one ; 
Not daring question, but with open ear 
And greedy spirit, ever bent to hear. 

To me the wives of seamen loved to tell 
What storms endangei'd men estecm'd to wdi; 
What wond'rous things in foreign parts they saw. 
Lands without boundb, and people without law. 

No ships were wreck'd upon that fiatal beach. 
But I could give the luckless tale of each ; 
Eager I look'd, till I beheld a face 
Of one disposed to paint their dismal case ; 
Who gave the sad sunrivors' doleful tale. 
From the first brushing of the mighty gale 
Until they struck; and, suffering in their fate, 
I long'd the more they should its horrors state; 
While some, the fond of pity, would enjoy 
The earnest sorrows of the feeling boy. 

I sought the men return'd from regions cold. 
The frozen straits, where icy moumains rolled; 
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Some I could win to tell in« jeriom tales 

Of boats uplifted by enormous whales, 

Or, when harpoon'd, how swiftly throuf^h the seo 

The wounded monsters witli tlie cordage flee; 

Yet some uneasy thoughts assail'd me then, 

Tlie monsters warr'd not with, nor wounded men ; 

The smaller fry we take, with scales and fins, 

Who gasp and die— this adds not to our sins; 

But so much blood ! warm life, and frames so large 

To strike, to murder — seem'd an heavy charge. 

They told of days, where many goes to one — 
Such days as ours; and how a larger sun, 
Red, but not flaming, roll'd, with motion slow, 
On the world's edge, and never dropt below. 

There were fond girls, who took me to their side 

To tell the story how their lovers died ; 

They praised my tender heart, and bade me prove 

Doth kind and constant when 1 came to love. 

In fact, I lived for many an idle year 

In f6nd pursuit of agitations dear ; 

For ever seeking, ever pleased to find, 

The food I loved, 1 thought not of its kind ; 

It gave affliction while it brought delight. 

And joy and anguish could at once excite. 

One gusty day, now stormy and now still, 

1 stood apart upon the western hill. 

And saw a race at sea : a gun was heard. 

And two contending boats in sail appear d ; 

Equal awhile; then one was left behind. 

And for a moment had her chance rcsign'd, 

When, in tliat moment, up a sail they drew — 

Not used before — their rivals to pursue. 

Strong was the gale! in hurry now there came 

Men from the town, their thoughts, their fears the same; 

And women too! affrighted maids and wives, 

All deeply feeling for their sailors* lives. 

The strife continued ; in a glass we saw 

The desperate efforts, and wc stood in awe, 

When the last boat shot suddenly before, 

Tlien fill'd, and sank — and could be seen no more! 

Tlien were those piercing shrieks, tliat frantic flight. 
All hurried ! all in tumult and affright ! 
A gathering crowd from different streets drew near, 
AH ask, all ansMrer — none attend, none hear ! 

One boat is safe ; and sec! she backs her sail 
To save the sinking — Will her care avail ? 

O ! how impatient on tlie sands we tread, 
And the winds roaring, and the women led, 
As up and down they pace with frantic air. 
And scorn a comforter, and will despair; 
They know not who in eiilier boat is gone, 
But think the father, husband, lover, one. 

And who is she apart 7 She dares not come 
To'join the crowd, yet cannot rest at home : 
With what strong interest looks she at the waves. 
Meeting and clashing o'er the seamen's graves : 
T is a poor girl betrolh'd — a few hours more. 
And he will lie a corpse upon the shore. 



Strange, that a boy eonld love these scenes, and cry 
In very pity — but that boy was I. 
With pain my mother would my tales receive, 
And say, * my Richard, do not learn to grieve.' 

One wretched hour had past before we knew 
Whom they had saved ! Alas! they were but two. 
An orphan'd lad and widow'd man — no more ! 
And they unnoticed stood upon the shore. 
With scarce a friend to greet them — wridows view'd 
This man and boy, and then their cries rcnew'd : — 
'T was long before the signs of wo gave place 
To joy again; grief sat on every face. 

Sure of my mother's kindness, and the joy 

She felt in meeting her rebellious boy, 

I at my pleasure our new seat forMok, 

And, undirected, these excursions took : 

I often rambled to the noisy quay, 

Strange sounds to hear, and business strange to me; 

Seamen and carmen, and I know not who, 

A lewd, amphibious, rude, contentious crew — 

Confused as bees appear about their hive. 

Yet all alert to keep their work alive. 

Here, unobserved as weed upon the ^iirave, 

My whole attention to the scene I gave; 

I saw their tasks, their toil, their care, their skill. 

Led by their own and by a master-will; 

And though contending, toiling, lugging on. 

The purposed business of the day was done. 

The open shops of craftsmen caught my eye, 
And there my questions met the kind reply : 
Men, when alone, will teach ; but, in a crowd, 
The child is silent, or the man is proud ; 
But, by themselves, there is attention paid 
To a mild boy, so forward, yet afraid. 

1 made me interest at the inn's fire-side, 

Amid the scenes to bolder boys denied ; 

For I had patrons there, and I was one, 

They judged, who noticed nothing that was done. 

'A quiet lad T would my protector sny; 

* To him, now, this is better than his play : 

Boys arc as men ; some active, shrewd, and keen. 
They look about if aught is to be seen ; 
And some, like Richard here, have not a mind 
That takes a notice— but the lad is kind.' 

I loved in summer on the heath to walk. 

And seek the shepherd — shepherds love to talk : 

His superstition was of ranker kind. 

And he with tales of wonder stored my mind ; 

Wonders that he in many a lonely eve 

Had seen, himself, and therefore must believe. 

His boy, his Joe, he said, from duty ran. 

Took to the sea, and grew a fearless man : 

* On yonder knoll — the sheep were in the fold — 
His spirit past me, shivering-like and cold! 

I fell a fluttering, but I knew not how. 
And heard him utter, like a whisper, ' nowP 
Soon came a letter from a friend — to tell 
That he had fallen, and the time he fell.' 

Even to the smugglers' hut the rocks between, 
1 have, adventurous in my wandering, been : 

38 
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Poor, pious Martha served die lawless tribe, 
And could their merits and their faults describe ; 
Adding; her thoughts ; ' I talk, my child, to you, 
Who little think of what such wretches do.' 

I loved to walk where none had walk'd before, 
About the rocks that ran along the shore ; 
Or far beyond the sight of men to stray, 
And lake my pleasure when I lost my way ; 
For then 't was mine to trace the hilly heath, 
And all the mossy moor that lies beneath : 
Here had I favourite stations, where I stood 
And heard the murmurs of the ocean-flood, 
With not a sound beside, except when flew 
Aloft the lapwing, or the gray curlew. 
Who with wild notes my fancied power defied, 
And mock'd the dreams of solitary pride. 

I loved to stop at every creek and bay 
Made by the river in its winding way, 
And call to memory — not by marks they bare. 
But by the thoughtl that were created there. 

Pleasant it was to view the sea-gulls strive 

Against the storm, or in the ocean dive. 

With eager scream, or when they dropping gave 

Their closing wings to sail upon the wave : 

Then as the winds and waters raged around, 

And breaking billows mix'd their deafening sound, 

They on the rolling deep securely hung, 

And calmly rode the restless waves among. 

Nor pleased it less around me to behold. 

Far up the beach, the ycsty sea-foam roU'd ; 

Or from the shore upborne, to see on high, 

Its frothy flakes in wild confusion fly : 

While the salt spray that clashing billows form. 

Gave to the taste a feeling of the storm. 

Thus, with my favourite views, for many an hour 

Have I indulged the dreams of princely power ; 

When the mind, wearied by excursions bold. 

The fancy jaded, and the bosom cold, 

Or when those wants, that will on kings intrude, 

Or evening-fears, broke in on solitude ; 

When I no more my fancy could employ, 

I left in haste what 1 cOuld not enjoy% 

And was my gentle mother's welcome boy. 

But now thy walk, — this soft autumnal gloom 

Bids no delay — at night I will resume 

My subject, showing, not how 1 improved 

In my strange school, but what the things I loved, 

My first-born friendships, tics by forms uncheck'd, 

And all tliat boys acquire whom men neglect,* 
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Richard resumes his Narrative— Visiu a Family in a 
Seaport— The Man and his Wife— Their Dwelling- 
Books, Number and Kind— The Friendship contracted 
— Employment there — Hannah, the Wife, her Man- 



ner ; open Mirth and latent Grief — She gives tlie Scory 
of Ruth, her Daughter — Of Thomas, a Sailor — Their 
Affection — A Press-gang — Reflections — Ruth disturb- 
ed in Mind — A Teacher sent to comfort her — His 
Fondnem — Her reception of him — Her Supplication 
— Is refused — She deliberates — Is decided. 



Rich in D would wait till George the tale should 
Nor waited long — He then resumed the task. 

• South in the port, and eastward in the street. 
Rose a small dwelling, my beloved retreat, 
Where lived a pair, then old ; the sons had fled 
Tlie home they fill'd : a part of them were dead ; 
Married a part ; while some at sea remain'd, 
And stillness in the seaman's mansion reign'd ; 
Lord of some petty craft, by night and day. 
The man had fish'd each fathom of tlie bay. 



My friend the matron woo'd me, quickly won. 

To fill the station of an absent son ; 

( Him whom at school I knew, and Peter known, 

I took his home and mother for my own ) : 

[ read, and doubly was / paid to hear 

Events that fell upon no listless car : 

She grieved to say her parents could neglect 

Her education ! — 't was a sore defect ; 

She, who had ever such a vast deKght 

To learn, and now could neither read nor write : 

But hear she could, and from our stores I took. 

Librarian meet I at her desire, our book. 

Full twenty volumes — I would not exceed 

The modest tnith — were there for me to read ; 

These a long shelf contain'd, and they were found 

Books truly speaking, volumes fairly bound ; 

The rest, — for some of other kinds remain'd. 

And these a board beneath the shelf contain'd, — 

Had their deficiencies in part ; they lack'd 

One side or both, or were no longer back'd ; 

But now became degraded from their place. 

And were but pamphlets of a bulkier race. 

Yet had we pamphlets, an inviting store. 

From sixpence downwards — nay, a part were more; 

Learning abundance, and the various kinds 

For relaxation — food for different minds ; 

A piece of Wingatc — thanks for all we have — 

What we of figures needed, fully gave ; 

Culpepper, new in numbers, cost but thrice 

The ancient volume's unassuming price, 

Bat told what planet o er each herb had power, 

And how to take it in the lucky hour. 

History we had — wars, treasons, treaties, crimes. 
From Julius Caesar to the present times ; 
Questions and answers, teaching what to ask 
And what reply, — a kind, laborious task ; 
A scholars book it was, who, giving, swore 
It held the whole he wished to know, and more. 

And we had poets, hymns and songs divine ; 
The most we read not, but allow'd them fine. 

Our tracts were many, on the boldest themes — 
We had our metaphysics, spirits, dreams. 
Visions and warnings, and portentous sights 
Seen, tliough but dimly, in the doleful nights. 
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When the ^ood wife her wintry vigil keeps. 
And thinks alone of him at sea', and weeps. 

Add to all these our works in single sheets. 
That our Cassandras sing about the streets: 
These, as I read, the grave good man would say, 
' Nay, Hannah !' and she answer'd * What is Nay! 
What is there, pray, so hurtful in a song? 
It is our fancy only makes it wrong ; 
Mis purer mind no evil thoughts alarm, 
And innocence protects him like a charm.' 
Then would the matron, when the song had past, 
And her laugh over, ask aii hymn at last; 
To the coarse jest she would attention lend. 
And to the pious psalm in reverence bend : 
She gave her every power and all her mind 
As chance directed, or as taste inclined. 

More of our learning I will no'w omit, 

We had our Gyclopeedias of Wit, 

And all our works, rare fate ! were to our genius fit. 

When 1 had read, and we were weary grown 
Of other minds, the dame disclosed her own ; 
And long have 1 in pleasing terror stay'd 
To hear of boys trepann'd, and girls bctray'd; 
Asliamed so long lo stay, and yet to go afraid. 

I could perceive, though Hannah bore full well 
The ills of life, that few with )ier would dwell, 
But pass away, like stiadows o'er the plain 
From flying clouds, and leave it fair again ; 
Still every evil, be it great or small, 
Wtould one past sorrow to the mind rocal. 
The grand disease of life, to which she turns, 
And common cares and lighter suffering spurns. 
'0! these are nothing,-^they will never heed 
Such idle contests who have fought indeed. 
And have the wounds unclosed.* — I understood 
My hint to speak, and my d^ign pursued. 
Curious the secret of that heart to find, 
To mirth, to song, y> laughter loud inclined, 
And yet to bear and feci a weight of grief behind : 
How does she thus her little sunshine throw 
Always before her? — I shpuld like to know. 
My friend perceived, and would no longer hide 
The bosom's sorrow — Could she not confide 
In one who wept, unhurt— in one who felt, untried? 

' Dear child, I show you sins and sufferings strange, 

But yon, like Adam, must for knowledge change 

Tliat blissful ignorance : remember, then, 

What now you feel should be a check on men ; 

For then your passions no debate allow, 

And therefore lay up resolution now. 

'T is not enough, that when you can persuade 

A maid to love, you know there 'a promise made ; 

T is not enough, that you design to keep 

That promise made, nor leave your hss to weep : 

But you must gucurd yourself against the sin. 

And think it such to draw the party in ; 

Nay, the more weak and easy to be won. 

The viler you who have the mischief done. 

1 am not angry, love; but men should know 
Tliey cannot always pay the debt they owe 



Their plighted honour; they may cause the ill 
They cannot lessen, though they feel a will; 
For he had truth with love, but love in youth 
Does wrong, that cannot be rq>air'd by truth. 

Ruth — 1 may tell, too oft had she been told — 
Was tall and fair, and comely to behold ; 
Gentle and simple, in her native place 
Not one compared with her in form or face ; 
She was not merry, but she gave our hearth 
A cheerful spirit that was more than mirth. 

There was a sailor boy, and people said 

He was, as man, a likeness of the maid ; 

But not in this — for he was erer glad. 

While Ruth was apprehensive, mild, and sad ; 

A quiet spirit hers, and peace would seek 

In meditation : tender, mild, and meek ! 

Her loved the lad most truly ; and, in truth, 

She took an early liking to the youth : 

To her alone were hb attentions paid. 

And they became the bachelor and maid. 

He wish'd to marry, but so prudent we 

And worldly wise, we said it could not be: 

They took the counsel, — may be they approved, — 

But still they grieved and wailed, hoped and loved. 

Now, my young friend, when of such state I speak 

As one of danger, you will be to seek ; 

You know not, Richard, where the danger lies 

In loving hearts, kind words, and speaking eyes ; 

For lovers speak their wishes with their looks 

As plainly, love, as you can read your books. 

Then, too, the meetings and the partings, all 

The playful quarrels in which lovers foil, 

Serve to one end — each lover is a child. 

Quick to resent and to be reconciled ; 

And then their peace brings kindness that remains. 

And so the lover from the quarrel gains : 

When he has fault that she reproves, his fear 

And grief assure her she was too severe. 

And that brings kindness — when he bears an ill. 

Or disappointment, and is calm and still. 

She feels his own obedient to her will. 

And that brings kindness — and what kindness brings 

I cannot tell you : — these were trying things. 

They were as children, and they fell at length ; 

The trial, doubtless, is beyond their strength 

Whom grace supports not; and will grace support 

The too confiding, who their danger court? 

Then they would marry, — but were now too late, — 

All could their foult in sport or malice state; 

And though the day was fix'd, and now drew on, 

1 could p>erceive my daughter's peace was gone ; 

She could not bear the bold and laughing eye 

That gaxcd on her — reproach slie could not fly; 

Her grief she would not sliow, her shame could not deny. 

For some with many virtues come to shame, 

And some that lose them all preserve their name. 

Fix'd was the day; but ere that day appear'd, 
A frightful rumour through tlie place was heard ; 
War, who had slept awhile, awaked once more. 
And gangs came pressing till they swept tlie shore : 
Our youtli was scixed and quickly sent away, 
Nor would the wretches for his marriage stay. 
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But bore him off, in barbarous triumph bore, 

And left us all our miseries to deplore : 

There were wives, maids, and mothers oo tlie beach, 

And some sad story appertain'd to each ; 

Most sad to Ruth — to neither could she go ! 

But sat apart, and suffer'd matchless wo! 

On the vile ship they turn'd their earnest view, 

Not one last look allow'd, — not one adieu ! 

They saw the men on deck, but^onc distincdy knew. 

And iherc she staid, regardless of each eye, 

With but one hope, a fervent hope to die: 

Nor cared she now for kindness — all beheld 

Her, who invited none, and none repoll'd ; 

For there arc griefs, my child, that sufferers hide. 

And there are griefs that men display with pride ; 

But there are other griefs that, so we feel. 

We care not to display them nor conceal : 

Such were our sorrows on tliat fatal day. 

More than our lives the spoilers tore away ; 

Nor did we heed their insult — some distress 

No form or manner can make more or less. 

And this is of that kind — this misery of a press ! 

They say such tilings must be — perhaps they must ; 

But, sure, they need not fright us and disgust : 

They need not soul-less crews of ruf flans send 

At once the ties of humble love to rend : 

A single day had Thomas stay'd on shore 

ITe might have wedded, and we ask\l no more; 

And that stem man, who forced the lad away. 

Might have attended, and have graced the day; 

Uis pride and honour might have been at rest. 

It is no stain to make a couple blest! 

Blest! — no, alas! it was to ease tlie heart 

Of one sore pang, and then to weep and part ! 

Rut this he would not. — English seamen fight 

For England's gain and glory— it is right : 

But will that public spirit be so strong, 

Fill'd, as it must be, with their private wrong? 

Forbid it, honour! one in all the fleet 

Should hide in war, or from the foe retreat ; 

But is it j ust, that he who so defends 

His country's cause, should hide him from her friends? 

Sure, if they must upon our children seize, 

They might prevent such injuries as these; 

Might hours — nay, days — in many a case allow, 

And soften all the griefs we suffer now. 

Some laws, some orders might in part redress 

The licensed insults of a Britisli press* 

That keeps the honest and the brave in awe, 

Where might is right, and violence is law. 

Be not alarm'd, my child ; there 's none regard 
What you and I conceive so cruel-hard : 
There is compassion, I believe; but still 
One wants the power to help, and one the will, 
And so from war to war the wrongs remain, 
While Reason pleads, and Misery sighs in vain. 

Thus my poor Ruth was wretched and undone, 

Nor had an husband for her only son, 

Nor had he father ; hope she did awhile. 

And would not weep, although she could not smile ; 

Till news was brought us that tlie youth was slain, 

And then, I think, she never smiled again ; 

Or if she did, it waa bat to express 

A feeling far, indeed, from happiness ! 



Somethif^g that her bewilder'd mind conceived : 
W'hen she inform'd us that she never grieved. 
But was right merry, then her head was wild. 
And grief had gain'd possession of my child : 
Yet, though bewilder d for a time, and prone 
To ramble much and speak aloud, alone; 
Yet did she all that duty ever ask'd 
And more, her will self-govern 'd and untask'd : 
With meekness bearing all reproach, all joy 
To her was lost ; she wept upon her boy, 
Wish'd for his death, in fear that he might live 
New sorrow to a burthen'd heart to give. 

There was a teacher, where my husband went — 

Sentf as he told the people — what he meant 

You cannot understand, but — he was sent : 

This man from meeting came, and strove to win 

Iler mind to peace by drawing off the sin, 

Or what it was, that, working in her breast, 

Robb'd it of comfort, confidence, and rest: 

He came and reason'd, and she sccm'd to feel 

The pains he took — her griefs began to heal; 

She ever answcrd kindly when he spoke, 

And always thank'd him for the pains he took ; 

So, after three long years, and all the while 

Wrapt up in grief, she blest us with a smile, 

And spoke in comfort; but she mix'd no more 

With younger persons, as she did before. 

Still Ruth was pretty; in her person neat; 

So thought the teacher, when they chanced to meet: 

He was a weaver by his worldly trade. 

But powerful work in the assemblies made; 

People came leagues to town to hear him sift 

The holy text, — he had the grace and gift; 

Widows and maidens flock'd to hear his voice ; 

Of either kind he might have had his choice; — 

But he had chosen — we had seen how shy 

The girl was getting, my good man and I ; 

That when the weaver came, she kept with as, 

Where he his points and doctrines might discuss; 

But in our bit of garden, or the room 

W^e call our parlour, there he must not come. 

She loved him not, and though she could attend 

To his discourses, as her guide and friend, 

Yet now to these she gave a listless ear. 

As if a friend she would no longer hear ; 

This might he take for woman's art and cried, 

' Spouse of my heart, I must not be denied V— 

Fearless he spoke, and 1 had hope to see 

My girl a wife — but tliis was not to be. 

My husband, thinking of his worldly store, 
And not, frail man, enduring to be poor, 
Seeing his friend would for his child provide 
And hers, he grieved to hare the man denied. 
For Ruth, when press'd, rejected him, and grew 
To her old sorrow, as if that were new. 
* Who shall support her?' said her father, * how 
Can 1, infirm and weak as I am now? 

And hare a loving fool,' this gave her pain, 

Severe, indeed, bat ahe would not complain ; 
Nor would consent, although the weaver grew 
More fond, and would the frighten'd girl pureue. 

O ! much she l)egg'd him to forbear, to stand 
Her soul's kind friend, and not to ask licr hand : 
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She could not lore him.—' Love me !' he replied, 

■ ' The love you mean is love unsanctified. 

An earthly, wicked, sensual, sinful kind, 

A creature-love, the passion of the blind.' 

• ' Ue did not court her, he would have her know. 

For that poor love that will on beauty grow; 

No 1 he would take her as the propliet took 

One of the harlots in the holy book ; 

And then he look'd so ugly and severe ! , 

And yet so fond— she could not hide her fear. 



• ' This fondness grew her torment; she would 
In woman's terror, if he came but nigh ; 
Nor could I wonder he should odious prove. 
So like a ghost that left a grave for love. 



But still her father lent his cruel aid 

To the man's hope, and she was more afraid : 

He said, no more she should his table share. 

But be the parish or the teacher's care. 

' Three days I give you : see that all be right 

On Monday-morning — this is Thursday-night — 

Fulfil my wishes, girl! or else forsake my sight !' 

I see her now; and she that was so meek. 
It was a chance that she had power to speak. 
Now spoke in earnest — ' Father ! I obey. 
And will remember the appointed day!' 

Then came the man : she talk'd with him apart, 

And, I believe, laid open all her heart ; 

But all in vain — she said to me, in tears, 

' Motlier ! that man is not what he appears : 

He talks of heaven, and let him, if he will, 

But he has earthly purpose to fulfil ; 

Upon my knees I begg'd him to resign 

The hand he asks — he said, it shall be mine : 

What! did the holy men of Scripture deign 

To hear a woman when she said ' refrain f 

Of whom they chose they took them wives, and theM 

Hade it their study and their wish to please ; 

The women then were faithful and afraid. 

As Sarah Abraham, they their lords obeyed, 

And so she styled him ; 't is in later days 

Of foolish love that we our women praise. 

Fall on the knee, and raise the suppliant hand. 

And court the favour that we might command.' 

O! my dear mother, when this man has power. 
How will he treat me — first may beasts devour ! 
Or death in every form that i could prove, 
Except this selfish being's hateful love.' 

' I gently blamed her, for I knew how bard 
It is to force affection and regard. 

Ah ! my dear lad, 1 talk to you as one 
Who knew the misery of an heart undone ; 
You know it not; but, dearest boy, when man. 
Do not an ill because you find you can : 
Where is tlie triumph? when such things men seek 
They only drive to wickedness the weak. 

Weak was poor Ruth, and this good man so hard. 
That to her weakness he had no regard : 



But we had two days' peace; be came, and then 
My daughter whispered, ' Would there were no men ! 
None to admire or scorn ns, none io vex 
A simple, trusting, fond, believing sex; 
Who truly love the worth that men profess. 
And think too kindly for their happinc 



Poor Ruth ! few heroines in the tragic page 
Felt more than thee in thy contracted stage; 
Fair, fond, and virtuous, they our pity move, 
Impell'd by duty, agonised by love; 
But no Mandane, who in dread has knelt 
On the bare boards, has greater terrors felt, 
Nor been by warring passions more subdued 
Than thou, by this man's groveling wish pursued ; 
Doom'd to a parent's judgment, all unjust, 
Doom'd the chance mercy of the world to trust. 
Or to wed grossness and conceal disgust. 

If Ruth was frail, she had a mind too nice 
To wed with that which she beheld as vice; 
To take a reptile, who, beneath a diow 
Of peevish zeal, let carnal wishes grow ; 
Proud and yet mean, forbidding and yet full 
Of eager appetites, devout and dull, 
Waiting a legal right that he might seize 
His own, and his impatient spirit ease; 
Who would at once his pride and love indulge. 
His temper humour, and his spite divulge. 

This the poor victim saw — a second time. 

Sighing, she said, * Shall I commit the crime, 

An(| now untempted ? Can the form or rite 

Make me o wife in my Creator's sight-7 

Can I the words vrithout a meaning say ? 

Can I pronounce love, honour, or obey? 

And if I cannot, shall I dare to wed, 

And go an harlot to a loathed bed ! 

Never, dear mother '. my poor boy and I 

Will at the mercy of a parish lie ; 

Reproved for wants that vices would remove, 

Reproach'd for vice tliat I could never love, 

Mix'd with a crew long wedded to disgrace, 

A vulgar, forward, equalizing race, — 

And am I doom'd to beg a dwelling in that place 7* 

Such was her reasoning : many times she weigh'd 

The evils all, and was of each afraid ; 

She loath'd the common board, the vulgar seat. 

Where shame, and want, and vice, and sorrow meet. 

Where frailty finds allies, where guilt insures retreat 

But peace again is fled : the teacher comes. 

And new importance, haughtier air assumes. 

No hapless victim of a tyrant's love 

More keenly felt, or more resisting strove 

Against her fate ; she look'd on every side. 

But there were none to help her, none to gnide ;— 

And he, the man who should have taught the soul, 

Wish'd but the body in his base control. 

She left her infant on the Sunday mom, 

A creature doom'd to shame ! in sorrow born ; 

A thing that languish'd, nor arrived at age 

When the man's thoughts with sin and pain engage— 
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She came not home to share our humble meal, 
Her father thinking what his child would feci 
From his hard sentence — still she came not liomc. 
The nij;ht grew dark, and yet she was not come; 
The cast-wind roar'd, the sea rctum'd the sound. 
And the rain fell as if the world were drown'd : 
There were no lights without, and my good man, 
To kindness frightcn'd, with a groan began 
To talk of Ruth, and pray; and then he took 
The Bible down, and read the holy book; 
For he had learning: and when that was done 
We sat in silence — whithor could wc run? 
We said, and then rush'd frighten'd from the door, 
For we could bear our own conceit no more : 
We call'd on neighbours — there she had not been; 
We met some wanderere — ours they had not seen : 
We hurried o'er the beach, boih north and south, 
Theu join'd, and wander'd to our haven's mouth: 
Where rush'd the falling waters wildly out, 
I scarcely heard the good man's fearful shout, 
Who saw a something on the billow ride. 
And — Heaven have mercy on our sins! he cried, 
It is my child ! — and lo the present hour 
So he believes — and spirits have the power. 

And she was gone ! the waters wide and deep 
RoU'd o'er her body as she lay asleep. 
She heard no more the angry waves and w^ind, 
She heard no more the thrcat'ning of mankind; 
Wrapt in dark weeds, the refuse of the storm. 
To the hard -rock was borne her comely forui ! 

ButO! what storm was in tliat mind? what strife, 

Tliat could compel her to lay down her life? 

For she was seen within the sea to wade. 

By one at distance, when she first had pray d ; 

Then to a rock within the hither shoal 

Softly and with a fearful step she stole ; 

Then, when she gain'd it, on the top she stood 

A moment still — and dropt into the flood ! 

The man cried loudly, but he cried in vain, — 

She heard not then — she never heard again ! 

She had — pray, Heav'n!— she had that world. hi sight, 

Where frailty mercy finds, and wrong has- fight ; 

But, sure, in this her portion such has been, 

Well had it still rcmain'd a world unsoen T 

Thus far tUc dame : the passions will dispense 
To such a wild and rapid eloquence — 
Will to the weakest mind their strength impart, 
And give the tongue the language of the heart. ■ 
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■ This then, dear Richard, was the way you look 
To gain instruction — thine a curious book. 
Containing much of both the false nnd true; 
But thou hast read it, and with profit too. 

Come, then, my Brother, now thy tale complete^ 
I know thy first embarking in the fleet. 
Thy entrance in tlie army, and thy gain 
Of plenteous laurels in the wars in Spain, 
And what then foUow'd ; but I wish to know 
When thou that heart hadst courage to bestow. 
When to declare it gain'd, and when to stand 
Before the prii>st, and give the plighted hand; 
So shall I boldness from thy frankness gain 
To paint the frenzy that posseWd my brain ; 
For rather there than in my heart I found 
Was my disease ; a poison, not a wound, 
A madness, Richard — but, I pray thee, tell 
Whom hast thou loved so dearly and so well 7 > 

The younger man his gentle host obey d, 

For some respect, though not required, was paid, 

Perhaps with all that independent pride 

Their different states would to the memory glide; 

Yet was his manner unronstrain'd and free, 

And notliing in it like servility. 

Then he began : — m When first I reach'd the land, 
I was so ill that death appear'd at hand; 
And though the fever left me, yet I grew 
So weak 't was judged that life would leave me too. 
1 sought a villagc-pricst, my mothers friend. 
And 1 believed w*ith him my days would end : 
The man was kind, intelligent, and mild. 
Cureless and shrewd, yet simple as the child; 
For of the wisdom of the world his share 
And mine were equal — ueithcr had to spare; 
Else — with his daughters, beautiful and poor — 
He would have kept a sailor from his door: 
Two then were present, who adom'd his home. 
But ever speaking of a thiril to come; 
Cheerful they were, not loo reserved or free, 
1 loved them both, and never wish'd them three. 

The vicar's self, still furtlier to describe. 
Was of a simple, but a studious tribe ; 
He from the world was distant, not retired, 
Nor of it much possess'd, nor much desired ; 
Grave in his purpose, cheerful in his eye, 
And with a look of frank benignity. 
He lost his wife when tlicy together past 
Years of calm love, that triumph'd to the last. 
He much of nature, not of man had seen; 
Yet his remarks were often shrewd and keen; 
Taught not by books t'approve or to condemn. 
He gain'd but little that he knew from them ; 
He read with reverence and respect the few. 
Whence he his rules and consolations drew; 
But men and beasts, and all that lived or moTcd, 
Were books lo him ; he studied them and loved. 

He knew the plants in mountain, wood, or mead; 
He knew the worms that on tlie foliage feed; 
KAew the small tribes that 'scape the careless eye. 
The plant's disease that breeds the embryo-fly ; 
And the small creatures who on bark or bough 
Enjoy their changes, chauged we know not how ; 
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But now tW imperfect being scarcely moves, 
And now takes wing and seeks the sky it loves. 

He had no system, and forbore to read 

The learned labours of th' immortal Swede; 

But smiled to liear the creatures he had known 

So long, were now in class and order shown. 

Genus and species-^' is it meet,' said he, 

This creature's name should one so sounding be? 

'T is but a fly, though first-bom of the spring — 

Bombilius majus, dost thou call the thing? 

Majus, indeed ! and yet, in fact, 'tis true, 

We all are majors, all are minors too, 

Except the first and last, — th' immensely distant two. 

And here again,— what call the learned this? 

Both llippobosca and Uirundinis? 

Mcthinks the creature should be proud to find 

That he employs the talents of mankind ; 

And that hb sovereign master shrewdly looks, 

Counts all his parts, and puts them in his books. 

Well ! go thy way, for I do feel it shame 

To stay a being with so proud a name. ' 

Such were his daughters, such my quiet friend, 
And pleasant was it thus my days to spend; 
But when Matilda at Iter home I saw. 
Whom I beheld with anxiousness and awe. 
The ease and quiet that I found before 
At once departed, and retum'd no more. 
No more their music soothed me as they play'd. 
But soon her words a strong impression made : 
The sweet enthusiast, so Idccm'd her, took 
My mind, and fix'd it to her speech and look; 
My soul, dear girl ! she made her constant care. 
But never whisper d to my heart ' beware!* 
In love no dangers rise till we are in the snare. 
Her fothcr sometimes question'd of my creed, 
And seem'd to think it might amendment need ; 
But great the difference when the pious maid 
To the same errors her attention paid ; 
ller sole design tliat I should think ariglit. 
And my conversion her supreme delight : 
Pure was her mind, and simple her intent. 
Good all she sought, and kindness all she meant. 
Next (o religion friendship was our theme, 
Related souls and their refined esteem : 
We lalk'd of scenes where this is real found. 
And love subsists without a dart or wound ; 
But there intruded thoughts not all serene, 
And wishes not so calm would intervene.* 

• Saw not her fttther?* 

■ Tcs ; but saw no more 
Than he had seen without a fear before : 
Uc liad substslcd by the chdrch and plough. 
And saw no cause for apprehension now. 
We, too, could live : he thought not passion wrong. 
But only wonder'd we delay'd so long. 
More had he wonder'd liad he known esteem 
Was all we mention'd, friendship was our theme. — 
Ijaugh, if you please, I must my tale pursue — 
This sacred friendship thus in secret grew 
An intellectual love, most tender, chaste, and true : 
Unstain'd, we said, nor knew we how it chanced 
To gain some earthly soil as it advanced ; 



But yet my friend, and she alone, could prove 
How much it differ'd from romantic love- 
But this and more I pass — No doubt, at length. 
We could perceive the weakness of our strength. 
O ! days remember'd well ! remembered all ! 
The bitter-sweet, the honey and the gall; 
Those garden rambles in the silent night, 
Those trees so shady, and that moon so bright; 
Tliat thickset alley by the arbour closed, 
That woodbine seat where we at last' reposed ; 
And tlien the hopes that came and then were gone, 
Quick as the clouds beneath the moon past on : 
Now, in this instant, shall my love be shown, 
I said — O ! no, the happy time is flown ! 

You smile ; remember, I was weak and low. 
And fcar'd the passion as I felt it grow : 
Will she, I said, to one so poor attend, 
Without a prospect, and withont a friend ? 
I dared not ask her — till a rival came. 
But hid the secret, slow-consuming flame. 

I once had seen him ; then familiar, free, 
More than became a common guest to be ; 
And sure, I said, he has a look of pride 
And inward joy — a lover satis^ed. 

Can you not. Brother, on adventures past 

A thought, as on a lively prospect, cast? 

On days of dear remembrance! days that seem. 

When past — nay, even when present, like a dream— 

These white and blessed days, that softly shine 

On few, nor oft on them — have they been thine?* 

George answer'd, « Yes! dear Richard, through the years 

Long past, a day so white and mark'd appears : 

As in the storm that pours destruction round, 

Is here and tlierc a ship in safety found ; 

So in the storms of life some days appear 

More blest and bright for the preceding fear; 

These times of pleasure that in life arise, 

Like spots in deserts, that delight, surprise. 

And to our wearied Knses give the more. 

For all the waste behind us and before; 

And thou, dear Richard, hast then had thy diare 

Of those enchanting times that baffle care ? » 

■ Yes, I have felt this lifc-refreshing'gale 
That bears us onward when our spirits fail ; 
That gives those spirits vigour and delight — 
I would describe it, could I do it right. 

Such days have been — a day of days was one 
When, rising gaily with the rising sun, 
I took my way to join a happy few. 
Known not to me, but whom Matilda knew. 
To whom she went a guest, and message sent, 
'Come thou to us,' and as a guest I went. 

There are two ways to Brandon — by the heath 
Above the cliff, or on the sand beneath, 
Where the small pebbles, wetted by the wave. 
To the new day reflected lustre gave : 
At first above the rocks 1 made my way. 
Delighted looking at the spacious bay. 
And the large fleet that to the northward steer'd 
Full sail, that glorious in my view appear'd; 
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For where does man evince hb full ccmtrol 

O'er subject matter, where displays the soul 

Its roig;hty energies with more effect 

Than when her powers that moving mass direct? 

Tlian when man guides the ship man's art has made, 

And makes the winds and waters yield him aid? 

Much as I long'd to see the maid 1 loved, 
Through scenes so glorious 1 at leisure moved; 
For there are times v hen we do not obey 
The master-passion — when wc yet delay — 
When absence, soon to end, we yet prolong. 
And dally witli our wish although so strong. 

High were my joys, but they were sober too, 
Nor reason spoil'd the pictures fancy drew; 
I felt — rare feeling in a world like this — 
The sober certainty of waking bliss; 
Add too the smaller aids to happy men. 
Convenient helps — these too were present then. 

But what are spirits? light indeed and gay 
They are, like winter flowers, nor last a day; 
Comes a rude icy wind, — they feel, and fade away. 

High beat my heart when to the house I came. 
And when the ready servant gave my name; 
But when I enter'd that pernicious room, 
Gloomy it look'd, and painful was the gloom; 
And jealous was the pain, and deep the sigh 
Caused by this gloom, and pain, and jealousy : 
For there Matilda sat, and her beside 
That rival soldier, with a soldier's pride; 
With self-approval in his laughing face. 
His seem'd the leading spirit of the place : 
She was all c jidness— yet I thought a look. 
But that corrected, tender welcome spoke : 
It was as lightning which you think you see, 
But doubt, and ask if lightning it could be. 

Confused and quick my introduction pass'd, 
When F, a stranger and on strangers cast. 
Beheld the gallant man as he display'd 
Uncheck'd attention to the guilty maid : 
O! how it grieved me that she dared i' excite 
Those looks in him that sliow'd so much delight ; 
l^il^cgious coxcomb ! there — he smiled again, 
As if he sought to aggravate my pain : 
Still she attends — I must approach — and find, 
Or make, a quarrel, to relieve my mind. 

In vain I try — politeness as a shield 

The angry strokes of my contempt rcpell'd ; 

Nor mu.st 1 violate the social law 

That keeps the rash and insolent in awe. 

Once I observed, on hearing my replies. 

The woman's terror fix'd on me the eyes 

That look'd entreaty ; but the guideless rage 

Of jealous minds no softness can assuage. 

But, lo! they rise, and all prepare to take 

The promised pleasure on the neighbouring lake. 

Good heaven ! they whisper! Is it come to this? 
Already! — then may I my doubt dismiss : 
Could he so soon a timid girl persuade ? 
What rapid progress has the coxcomb made! \ 



And yet how cool her looks, and bow demure f 
The falling snow nor lily's flower so pare : 
What can I do? F must the pair attend, 
And watch this horrid business to its end. 

There, forth they go ! He leads her to the shore — 
Nay, I must follow, — 1 can bear no more : 
What can the handsome gipsy have La view 
In trifling thus, as she appears to.do? 
I, who for months have labour'd to succeed, 
Have only lived her vanity to feed. 

O ! you will make me room — 't is very kind, 
And meant for him — it tells him be must mind ; 
Must not be careless : — I can serve to draw 
The soldier on, and keep the man in awe. 
0! 1 did think she had a guileless heart. 
Without deceit, capriciousness, or art; 
And yet a stranger, with a coat of red. 
Has, by an hour's attention, turn'd her head. 

Ah 1 how delicious was the morning-drive. 
The soul awakeu'd and its hopes alive: 
How dull this scene by trifling minds enjoy'd, 
The heart in trouble and its hope dcstroy'd. 

Well, now wo land — And will he yet support 
This part? What favour has he now to conrt? 
Favour 1 O, no ! He means to quit the fair ; 
How strange! how cruel 1 Will she not despair? 

Well ! take her hand — no further if you please, 

I cannot suffer fooleries like these : 

How ? * Love to Julia !' to his wife? — O! dear 

And injured creature, how must I appear, 

Thus haughty in my looks, and in my words se?ere? 

Her love to Julia, to the school-day friend 

To whom those letters she has lately penn'd ! 

Can she forgive? And now I tliink again, 

The man was neither insolent nor vain; 

Good humour chiefly would a stranger trace. 

Were he impartial, in the air or face ; 

And 1 so splenetic the whole way long, 

And she so patient — it was very wrong. 

The boat had landed in a shady scene ; 

The grove was in its glory, fresh and green ; 

The showers of late had swell'd the branch and bough, 

And the sun's fervour made them pleasant now. 

Hard by an oak arose in all its pride. 

And threw its arms along the water s side ; 

Its leafy limbs, that on the glassy lake 

Stretch far, and all those dancing shadows make. 

And now we walk— now smaller parties seek 
Or sun or shade as pleases — Shall I speak ? 
Shall I forgiveness ask, and then apply 

For O ! that vile and intercepting cry. 

Alas! what mighty ills can trifles make,-— 
A hat! the idiot's — fallen in the lake! 
What serious mischief can such idlers do? 
1 almost wish the head had fallen too. 

No more they* leave us, but will hover ronnd, 
As if amusement at our cost they found ; 
Vex'd and unhappy I indeed had been, 
Had I not something in my charmer seen 
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Like diacoDtait, diat, thou^ corrected, dwelt 
On chat dear fmee, aad told me irhat she felt 

Now most we croe» die lake, and at we crots'd 

Was my whole soul ia sweet amotion lost ; 

Clouds in white Tolumes roli'd beneath the moon. 

Softening her light that on the waters shone: 

This was such bliis! eren then it seera'd relief 

To veil the gladness in a show of grief : 

We sigh'd as we coUTersed, and said, how deep 

This lake on which those broad dark shadows sleep ; 

There is between us and a watery grsTe 

But a thin plank, and yet onr fate we braire. 

' What if it burst!* Matilda, then my care 

Would be for thee : all danger I woald dare. 

And, should my efforts fail, thy fortune would 1 share. 

* The love of life/ she said, * would powerful proTeT 

! not so powerful as the strength of love : — 

A look of kindness gave the grateful maid, 

Tliat had the real effort more than paid. 

But here we land, and haply now may chuse 
Companions home— our way, too, we may lose : 
In these drear, dark, inosculating lanes. 
The very native of his doubt complains; 
No wonder then that in such lonely ways 
A stranger, heedless of the country, strays ; 
A stranger, too, whose many thoughts all meet 
In one design, and none regard his feet 

' -Is this the path 7* the cautious fair one cries; 
I answer, Yes! — ' We shall our friends surprise,* 
She added, sighing — 1 return the sighSh 

' Will they not wonder 7* ! they would, indeed. 
Could they the secrets of this bosom read. 
These chilling doubts, these trembling hopes I feel! 
The faint, fond hopes I can no more conceal— 
I love thee, dear Matilda ! — to confess 
The fact is dangerous, fatal to suppress 

And now in terror I approach (he home 
Where I may wretched but not doubtful come. 
Where I must be all ecstasy, or all,— 
O ! what will you a wretch rejected call 7 
Not man , for I shall lose myself, and be 
A creamre lost to reason, losing thee. 

Speak, my Matilda I on the rack of fear 
Suspend me not — I would my sentence hear. 
Would Jeam my fate Good Heaven ! and what por- 
tend 
These tears7— and fall they for thy wretched friend? 
Or— —but I cease ; I cannot paint the hliasv 
From a confession soft and kind as this; 
Nor where we walk'd, nor how our friends we met, 
Or what their wonder — I am wondering yet; 
For he who nothing heeds has nothing to forget 

All thought, yet thinking nothing— ail delight 
In every thing, but nothing in my sight ! 
Nothing I mark or learn, but am possess'd 
Of joys I cannot paint, and I am bless'd 
In all that I conceive— whatever is, is best 
Ready to aid all beings, 1 would go 
The worid around to snccoor human wo; 



Yet am so largely happy, tbat it seems 

There are no woes, and sorrows are but dreams. 

There is a college joy, to scholars known. 

When the first honours are proclaim'd their own ; 

There is ambition's joy, when in their raee 

A man surpassing rivals gahn his place ; 

There is a beauty's joy, amid a crowd 

To have that beauty her first feme allowed ; 

And there 'sthe conqueroi's joy, when, dubious held 

And long the fight, he sees the foe repell'd : 

But what are these, or what are other joys, 

That charm kings, conquerors, beauteous nyuplis, and 

boys. 
Or greater yet, if greater yet be found, 
To that delight when love's dear hope is crown'd 7 
To the first beating of a lover's heart, 
When the loved maid endeavours to imparl; 
Frankly yet feintly, fondly yet in fear. 
The kind confession (hat beholds so dear. 
Now in die mom of onr rslum liow strange 
Was this new feeling, this delicious change: 
That sweet delirium, when I gaxed in fear. 
That all would yet be lost and disappear. 

Such was the blessing that I sought for pain, 
In some degree to be myself again ; 
And when we met a shepherd old and lame. 
Cold and diseased, it seem'd my blood to tame; 
And I was thankfnl fer the moral sight, 
Thatsofberiaed the vast and wild deligfht* 
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vThjikis, my dear Richard; and, I pray thee, deign 
To speak the truth — does all this love remain. 
And all this joy 7 for views and flights sublime, 
Ardent and tender, are subdued by time. 
Speak'st diou of her to whom thou madest thy vowt. 
Of my feir sister, of thy lawful spouse? 
Or art thou talking some frail love about, 
1 he rambling fit, before th' abiding gout 7 ■ 

« Nay, spare me, Brother, an adorer spare : 

Love and the gout! thou wouldst not these compare?* 

■ Yea, and correcdy ; teasing ere they come. 
They then confine their victim to his home: 
In both are previous feints and felse attacks, 
Both place the grieving patient on their racks: 
They both are ours, with all they bring, fer life, 
'T is not in us t* expel or gout or wife ; 
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On man a kind of dignity they shed, 

A sort of (rloomy pomp about his bed : 

Then if he leares them, go where'er he will, 

They hare a claim upon his body still ; 

Nay, when they quit him, as they sometimes do, 

What is there left i enjoy or to pursue 7 — 

But dost thou love this woman ?» 

• O! beyond 
What I can tell thee of the true and fond : 
Hath she not soothed me, sick, enrich'd me, poor, 
And banish'd death and misery from my door? 
Has she not cherish'd every moment's bliss, 
And made an Eden of a world like this ? 
When Care would strive with us his watch to keep, 
Has she not sung the snarling fiend to sleep? 
And when Distress has look'd us in the face, 
Has she not told him, ' thou art not Disgrace?'* 

■ I must behold her, Richard ; I must see 

This patient spouse who sweetens misery — 

But didst thou need, and wouldst thou not apply? — 

Nay thou wert right — but then how wrong was !!■ 

• My indiscretion was — • 

« No more repeat ; 
Would I were nothing worse than indiscreet; — 
Out still there ts a plea that I could bring, 
Had I the courage to describe the thing.* 

•Then thou too, Brotlier, couldst of weakness tell ; 
Thou, too, hast found the wishes that rebel 
Against the sovereign reason ; at some lime 
Thou hast been fond, heroic, and sublime ; 
Wrote verse, it may be, and for one dear maid 
The sober purposes of life delay'd ; 
From year to year the fruitless chase pursued, 
And hung enamour'd o'er the flying good: 
Then be thy weakness to a Brother shown. 
And give him comfort who displays his own.* 

u Ungenerous youth ! dost thou presuming ask 

A man so grave his failings to unmask ? 

What if 1 tell thee of a waste of time. 

That on my spirit presses as a crime, 

Wilt thou despise me ? — I, who, soaring, fell 

So late to rise — Hear then the tale I tell ; 

Who tells what thou shalt hear, esteems his hearer well. 



• Yes, my dear Richard, thou shalt hear me own 
Follies and frailties thou hast never known ; 
Thine was a frailty,~folly, if you please, — 
But mine a flight, a madness, a disease. 

Turn with me to my twentieth year, for then 
The lover's frenzy ruled the poet's pen ; 
When virgin reams were soil'd with lays of love. 
The flinty hearts of fancied nymphs to move : 
Then was 1 pleased in lonely ways to tread. 
And muse on tragic tales of lovers dead ; 
For all the merit I could then descry 
In man or woman was for love to die. 

I mused on charmers chaste, who pledged their truth. 
And left no more the once-accepted youth ; 



Though he disloyal, lost, diseased, became. 
The widow'd turtle's was a deathless flame ; 
This faith, this feeling, gave my soul delight. 
Truth in tlie lady, ardour in die knight. 

1 built me castles wondrous rich and rare. 
Few castle-builders could with me compare ; 
The hall, the palace, rose at my command. 
And these I fill'd with objects great and grand. 
Virtues sublime, that nowhere else would live. 
Glory and pomp, that I alone could give; 
Trophies and thrones by matchless valour gain'd. 
Faith unreproved, and chastity unstain'd ; 
With all tliat soothes the sense and charms theaoul. 
Came at my call, and were in my control. 

And who was I ? a slender youth and tall. 

In manner awkward, and with fortune small; 

With visage pale, my motions quick and slow. 

That fall and rising in the spirits show; 

For none could more by outward signs express 

What wise men lock within the mind's recess : 

Had I a mirror set before my view, 

I might have seen what such a form could do ; 

Had I within the mirror truth beheld, 

I should have such presuming thoughts repelFd : 

But awkward as I was, without 4he grace 

That gives new beauty to a form or face ; 

Still I expected friends most true to prove. 

And grateful, tender, warm, assiduous love. 

Assured of this, that love's delicious bond 
Would hold me ever faithful, ever fond ; 
It seem'd but just that I in love should find 
A kindred heart as constant and as kind. 
Give me, I cried, a beauty; none on earth 
Of higher rank or nobler in her birth ; 
Pride of her race, her father's hope and care. 
Yet meek as children of the cottage are; 
Nursed in the court, and there by love pursued. 
But fond of peace, and blest in solitude; 
By rivals honour'd, and by beauties praised, 
Yet all unconscious of the envy raised ; 
Suppose her this, and from attendants freed. 
To want my prowess in a time of need, 
When safe and grateful she desires to show 
She feels the debt that she delights to owe, 
And loves the man who saved her in distress — 
So fancy will'd, nor would compound for l< 



This was my dream. — In some auspicious hour. 

In some sweet solitude, in some green bower. 

Whither my fate should lead me, there, unseen, 

I should behold my fancy's gracious queen, 

Singing sweet song! that 1 should hear awhile. 

Then catch the transient glory of a smile; 

Then at her feet with trembling hope should kneel. 

Such as rapt saints and raptured lovers feel; 

To watch the chaste unfoldings of her heart. 

In joy to meet, in agony to part. 

And then in tender song to soothe my grief. 

And hail, in glorious rhyme, my Lady of the Leaf. 

To dream these dreams I chose a woody scene. 
My guardian-shade, the world and me between; 
A green incloaore, where beside its bound 
A thorny fence beset its beauties ronnd, 
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Save where tome creatare's force had made a way 
For me to paM, and in my kingdom stray : 
Uere then I •tray'd, then sat me down to call, 
Jiut as I will'd, my shadowy subjects all ! 
Fruits of all minds conceiTed on every coast. 
Fay, witch, enchanter, devil^ demon, ghost; 
And thus with knights and nymphs, in halls and bowers. 
In war and love, I pass'd unnumbered hours: 
Gross and substantial beings all forgot. 
Ideal glories beam'd around the spot. 
And all that was, with ma, of this poor- world was 
not 

Tet in this world there was a single scene, 

That I allowed with mine to intervene ; 

This house, where never yet my ^t had stray'd, 

I with respect and timid awe survey'd; 

With pleasing wonder 1 have oft-times stood, 

To view these turrets rising o'er the wood.; 

When fancy to tlie halls and chambers fleW, 

I^rge, solemn, silent, that 1 must not view ; 

The moat was then, and then o'er all the ground 

Tall elms and ancient oaks stretch'd far around ; 

And where the soil forbad the nobler race. 

Dwarf trees and humbler shrubs had found their place, 

Forbidding man in their close hold to go, 

Haw, gatter, hojm, the service and the sloe ; 

With tangling weeds that at the bottom grew, 

And climbers all above their feathery branches tlircw. 

Nor path of man or beast was there espied. 

But there the birds of darkness loved to hide. 

The loathed toad to lodge, and speckled snake to glide. 

To me this hall, thus view'd in part, appeared 

A mansion vast — 1 wondered, and I fear'd ; 

There as 1 wander d, fancy's forming eye 

Gould gloomy cells and dungeons dark espy; 

Winding through these, I caught th' appalling sound 

Of troubled souls, that guilty minds confound, 

W here murder made its way, and mischief stalk'd around . 

Above the roof were raised the midnight storms, 

And the wild lights betray'd the shadowy focms. 

With all these flights and fancies, then so dear, 
I f'each'd the birth-day of my twentieth year; 
And in the evening of a day in June 
Was singing — as I sang — some heavenly tune ; 
My native tone, indeed, was harsh and hoarse, 
But he who feels such powers can sing of course — 
Is there a good en earth, or gift divine, 
That fancy cannot say^ behold ! 't is mine? 

So was 1 singing, when I saw descend 

From this old seat a lady and her friend; 

Downward they came with steady pace and slow, 

Arm link'd in arm, to bless my world below. 

I knew not yet if they escaped, or chose 

Their own free way, — if they had friends or foes, — 

But near to my dominion drew the pair, 

Link'd arm in arm, and walk'd, conversing, there. 

I saw them era they came, myself unseen. 
My lofty fence and thorny bound between — 
And one alone, one matchless face I saw, 
And, though at distance, felt delight and awe : 
Fancy and truth adom'd her; Aincy gave 
.Much, but not all ; truth help'd to make their 8U\c ; 



For she was lovely, all was not the vain 

Or uckly homage of a fevered brain ; 

No ! she had beauty, such as they admire 

Whose hope is earthly, and whose love desire; 

Imagination might her aid bestow. 

But she had charms that only truth could show. 

Their dress was such ai well became tlie place. 

But one superior; hers the air, the grace. 

The condescending looks, that spoke the nobler race. 

Slender she was and tall : her foiry-feet 

Bore her right onward to my shady seat ; 

And O ! I sigh'd that she would nobly dare 

To come, nor let her friend th' adventure share; 

But see how I in my dominion reign, 

And never wish to view the world again. 

Thus was I musing, seeing with my eyes 
These objects, with my mind her fantasies. 
And chiefly thinking — is this maid, divine 
As she appears, to be this queen of mine? 
Have I from henceforth beauty in my view, 
Not airy all, but tangible and true? 
Here then I fix, here bound my vagrant views. 
And here devote my heart, my time, my muse. 

She saw not this, though ladies early trace 
Their beauty's power, the glories of rtieir fbce; 
Yet knew not this fair creature~-could not know — 
That new-bom love! that I too soon must show: 
And I was musing — how shall 1 begin ? 
How make approach my unknown way to win, 
And to that heart, as yet untouch'd, make known 
The wound, the wish, the weakness of my own? 

Such is my part, but Mercy ! what alarm ? 

Dare aught on earth that sovereign beauty harm ? 
Again — tlie shrieking charmers — how they rend 

The gentle air The shriekers lack a friend — 

They are my princess and th' attendant maid 
In so much danger, and so much afraid !— 
But whence the terror? — Let me haste and see 
What lias befallen ihem who cannot flee — 
Whence can the peril rise ? What can that peril be ? 

It soon appeared, that while tliis nymph divine 
Moved on, there met her rude uncivil kine. 
Who knew her not — the damsel was not there 
Who kept them — all obedient — in her care; 
Strangen they thus defied and held in scorn, 
And stood in threat* ning posture, hoof and horn ; 
While Susan— pail in hand— could stand the while 
And prate with Daniel at a distant stile. 

As feeling prompted, to the place I ran. 

Resolved to save the maids and show tlic man : 

Was each a cow like that which challenged Guy, 

I had resolved f attack it, and defy 

In mortal combat I to repel or die* 

That was no time to parley — or to say, 

I will protect you — fly in peace away ! 

Lo ! yonder stile— but with an air of grace, 

As I supposed, I points to the place. 

The fiiir ones took me at my sign, and flew, 
Each like a dove, and to tlie stile witlidrew ; 
Where safe, at distance, and from terrors free. 
They tu»*d to view my beastly foes and me. 
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I now had time my buiine» to behold, 

And did not like it~ let the truth be told : 

The cows, though cowards, yet in numben ttrong, 

Like other mobs, by might defended wrong; 

In man's own pathway fix'd, they seem'd disposed 

For hostile measure, uid in order closed. 

Then halted near me, as I judged, to treat, 

Before we came to triumph or defeat. 

I was in doubt : 't was sore disgrace, I kosw, 
To turn my back, and let the cows pursue; 
And should I rashly mortal strife begin, 
'T was all unknown who might the battle win ; 
And yet to wait, and neither fight nor fly, 
Would mirth create, — I could not that deny; 
It look'd as if for safely I would treat. 
Nay, sue for peace — No ! rather come defeat! 
' Look to me, loreliest of thy sex! and give 
One cheering glance, and not a cow shall lire ; 
For lo ! this iron bar, this strenuous arm, 
And those dear eyes to aid me as a charm.' 

Say, goddess! Victory! say, on man or cow 
Meanest thou now to perch 7 — On neither now— 
For, as I pondeKd, on their way a'ppear'd 
The Amazonian milker of the herd ; 
These, at the wonted signals, made a stand, 
And woo'd the nymph of the relieving hand ; 
Nor heeded now the man, who felt relief 
Of other kind, and not unmix'd with grief; 
For now he neither should his courage prove, 
Nor in his dying moments boast his love. 

My sovereign beauty with amaiement saw^- 
So she declared — the horrid dtings in awe; 
Well pleased, she witness'd what respect was paid 
By such brute natures — Every cow afraid. 
And kept at distance by the powers of one. 
Who had to her a dangerous serrice done, 
That prudence had declined, that valouj's self might 
shun. 

So thought the maid, who now, beyond the stile, 
Received her champion with a gracious smile ; 
Who now had leisure on those charms to dwell, 
That he could never from his thought expel ; 
There are, I know, to whom a lover seems. 
Praising his mistress, to relate his dreams; 
But, Richard, looks like those, that anget-feco 
Gould i no more in sister-angel trace; 
O! it was more than fancy ! it was more 
Than in my darling views I saw before, 
When I my idol made, and my all^iance swore. 

Henceforth 't was bliss upon that face to d^ell. 

Till every trace became indelible; 

I hiew'd the cause of that alarm, her fnght, 

And all that gave me favour in her sight. 

Who then was kind and grateful, till my mind. 

Pleased and exulting, awe awhile resign'd. 

For in the moment when she feels afraid. 

How kindly speaks the condescending maid; 

She sees her danger near, she wants her lover^s aid , 

As fire electric, when discharged, will strike 

All who receive it, and they feel alike, 

So in the shock of danger and surprise 

Our minds are struck, and mix, and sympathise. 



But danger dies, and distance comes between 
My state and that of my all-glorious queen ; 
Yet much was done— upon my mind a chain 
Was strongly fix'd, and likely to remain ; 
Listening, I grew enamoured of the sound. 
And felt to her my very being boilnd; 
I bless'd the scene, nor felt a power to move, 
Lost in the ccslacies of infant-loTe. 

She saw and smiled ; the smile delight convey'd. 

My love encouraged, and my act repaid : 

In that same smile I read the charmer meant 

To give her hero chaste encouragement ; 

It spoke, as plainly as a smile can speak, 

' Seek whom you love, love freely whom you seek.' 

Thus, when the lovely witch lud wronght her charm, 

She took th' attendant maiden by the arm, 

And left me fondly gazing, till no more 

I could the 8badfc of that dear form explore; 

Then to my secret haunt 1 tum'd again. 

Fire in my heart, and fever in my brain; 

That face of her for ever in my view. 

Whom I was henceforth fated to pursue. 

To hope 1 knew not what, small hope in what I knew. 



O ! my dear Richard, what a waste of til 

Gave I not thus to lunacy sublime ; 

What days, months, years, (to useful purpost lost) 

Has not this dire infatuation cost? 

To this fair vision I, a bounded slare, 

Time, duty, credit, honour, comfort, gave; 

Gave all — and waited for the glorious things 

That hope expects, but fortune never brings. 

Yet let me own, while I my fault reprove, 
There is one blessing still affix'd to love- 
To love like mine — for, as my soul it drew 
From reason's path, it shunn'd dishonoui's too ; 
It nuide my taste refined, my feelings nice. 
And placed an angel in the way of vice. 

This angel now, whom I no longer rieVd, 
Far from this scene her destined way pursued ; 
No more that mansion held a form so foir. 
She was away, and beauty was not there. 

Such, my dear Richard, was my eariy flamei 
My youthful frenzy — give it either name; 
It was the withering bane of many a year, 
That past away in causeless hope and fear; 
The hopes, the fears, that every dream could kill,. 
Or make alive, and lead my passive will. 

At length I learnt one name my angel bore, 

And Rosabella I must now adore: 

Yet knew but thiS"— and not the fsvour'd place 

That held the angel or th' angelic race; 

Nor where, admired, the sweet enchantress dwelt. 

Bat I had lost her— that, indeed, I felt. 

Yet, would I say, she will at length be miae ! 
Did ever hero hope or love resign? 
Though men oppose, and fortune bids despair, 
She will in time her mischief well repair, 
And I, at last, shall wed this fsirsM of the Curi 
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My thrifty node, now refnni'd, began 

To stir within me what mnain'd of nuurf 

My powerful freniy painted to die life, 

And ask'd me if I look a dream to wife? 

Debate ensued, and tbon^h not well content, 

Upon a Tisit lo bis house 1 went: 

He, the most saving of mankind, had still 

Some kindred feeling ; he would guide my wilT,. 

And teach me wisdom — so affection wrought. 

That he lo save me from destruction sought: 

To him destruction, the most awful corse 

Of misery's children, was— an empty purse! 

He his ovm books approved, and thought the pen 

An useful instrument for trading men ; 

But judged a quill was never to be slit 

Except to make it for a merchant fit : 

He, when.inform'd how men of taste could write, 

Look'd on his ledger with supreme ddight; 

Then would he laugh, and, with insulting joy, 

Tell me aloud, * that 's poetry, my boy ; 

These are your golden numbers — ^them repeat. 

The more yon have, the more you '11 find them sweet— 

Their numbers move all hearts — no matter for their feet. 

Sir, when a man composes in this style, 

What is to him a critic's frown or smile? 

What is the puppy's censure or applause 

To the good man who on his banker draws, 

Buys an estate, and writes upon the grounds. 

Pay to A. B. an hundffed thousand pounds! 

Thus, my dear nephew, thus your talents proves 

Leave verse to poela, and the poor to love.* 

Some months I suffered thus; compeird to sit 
And hear a wealthy kinsman aim at wit ; 
Yet there was something in his nature good. 
And he had feeling for the tie of blood : 
So while I languish'd for my absent maid 
1 some observance to my uncle paid.* 

« Had you inquired ?» said Richard. 

• I had placed 
Inquirers round, but nothing could be traced; 
Of every reasoning creature at tliis Hall, 
And tenant near it, I applied to all — 
Tell me if she — and I described her well— ' 
Dwelt long a guest, or where retired to dwdl? 
Rut no ! such lady they remember'd not— 
They saw that face, strange beings! and forgoL 
If or was inquiry all; but I pursued 
My soul's first wish, with hope's vast strength endued : 
I cross'd the seas, I went where strangers go. 
And gased on crowds as one who dreads a foe, 
Or seeks a friend ; and, when I sought in vain. 
Fled to fresh crowds, and hoped, and gazed again. ■ 

a It was a strong possession.*— vStrong and strange, 
I felt the evil, yet desired not change : 
Years now had flown, nor was the passion cured. 
But hope had life, and so was life endured; 
The mind's disease, with all its strengtli, stole on. 
Till youth, and health, and all but love were gone. 
And there were seasons, Richard, horrid hours 
Of mental suffering ! they o'erthrew my powers, 
And made my mind unsteady— 'I have still, 
At times, a feeling of that nameless ill. 



That is not madness— I could always tell 

My mind was wandering — knew it was not well ; 

Felt all my loss of time, the diameful waste 

Of talents perish'd, and of parts disgraced : 

But though my mind was sane, there was a void- 

My understanding seem'd in part destroy'd; 

1 thought I was not of my species one. 

But unconnected ! iiyured and undone. 

While in this state, once more my uncle pray'd 
That I would hear— [ heard, and I obey'd ; 
For I was thankful that a being broke 
On this my sadness, or an interest Cook 
In my poor life— but, at his mansion, rest 
Game with its halcyon stillness to my breast : 
Slowly there entei'd in my mind concern 
For things about me — I would somethingieam. 
And to my uncle listen ; who, with joy, 
Found that ev'n yet 1 could my powers employ. 
Till I could feel new hopes my mind possess. 
Of ease at least, if not of happiness : 
Till, not contented, not in discontent. 
As my good uncle counsell'd, on I went; 
Conscious of youth's great error — nay, the crime 
Of manhood now— a dreary waste of time I 
Conscious of that account which I must give 
How life had past with me-^I strove to live. 

Had I, like others, my first hope attain'd, 
I must, at least, a certainty have gain'd; 
Had I, like others, lost the hope of youth. 
Another hope had promised greater truth; 
But I in baseless hopes, and groundless views, 
Was fated time, and peace, and health to lose, 
Impell'd to seek, for ever doom'd to fail. 
Is— I distress yon — let me end my tale. 

Something one day occurr'd about a bill 

That was not drawn with true mercantile skill, 

And l4vas ask'd and authorized to go 

To seek tlie firm of Clutterbuck and Co. ; 

Their hour was past — but when I urged the case, 

There was a youth who named a second place ; 

Where, on occasions of important k;nd, 

I might the man of occupation find 

In his retirement, where he found repose 

From the vexations that in business rose. 

I found, though not with ease, this private seat 

Of soothing quiet, wisdom's still retread 

The house was good, but not so pure and clean 

As I had houses of retirement seen; 

Yet men, I knew, of meditation deep. 

Love not their maidens should their studies sweep; 

His room I saw, and must acknowledge, there 

Were not the signs of cleanliness or cam : 

A female servant, void of female grace. 

Loose in attire, proceeded to the place j 

She stared intrusive on my slender frames 

And boldly ask'd my business and my name. 

I gave them both ; and, left to be amnaed, 
Well as I might, the parlour I perused. 
The shutters half unclosed, the curtains fell 
Half down, and rested on the window-silU 
And thus, confusedly, made the room half visihlo : 
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Late as it was, the little parlour bore 

Some tell-tale tokens of the Dight before; 

There were strange sighls and scents about tho- room. 

Of food high seasoned, and of strong perfume; 

Two unmatched sofas ample rents display 'd, 

Carpet and curtains were alike decayed ; 

A large old mirror, with once-gilded frame, 

Reflected prints that T forbear to name. 

Such as a youth might purchase — but, in truth, 

Not a sedate or sober-minded youth : 

The cinders yet were sleeping in the grate. 

Warm from the fire, continued brge and late. 

As left by careless folk, in their neglected state; 

The chairs in haste seem'd whiri'd about the room, 

As when the sons of riot hurry home, 

And leave the troubled place to solitude and gloom. 

All this, for I had ample time, I saw, 

And prudence question'd — should we not withdraw? 

For he who makes me thus on business wait, 

Is not for business in a proper state ; 

But man there was not, was not he for whom 

To this convenient lodging I was come ; 

No ! but a lady's voice was heard to call 

On my attention — and she had it all ; 

For lo ! she enters, speaking ere in sight, 

'Monsieur ! I shall not want the chair to-night — 

Where shall I see him?' — This dear hour atones 

For all affection's hopeless sighs and groans — 

Then turning to me — * Art thou come at last? 

A thousand welcomes — be forgot the past ; 

Forgotten all the grief thai absence brings. 

Fear that torments, and jealousy that stings — 

All that is cold, injurious, and unkind, 

Be it for ever banish'd firom the mind ; 

And in that mind, and in that heart be now 

The soft endearment, and the binding vow.' 

She spoke — and o'er the practised features threw 
The looks that reason charm, and strength subdue. 

Will you not ask, how 1 beheld that face, 
Or read that mind, and read it in that place? 
I have tried, Richard, oft-times, and in vain. 
To trace my thoughts, and to review thai train— 
If train there were — that meadow, grove, and stile. 
The fright, th' escape, her sweetness and her smile ; 
Years since elapsed, and hope, from year to year, . 
To find her free— and then to find her here ! 

But is it she 7—0 1 yes ; the rose is dead. 
All beauty, fragrance, freshness, glory fled : 
But yet 't is she — the same and not the same — 
Who to my bower an heavenly being came ; 
Who waked my soul's first thought of real bliss, 
Whom long I sought, and now I find her— this. 

I cannot paint her — somethuig I had seen 

So pale and slim, and tawdry and unclean ; 

With haggard looks, of vice and wo the prey. 

Laughing in languor, miserably gay : 

Her fece, where face appear'd, was amply spread. 

By art's coarse pencil, with ill-chosen red. 

The flower^s fictitious bloom, the blushing of the dead : 

But still the features were the same, and strange 

My view of both— the samenesB and the changOi 



That fix'd me gazing and my eye enchain'th^ 

Although so little of herself remain'd ; 

It is the creature whom I loved, and yet 

Is far unlike her— Would 1 could forget 

The angel or her fall I tlie once adored 

Or now despised I the worshipp'd or deplored !' 

' O ! Rosabella! ' I prepared to say, 

* Whom I have loved,' but prudence whisper'd nayi. 
And folly grew ashamed — discretion had her day. 
She gave her hand ; which, as I lightly prees'd, 
The cold but ardent grasp my soul oppress'd ; 

The ruin'd girl disturb'd me, and my eyes 
Look'd, I conceive, both sorrow aaid surprise. 

I spoke my business — ' He,' she antwer'd, 'cornea 
And lodges here — be has the backward rooms- 
He now is absent, and I chanced to hear 
Will not before to-morrow eve appear. 

And may be longer absent O! the night 

When you preserved me in that horrid fright; 

A thousand, thousand times, asleep, awake, 

I thought of what you ventured for my sake — 

Now have you thought — yet tell me so— deceive 

Your Rosabella, willing to believe? 

O! there is something in love's first-born pain 

Sweeter than bliss— it never comes again — 

But has your heart been faithful T*— Here my pride 

To anger rising, her attempt defied— 

* My ^ith must childish in your sight appear. 
Who have been faithful—to how many, dear?' 

If words had ^I'd, a look ezplain'd their style. 
She could not blush assent, but she could smile : 
Good heaven ! I thought, have I rejected fiime. 
Credit, and wealth, for one who smiles at shame ? 

She saw me thoughtful — saw it, as I guees'd, 
With some concern, though nothing she ezpress'd. 

' Gome, my dear friend, discard that look of care, 
All things were made to be, as all things are ; 
All to seek pleasure as the end design 'd 
The only good ip matter or in mind ; 
So was I taught by one, who gave me all 
That my experienced heart con wisdom call. 

I saw thee young, love's soft obedient slave. 
And many a sigh to my young lover gave; 
And I had, spite of cowardice or cow, 
Betum'd thy passion, and exchanged my vow ; 
But while I thought to bait the amorous hook. 
One set for me my eager fancy took ; 
There was a crafty eye, that far could see, 
And through my failings foscinated mc : 
Mine was a childish wish, to please my boy; 
His a design, his wishes to enjoy. 
O ! we have both about the world been tost. 
Thy gain I know not — I, they cry, am Ibst ; 
So let the wise ones talk ; they talk in vain. 
And are mistaken both in loss and gain : 
'T is gain to get whatever life afford), 
'T is loss to spend our time in empty words. 

I was a giri,and thou a boy wert then, 
Nor aught of women knew, nor I of men ; 
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But I have trafSck'd in the world, and thon, 
Doubtlem, canst boast of thy experience now; 
Let us the knowledge we have gain'd produce, 
And kindly turn it to our common use.' 

Thus spoke the syren in voluptuous style, 
While I stood gasing and perplex'd the while, 
Chain'd by that voice, confounded by that smile. 
And then she sang, and changed from grave to gay, 
Till all reproach and anger died away. 



'Vy Damon was the first to wake 

The gentle flame that cannot die; 
My Damon is the last to take 

The faithful bosom's softest sigh : 
The life between is nothing worth, 

O! cast it from thy thou|[ht avrary; 
Think of the day that gave it birth. 

And this its sweet returning day. 

Buried be all that has been done. 

Or say that nouglit is done amiss; 
For who the dangerous jpath can shun 

In such bewildering world as this? 
But love can every fault forgive, 

Or with a tender look reprove ; 
And now let naught in memory live. 

But that we meet, and that we love.' 



And then she moved my pity; for she wept, 
And told her miseries till resentment slept; 
For when she saw she could not reason blind. 
She poui'd her heart's whole sorrows on my mind. 
With features graven on my soul, with sighs 
Seen but not heard, vnth soft imploring eyes. 
And voice that needed not, bat had the aid 
Of powerful words to soften and persuade. 

' O ! I repent me of the past ; and sure 

Grief and repentance make the bosom pure: 

Yet meet thee not with clean and single heart, 

As on the day we met ! — and but to part. 

Ere I had drank the cup that to my lip 

Was held, and presa'd till I was forced to sip : 

I drank indeed, but never ceased to hate, — 

It poiaon'd,but could not intoxicate: 

T* excuse my fall I plead not love's excess, 

But a weak orphan's need and loneliness. 

I had no parent upon earth — no door 

Was oped to me — ^young, innocent, and poor, 

Vain, tender and resentful — and my friend 

Jealous of one who must on her depend, 

Making lifo misery — You could witness then 

That I was precious in the eyes of men ; 

So, made by them a goddess, and denied 

Respect and notice by tlie women's pride; 

Here scom'd , there worshipp'd— will it strange appear, 

Allured and driven, that I settled here? 

Yet loved it not; and never have I pan'd 

One day, and wish'd another like the last. 

There was a fallen angel, 1 have read. 

For whom their tears the sister-angds shed. 



Because, altliough she ventured to rebel, 
She was not minded like a child of hell.— 
Such is my lot ! and will it not be given 
To grief like mine, that I may think of heaven ? 
Behold how there the glorious creatures shine, 
And all my soul to grief and hope resign f 

I wonder'd, doubting— and is this a fact, 
I thought; or part thou art disposed to act? 

' Is it not written, He, who came to save 
Sinners, the sins of deepest dye forgave? 
Tliat he his mercy to the sufferers dealt, 
And pardon 'd error when the ill was felt? 
Yesl I would hope, there is an eye that reads 

What is within, and sees the heart thatUeeds 

But who on earth will one so lost deplore, 
And who will help that lost one to restore? 
Who will on trust the sigh of grief receive; 
And— all things warring with belief — believe?' 

Soften'd, I said — ' Be mine the hand and heart. 
If with your world you will consent to part' 
She would— she tried- Alas ! she did not know 
How deeply rooted evil habits grow ; 
She felt the truth upon her spirits press. 
But wanted ease, indulgence, show, excess, 
Voluptuous banquets, pleasures — not refined, 
But such as soothe to slei^ th' opposing mind— 
She look'd for idle vice, the time to kill, 
And subtle, strong apologies for ill; 
And thus her yielding, unresisting soul 
Sank, and let sin confuse her and control: 
Pleasures that brought disgust yet brought relief. 
And minds she hated help'd to war with grief.* 

• Thus then she peiish*d?> — 

• Nay — but thus she proved 
Slave to the vices that she never loved: 
But while she thus her better thoughts opposed. 
And woo'd the world, the world's deceptions closed: — 
I had long lost her ; but I sought in vain 
To banish pity : — still she gave me pain. 
Still I desired to aid her — to direct. 
And wish'd the world, that won her, to reject: 
Nor wish'd in vain — tliere came, at length, request 
That I would see a wretch with grief oppress'd. 
By guilt affrighted— and I went to trace 
Once more the vice-worn features of that face. 
That sin-wreck'd being! and I saw her laid 
Where never worldly joy a visit paid : 
That world receding fast! the world to come 
Conceal'd in terror, ignorance, and gloom ; 
Sins, sorrow, and. neglect : with not a sparii 
Of vital hope, — all horrible and dark — 
It frighten'd me ! — I thought, and shall not I 
Thus feel? thus fear? — this danger can I fly? 
Do I so wisely live that I can calmly die? 



The wants I saw I conld supply widi 
But there were wants of other kind than these; 
Th* awakening thought, the hope-inspiring view— 
Tlie doctrines awful, grand, alarming, true — 
Most painful to the soul, and yet most healing too : 
Still 1 could something offier, and could send 
For other aid — a more important friend. 
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Whose duty call'd him, and his love oo less. 
To help the griering s|Hrit in distress ; 
To save in that sad ho|^ the drooping prey. 
And from its rictim drive despair away. 
All decent comfort round the sick were seen ; 
Th» female helpers quiet, sober, clean ; 
Her kind physician with a smile appear'd, 
And zealous love the pious friend endeared : 
While I, vtriih mix'd sensations, could inquire. 
Hast thou one wish, one unfulfiU'd desire? 
Speak every thought, nor unindulged depart, 
If I can make thee happier than thou art. 

Yes ! there was yet a female friend, an old 

And grieving nurse ! to whom it should be told — 

If I would tell — that she, her child, had fail'd, 

And tum'd from truth ! yet truth at length prevail'd. 

T was in that chamber, Richard, I began 

To think more deeply of the end of man : 

Was it to jostle all his fellows by, 

To run before them, and say, ' here am I, 

Fall down, and worship ?* — Was it, life throughout, 

With circumspection keen to hunt about 

As spaniels for their game, where might be found 

Abundance more for coffers that abound ? 

Or was it life's enjoyments to prefer, 

Like this poor girl, and then to die like her? 

No! He, who gave the faculties, design'd 

Another use for the immortal mind: 

There is a state in which it will appear 

With all the good arid ill contracted here ; 

With gain and loss, improvement and defect; 

And then, my soul ! what hast thou to expect 

For talents laid aside, life's waste, and time's neglect ? 

Still as I went came other change — the frame 
And features wasted, and yet slowly came 
The end ; and so inaudible the breath. 
And still the breathing, wc exclaim'd — 'tis death 1 
Rut death it was not : when, indeed, she died, 
I sat and his last gentle stroke espied : 
When — as it came — or did my fancy trace 
That lively, lovely flushing o'er the face? 
Itringing back all that my young heart impress'd ! 
It came— and went! — She sigh'd, and was at rest ! 

Adieu, I said, fair Frailty! dearly cost 

The love I bore thee — time and treasure lost ; 

And I have suffer'd many years in vain ; 

Now let me something in my sorrows gam '. 

Heaven would not all this wo for man intend 

If man's existence with his wo should end; 

Heaven would not pain, and grief, and anguish give. 

If man was not by discipline to live; 

And for that brighter, better world prepare, 

That souls with seals, when purified, shall share. 

Those stains all done away that must not enter there. 

Home I retum'd, with spirits in that state 
Of vacant wo, I strive not to relate, 
Nor how, deprived of all he< ho|>e and slnengtb, 
My soul tum'd fsebly to the world at length. 
I iravell'd then till health again resumed 
Its former seat^I must not say re-bloom'd ; 
And then I fiU'd, not loth, that foTonrite place 
That has enrich'd soma lenidct of our race ; 



Patient and dull I grew ; my uocle'a praise 
Was largely dealt me on my better days ; 
A love of money — other love at rest- 
Game creeping on, and settled in my braast ; 
The force of habit held me to the oar. 
Till 1 could relish what I scom'd before : 
I now could talk and scheme widi men •/'«e»se. 
Who deal for millions, and who ugh for pence ; 
And grew so like them, that I heard with joy 
Old Blueskin said I was a pretty boy; 
For I posscss'd tlie caution with the zeal, 
Tliat all true lovers of their interest fieel : 
Exalted praise ! and to the creature due. 
Who loves that interest solely to pnnae. 

But I was sick, and sickness brought disgust ; 
My peace I could not to my profits trust : 
Again some views of brighter kind appear'd. 
My heart was humbled, and my mind was clear d ; 
I felt those helps that souls diseased refllore. 
And that cold frenzy, avarice, raged no mors. 
Ft-om dreams of boundless wealth I then arose ; 
This place, the scene of infant bliss, I chose. 
And here I find relief, and here I seek repose. 

Yet much is lost, and not yet much is found. 

But what remains, I v^ould believe, is sound ; 

That first wild passion, that last mean desire. 

Are felt no more ; but holier hopes require 

A mind prepared and steady — my reform 

Has fears like his, who, suffering in a storm. 

Is on a rich but unknown country cast. 

The future fearing, while he feels the past ; 

But whose more cheerful mind, with hope imbued, 

See* through receding clouds the rising good.-* 
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THE SISTERS. 

Morning Walk and Conversation — Visit at a Cottage — 
Characters of the Sisters — Lucy and lane — Their 
Ix»vere — Their Friend the Banker, and his Lady — 
Their intimacy— Its Consequence — Different Conduct 
of the Lovers — The Effect upon the Sisters — Thcir 
present State — The Influence of their Fortune upon 
the Hinds of either. • 



Thi morning shone in cloudless beauty bright; 
Richard his letters read with much delight; 
George from his pillow rose in happy tone, 
His bosom's lord sat lightly on his throne: 
They read the morning news — they saw the sky 
Inviting call'd them, and the earth was dry. 

• The day invites at, brother,* said the 'squire; 
■ Come, and I 'II show thee something to admire: 
We still may beauty in our prospects trace; 
If not, we have them in botfi mind and face. 

'T is but two miles— to let snch women live 
Unseen of him, what reason can I give? 
Why should not Richard to the girls be known? 
Would I have all thdr friendship for my own ? 
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Brother, there dwell, yon northern hill below, 

Two faToufite maidena, whom *t n i^ood to know ; 

Young, bat experienced ; dwdlers in a col. 

Where they austain and dignify their lot. 

The best good girls in all our world below — 

O I you must know them— Gome! and you shall know. 

But lo ! the morning wastes — here, Jacob, stir— 

If Phoebe comes, do you attend to her; 

And let not Mary get a chattering press 

Of idle girls to hear of her distress: 

Ask her to wait till my return — and hide 

From her meek mind your plenty and your pride ; 

Nor Tex a creature, humble, sad, and still. 

By your coarse bounty, and your rude good-will.* 

This said, the brothers hasten*d on their way, 
With all the foretaste of a pleasant day ; 
The morning purpose in the mind had fix'd 
The leading thought, and that with others mix'd. 

• How well it is,> said George, • when we poasess 
The strength that bears us up in our distress; 
And need not the resources of our pride. 
Our fall from greatness and our wants to hide ; 
But have the ^iriC and the wish to show, 
We know our wants as well as others know. 
'T is true, the rapid turns of fortune's wheel 
Hake even the virtuous and the humble feel : 
They for a time muse suffer, and but few 
Can bear their sorrows and our pity too. 



The stranger-brother at the cottage door 
Was now admitted, and was strange no more : 
Then of an absent sister he was told, 
Whom they were not at present to* behold ; 
Something was said of nenres, and that disease. 
Whose varying powers on mind and body seixe, 
Enfeebling both !-<-Uere chose they to remain 
One hour in peace, and then retum'd again. 

• I know not why,» said Richard, * but I feel 

The warmest pity on my bosom steal 

For that dear maid ! How well her looks express 

For this world's good a cherish'd hopelessness! 

A resignation that is so entire. 

It feels not now the stirrings of desire; 

What now to her is all the world esteems? 

She is awake, and cares not for its dreams ; 

But moves while yet on earth, as one above 

Its hopes and fears — its loathing and its love. 

■ But shall I learn,* said he, • these sielers* fite!»- 
And found his brother willing to relate. 



Hence all these small expedienia, day by day, 

Are used to hide the evils they betray: 

When, if our pity chances to be seen, 

The wounded pride retorts, with anger keen. 

And man's insulted grief lakes refuge in his spleen. 

When Timon's board contains a single dish, 
Timon. talks much of marketr-men and fish. 
Forgetful servants, and th' infernal cook. 
Who always spoil'd whate'er she undertook. 

But say, it tries us from our height lo fall, 
Yet u not life itself a trial all? 
And not a virtue in the bosom lives, 
That gives such ready pay as patience gives; 
That pure submission to the ruling mind, 
Fix'd, but not forced ; obedient, but not blind ; 
The will of heaven to make her own she tries, 
Or makes her own to heaven a sacrifice. 

And is there aught on earth so rich or rare. 
Whose pleasures may with virtue's pains compare ? 
This fruit of patience, this the pure delight. 
That |t is a trial in her Judge's sight; 
Her part still striving duty to sustain. 
Not spuming pleasure, not defying pain ; 
Never in triumph till her race be won. 
And never fainting till her work be done. 

With thoughts like these they reach'd the village brook. 
And saw a lady sitting with her book; 
And so engaged she beard not, till the mm 
Were at her side, nor was she frighten'd then ; 
But to her friend, the 'squire, his smile retum'd. 
Through which the latent sadness he discera'd. 



• The girls were orphans early; yet I saw. 
When young, their father — his profeaaion law ; 
He left them but a competence, a store 
That made his daughters neither rich nor poor ; 
Not rich, compared with some who dwelt around; 
Not poor, for want they neither feai'd nor found ; 
Their guardian uncle was botli kind and just. 
One whom a parent might in dying trust; 
Who, in their youth, the trusted store improved, 
And, when he ceased to guide them, fondly loved. 

These sister beauties were in fact the grace 

Of yon small town,— it was their native place ; 

Like Saul's famed daughters were the lovely rwain, 

As Hicah, Lucy, and as Merab, Jane: 

For this was tall, with free commanding air. 

And that was mild, and delicate, and fair. 

Jane had an arch delusive smile, that charm'd 
And threaten'd too ; alluring, it alarm'd ; 
The smile of Lucy her approval told. 
Cheerful, not changing; neither kind nor cold. 

When children, Lucy love alone poesess'd, 
Jane was more pnnish'd and was mora caressed ; 
If told the childish wishes, one bespoke 
A lamb, a bird, a garden, and a brook; 
The other wish'd a joy unknown, a rout 
Or crowded ball, and to he first led out. 

Lucy loved all that grew upon the ground. 
And loveliness in all things living fbiuidi 
The gilded fly, the fera upon the wall. 
Were nature's works, and admirable all ; 
Pleased with indulgence of so cheap a kind, 
Its cheapness never discomposed her mind. 

Jane had no liking for such things as these, 
Things pleasing her must her superiors please ; 
The costly flower was precious in her eyes, 
That skill can vary, or that money buys; 
Her laste was good, but she was still afraid. 
Till fsshion sanction'd the remarks she made. 
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Th« sisters read, and Jane with some delight, 

The satires keen that fear or rage excite, 

That men in power attack, and ladies high. 

And gire broad hints that we may know them by. 

She was amused when sent to haunted rooms, 

Or some dark passage where the spirit comes 

Of one once murdered ! then she laughing read, 

And felt at once the folly and the dread : 

As rustic girls to crafty gipsies fly, 

And trust the liar though they fear the lie ; 

Or as a patient, urged by grievous pains, 

Will fee the daring quack whom he disdains, 

So Jane was pleased to see the beckoning hand, 

And trust the magic of the Radcliffe-wand. 

In her religion— for her mind, though light. 
Was not disposed our better views to slight — 
Her fovourite authors were a solemn kind, 
Who fill with dark mysterious thoughts the mind ; 
And who with such conceits her fancy plied, 
Became her friend, philosopher, and guide. 

She made the Progress of the Pilgrim one 
To build a thousand pleasant views upon ; 
All tliat connects us with a world above 
She loved tu fancy, and she long'd to prove; 
Well would the poet please her, who could lead 
{ler fancy fortli, yet keep untouch'd her creed. 

Led by an early custom, Lucy spied, 
When she awaked, the Bible at her side^ 
That, ere she ventured on a world of care, 
She might for trials, joys or pains prepare. 
For every dart a shield, a guard for every snare. 

She read not much of high heroic deeds. 
Where man the measure of man's power exceeds; 
But gave to luckless love and fiite severs 
Her tenderest pity and her softest tear. 

She mix'd not faith with fable, but she trod 

Right onward, cautious in the ways of God ; 

Nor did she dare to launch on seas unknown, 

In search of truths by some adventurers shown, 

But her own compass used, and kept a course her own. 

The maidens both their loyalty declared. 
And in the glory of their country shared; 
But Jane that glory £dt with proud delight. 
When England's foes were vanquish'd in the fight; 
While Lucy's feelings for the braTe who bled 
Put all such glorious triumphs from her head. 

They both were frugal ; Lucy from the fear 
Of wasting that which want esteems so dear, 
But finds so scarce, her sister from the pain 
That springs from want, ^en treated with disdain. 

Jane borrow'd maxims from a doubting school, 
And look for truth the test of ridicule; 
Lucy saw no such virtue in a jest, 
Truth was with her of ridicule a test. 

They loved each other with the warmth of youth, 
With ardour, candour, tendemesa, and truth ; 



And though their pleasures wero not just the 
Yet both were pleased whenever one became; 
Nay , each would rather in the act rgoice, 
That was th* adopted, not the native choice. 



Each had a friend, and friends to minds to fond 

And good aro soon united in the bond ; 

Each had a lover; but it seem'd that fate 

Decreed that these should not approximate. 

Now Lucy's lover was a prudent swain. 

And thought, in all things, wliat would be his sain ; 

The younger sister first engaged his view. 

But with her beauty he her spirit knew; 

Her face he much admired, ' but, put the case,' 

Said he, * I marry, what is then a fsceT 

At first it pleases to have drawn the lot; 

He then forgets it, but his wife does not ; 

Jane too,' he judged, * would be reserved and nice. 

And many lovers had enhanced her price.' 

Thus thinking much, but hiding what he thought. 
The prudent lover Lucy's favour sought. 
And he succeeded, — she was free from art. 
And his appear'd a gentle guileless heart; 
Such she respected ; true, her sister found 
His placid face too ruddy and too round, 
Too^cold and inexpressive; such a hct 
Where you could nothing mark'd or manly trace. 

But Lucy found him to his mother kind. 
And saw the Christian meekness of his mind ; 
His voice was soft, his temper mild and sweet. 
His mind was easy, and his person neat. 

Jane said he wanted courage ; Lucy drew 
No ill from that, though she believed it U>o; 
' It is religious, Jane, be not severe;* 
' Well, Lucy, then it is religious fear.' 
Nor could the sister, great as was her love, 
A man so lifeless and so cool approve. 

Jane had a lover, whom a lady s pride 

Might wish to see attending at her side, 

Young, handsome, sprightly, and with good addreas. 

Not mark'd for folly, error or excess; 

Yet not entirely from their censure free. 

Who judge our failings with severity; 

The very care he took to keep his name 

Stainless, with some was evidence of shame. 

Jane heard of this, and she replied, ' EnouQ^ ; 
Prove but the facts, and I resist not proof; 
Nor is my heart so easy as to love 
The man my judgment bids me not approve.* 
But yet that heart a secret joy confess'd. 
To find no slander on the youth would rest ; 
His was, in fact, such conduct, that a maid 
Might think of marriage, and be not afraid ; 
And she was pleased to find a spirit high, 
Free from all fear, that spurn'd hypocrisy. 

*What fears my sister T* said the partial fair, 

For Lucy feai'd, — ' Why tell me to beware? 

No smooth deceitful varnish can I find ; 

Hb is a spirit generous, free, and kind ; 

And all his flaws are seen, all floating in his mind. 
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A little boldness in his speech. What then 7 
It is the failing of these generous men. 
A little vanity, but — O ! my dear, 
They all would show it, were they all siooere. 

But come, agreed ; we* 11 lend each other eyes 
To see our fsTOurites, when they wear disguise; 
And all those errors that will then be shown 
Uninfluenced by the workings of our own J 

Thus lived the sisters, far from power removod^ 
And far from need, both loving and belored. 
Thus grew, as myrtles grow; 1 grieve at heart 
That 1 have pain and sorrow to impart. 
But so it is, the sweetest herbs that grow 
In the lone vale, where sweetest waters flow. 
Ere drops the blossom, or appears the fruit, 
Feel the vile grub, and peri^ at ihe root; 
And in a quick and premature decay, 
Breathe the pure fragrance of their life away. 

A town was near, ill which the buildings all 

Were large, but one pre-eminently tall>- 

An huge high house. Without there was an air 

Of lavish cost; no littleness was there-; 

But room for servants, horses, whiskies, gigs, 

And walls for pines and peaches, grapes and figs ; 

Bright on the sloping grass the sun-beams shone, 

And brought the summer of all climates on. 

Here wealth its prowess to the eye display'd. 
And here advanced the seasons, there delay'd; 
Bid the due heat each growing sweet refine, 
Made the sun's light with grosser fire combine, 
And to the Tropic gave the vigour of the Line. 

Yet, in the master of this wealth, behold 
A light vain coxcomb taken from his gold, 
Whose busy brain was weak, whose boasting heart 

cold. 
O I how he talk'd to that believing town, 
That he would give it riches and renown ; 
Cause a canal where treasures were to swim. 
And they should ewe their opulence to himf 
In fact, of riches he insured a crop, 
So they would give him but a seed to drop^ 
As used the alchymist his boasts to make, 
* I give you millions for the mite I take;' 
The mite they never could again behold, 
The millions all were Eldorado gold. 

By tliis professing man, the country round 

Was search'd to see where money could be found. 

The thriven fitrmer, who had lived to spare, 

Became an object of especial care; 

He took the frugal tradesman by the hand, 

And wish'd him joy of what he might command ;. 

And the industrious servant, who. had laid 

His saving by, it was his joy to aid ; 

Large talk, and hints of some productive plan, 

Half named, won all his hearers to a man ; 

Uncertain projects drew them wondering on, 

And avarice listen'd tiU distrust was gone. 

But when to these dear girls he found his way, 
All easy, artless, innocent were they ; 
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When he compell'd his foolish wife to be 
At once so great, so humble, and so free ; 
Whom others sought, nor alWkys with success! 
But they were both her pride and happiness; 
And she esteem*d them, but attended still 
To the vile purpose of her husband's will; 
And when she fix'd his snares about their miad. 
Respected those whom she essay'd to blind; 
Nay with esteem she some, compassion gave 
To the fair victims whom she would not save. 

The Ban kef's wealth and kindness were her themes. 
His generous plans, his patriotic schemes; 
What he bad done for some, a favourite few. 
What for his favourites still he meant to do; 
Not that he always listen'd— which was hard — 
To her, when speaking of her great regard 
For certain friends — *but you, aS I may say, 
Are his oVn choice— I am not jealous — nay!' 

Tlicn came the man himself, and came with speed 

As just from business of importance freed; 

Or just escaping, came with looks of fice, 

As if he'd just attoin'd his fuILdesise; 

As if Prosperity and he for life 

Were wed, and he was showing off hu wife ; 

Pleased to <jisplay his influence, and to prove 

Himself the object of her partial love : 

Perhaps with this was join'd tlie latent fear. 

The time would come when he should not be dear. 

Jane laugh'd at all their visits and parade, 
And caird it friendship in an hot-house made; 
A style of friendship suited to hb taste. 
Brought on, and ripeif'd, like his grapes, in haste; 
She saw Ihe wants that wealth in vain would hide. 
And all the tricks and littleness of pride; 
On all ibe wealth would creep the vulgar stain, 
And grandeur strove to look itself in vain. 

Lucy perceived — but she replied, 'why heed 
Such small defects? — they're very kind indeed !• 
And kind they were, and ready to produce 
Their easy friendship, ever fit for use; 
Fricnddiip that enters into all affoin. 
And daily wants, and daily gets, repairs. 

Hence at tlie cottage of the sisters stood 
The Banker^s steed — he was so very good; 
Oft through the roads, in weather ttut or fkir, 
Tlieir friend's gay carriage bore the gentle pair ; 
His grapes and nectarines woo'd the virgins* hand) 
His books and roses were at their command ; 
And costly flowers, — he took upon him sliame 
That he could purchase what he could not namei 

Lucy was vex'd to have such fovourashowDs 
And they returning nothing of their own ; 
Jane smiled, and begg'd her sister to believe,— 
* We give at least as much as we receive.' 

Alas! and more; they gave their ears and eyes. 
His splendor oft<times took them by surprise; 
And if in Jane appear'd a meaning smile, 
She gased, admired, and paid respect tlie while ; 
Would she had rested there! Deluded maid. 
She saw not yet the fatal price she paid ; 



236 



GRABBERS POETICAL WORKS. 



Saw not that wealth, though join'd with folly, grew 
In her regard; she smQed, but Ibten'd too; 
Nay would be grateful, the would trust her all 
Her funded source, — to him a matter small ; 
V Taken for their sole use, and ever at their call : 
To be improved — he know not how indeed, 
But he had methods — and they must succeed. 

This was so good, that Jane, in very pride, 
To spare him trouble, for a while denied ; 
And Lucy's prudence, though it was alarm'd. 
Was by the splendor of the Banker charm'd ; 
What was her paltry thousand pounds to him. 
Who would expend five thousand on a whim? 
And then the portion of his wife was known ; 
But not that she reserved it for her own. 

Lucy her lover trusted with the fact. 

And frankly ask'd, ' if he approved the act?* 

' It promised well,' he said ; * he could not tell 

How it might end, but sure it promised well ; 

He had himself a trifle in the Bank, 

And should be sore uneasy if it sank.' 

Jane from her lover had no wish to hide 
Her deed ; but was withheld by maiden pride; 
To talk so early — as if one were sure 
Of being his; she could n6t that endure. 
But when the sisters were apart, and when 
They freely spoke of their affairs and men, 
They thought with pleasure of the sum improved, 
And so presented to the men they loved. 

Things now proceeded in a quiet train ; 

No cause appeared to murmur or complain ; 

Tlie monied man, his ever-smiling dame, 

And their young darlings, in their carriage came; 

Jane's sprightly lover smiled their pomp to see. 

And ate their grapes, with gratitude and glee. 

But with the fixedom there was nothing mean, 

Humble, or forward, in his freedom seen; 

His was the frankness of a mind that shows . 

It knows itself, nor fears for what it knows: 

But Lucy's ever humble friend was awed 

By the profusion he could not applaud ; 

He seem'd indeed reluctant to partake 

Of the collation that he could not make; 

And this was pleasant in the maiden's view,— 

Was modesty^was moderation too ; 

Though Jane esteem'd it meanness; and she saw 

Fear in that prudence, avarice in that awe. 

But both the lovers now to town are gone. 
By business one b call'd, by duty one; 
While rumoor rises,— whether false or true 
The ladies knew not— it was known to few— 
But fear then was, and on their gnaidian-frieDd 
They for adrice and comfort woiJd depend 
When rose the day; meantime from Belmont-plaoe 
Came vile report, predicting quick disgrace. 

T was told — the servants, who had met to thank 
Their lord for placing money in his Bank— 
Their kind free master, who such wages gave, 
And then increased whatever they could save— 



They who had heard they should their savings lose. 
Were weeping, swearing, drinking at the news; 
And »dll the more they drank, the more they wept. 
And swore, and rail'd, and threaten 'd, till tliey slept. 

The morning truth confirm'd the evening dread ; 
The Bank was broken, and the Banker fled ; 
But left a promise that his friends should have, 
To the last shilling — what his fortunes gave. 

The evil tidings reach'd the stsier-pair. 
And one like Sorrow look'd, and one Despair; 
They from each other turn'd th' afflicting look. 
And loth and late the painful silence broke. 

* The odious villain !' Jane in wrath began ; 
In pity Lucy, * the unhappy man ! 

When time and reason our affliction beal« 
How will the author of our sufferings feel P 

' And let him feel, my sister, — let tlie woes 

That he creates be bajie to his repose! 

liCt them be felt in his expiring hour. 

When death brings all his dread, and sin its power : 

Then let the busy foe of mortals state 

The pangs he caused, his own to aggravate! 

Wretch ! when our life was glad, our prospects gay. 
With savage hand to sweep them all away! 
And he must know it— know when he beguiled 
His easy victims — how the villain smiled! 

Oh I my dear Lucy, could I see him crave 

The food denied, a beggar and a slave, 

To stony hearts he should with tears apply, 

And Pity's self withkold the struggling sigh; 

Or, if relenting weakness should extend 

Th' extorted scrap that justice would not laid. 

Let it be poison'd by the curses deep 

Of every wretch whom he compels to weep T 

* Nay, my sweet sister, if you thought such pain 
Were his, your pity would awake again ; 

Your generous heart the wretch's' grief would feel, 
And you would soothe the pangs you could not heal.' 

' Oh ! never, never,— I would still contrive 
To keep the slave whom I abhori'd alive; 
His tortured mind with horrid fears to fill. 
Disturb his reason, and misguide his will; 
Heap coaU of fire, to lie like melted lead. 
Heavy and hot, on his accursed head; 
Not coals that mercy kindles hearts to melt. 
But he should feel them hot as fires are felt} 
Corroding ever, and through life the same, 
Strong self-contempt and ever-burning shame; 
Let him so wretched live that he may fly 
To desperate thoughts, and be resolved to die — 
And then let death such frightful vbions give, 
That he may dread the attempt, and beg to live!* 

So spake th' indignant maid, when Lucy sigfa'd. 
And, waiting softer times, no more replied. 

Barlow was then in town ; and there he thought 
Of bliss to come, and bafigains to be bought; 
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And was remniiag homeward-— when he found 
The Bank was hroken, and his ventiire drown'd. 

' Ah ! foolish maid/ he cried, ' and what wilt thou 
Say for thy friends and their cxcesMs nowT 
All now is hrought completely to an end ; 
What can tlie speodthfift now afford to spend? 
Had my adrice been— true, I gsTe consent, 
The thin^ was purpoaed ; what could I prevent? 

Who will her idle taste for flowers supply,— 
Who send her grapes and peaches ! let her try ; — 
There 's none will give her, and she cannot buy. 

Yet would she not be grateful if she knew 
What to my faith and generous love was due? 
Daily to see the man who took her hand, 
Wheu she had not a iixpence at command; 
Gould I be sure that such a quiet mind 
Would be for ever grateful, mild, and kind, 
I might comply — but how will Bloomer act. 
When he becomes acquainted with the fact ? 
The loss to him is trifling — but the foil 
From independence, that to her is all ; 
Now should he marry, 't will be shame to me 
To hold myself from my engagement free; 
And should he not, it will be double grace 
To stand alone in such a trying case. 

Come tlien, my Lucy, lo thy foithfol heart 
And humble love I will my views impart, 
Will see the grateful tear that softly sleab 
Down the fair face and all thy joy reveals; 
And wheu I say it is a blow severe. 
Then will I add— restrain, my love, the tear, 
And take this heart, so faithful and so fond. 
Still bound to thine ; and fear not for that bond.' 

He said; and went, widi purpose he believed 
Of generous nature— so is man deceived. 

Lucy determined that her lover's eye 
Should not distress nor supplication spy ; 
That in her manner he should nothing find, 
To indicate the weakness of her mind. 
He saw no eye that wept, no frame that shook. 
No fond appeal was made by word or look ; 
Kindness there was, but join'd with some restraint ; 
And traces of the late event were foint 



He look'd for grief deploring, but percdi 

No outward token that she longer grieves; 

He had expected for his efforts praise. 

For he resolved the drooping mind to raise; 

She would, he judged, be humble, and afraid 

That he might blame her rashness and upbraid ; 

And lo! he finds ber in a quiet stale. 

Her spirit easy and her air sedate; 

As if her loss was not a cause for pain. 

As if assured that be would make it gain. — 

Silent awhile, he told the morning news, 
And what he judged they might expect to lose ; 
He thought himself, whatever some might boast. 
The composition would be small at most ; 
Some shabby matter, she would see no more 
The tilhe of what she hdd in hand before. 



How did her sbter feel? and did she think 
Bloomer was honest, and would never shrink? 
' But why that smile? is loss like yours so light 
That it can aught like merriment excite? 
Well, he is rich, we know, and can afford 
To please his fancy, and to keep his word ; 
To him 't is nothing ; had he now a fear, 
lie must the meanest of his sex appear ; 
But the true honour, as I judge the case. 
Is, both to feel the evil, and embrace.' 

Here Barlow stopp'd, a little vex'd to see 
No fear or hope, no dread or ecstasy : 
Calmly she ^toke — * Your prospects, sir, and mine 
.\ne not the same, — their union 1 decline ; 
Could 1 believe the hand for which yon strove 
Had yet its value, did you truly love, 
I had with thanks address'd you, and replied, 
Wait till your feelings and my own subside, 
Watch your aHections, and, if still they live. 
What pride denies, my gratitude shall give ; 
EVn then, in yielding, I had first believed 
That I conferred the favour, not received. 

You I release-^nay, hear me— I impart 
Joy U^ your soul, — 1 judge not of your heart. 
Think'ftf thou a being, to whom God has lent 
A feeling mind, will have her bosom rant 
By man's reproaches? Sorrow will be thine. 
For all thy pity prompts thee to resign ! 
Think'st thou that meekness* self would condescend 
To take the husband when she scorns the friend? 
Forgive the frankness, and rejoice for life, 
Thou art not burden'd with so poor a wife. 

Go ! and be happy — tell, for the applause 
Of hearts like thine, we parted, and the cause 
Give, as it pleases.' With a foolish look 
That a dull school-boy fixes on his book 
That he resigns, with mingled shame and joy ; 
So Barlow went, confounded like the boy. 

Jane, while she wept to think her sistei's pain 
Was thus increased, felt infinite disdain ; 
Bound as she was, and wedded by the ties 
Of love and hope, that care and craft despise ; 
She could but wonder that a man, whose taste 
And seal for money had a Jew disgraced. 
Should love her sister; yet with this surprise. 
She felt a little exultation rise; 
Here was a lover who had always held 
This man as base, by generous scorn impelFd ; 
And yet, as one, of whom for Lucy's sake 
He would a civil distant notice take. 

Lucy, with sadden'd heart and temper miM, 
Bow'd to correction, like an humbled child, 
Who foeb the parents kindness, and who knows 
Such the correction he, who loves, bestows. 

Attending always, but attending more 
When sorrow ask'd his presence, than befora, 
Tender and ardent, with the kindest air 
Came Bloomer, fortune's error to repair ; 
Words sweetly soothing spoke the happy yonth. 
With ill the tender earnestness of truth. 
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There waf no doubt of his intention now — 

lie will his purpose with hb love avow : 

So judged the maid ; yet, waiting, she admired 

His still delaying what he most desired ; 

Till, from her spirit's agitation free. 

She might determine when the day should be. 

With such ^cility the partial mind 

Can the best motives for its favourite% find. 

Of this he spake not, but he stay'd beyond 

His usual hour; — attentive still and fond ; — 

The hand yet firmer to the hand he prest, 

And the eye rested where it loved to rest; 

Then took he certain freedoms, yet so small 

That it was prudish so the things to call ; 

Things they were not — ' Describe' — that none can do, 

They had been nothing had they not been new; 

It was the manner and the look ; a maid, 

Afraid of such, is foolishly afraid ; 

For what could she explain 7 Tlie piercing eye 

Of jealous fear could nought amiss descry. 

But some concern now rose ; the youth would seek 
Jane by Iierself, and then would notliing speak, 
Before not spoken ; tliere was still delay, 
Vexatious, wearying, wasting, day by day. 

' He does not surely trifle T Heaven forbid ! 
She now should doubly scorn him if he did. 

Ah ! more than this, unlucky girl ! is thine; 

Thou must the fondest views of life resign ; 

And in the very time resign them loo. 

When they were brightening on the eager view. 

I will be brief, — nor have I heart to dwell 

On crimes they almost share who paint tliem well. 

There was a moments softness, and it seem'd 
Discretion slept, or so the lover dream'd ; 
And watching long the now confiding maid, 
He thought her guardless, and grew less afraid ; 
Led to the theme that he had shunn'd before. 
He used a language he must use no more — 
For if it answers, there is no more need, 
And no more trial, should it not succeed. 

Then made he that attempt, in which to fail 
Is shameful, — still more shameful to prevail. 

Then was there lightning in that eye that shed 
lis beams upon him, — and his frenxy fled ; 
Abject and trembling at her feet he laid. 
Despised and scom'd by the. indignant maid, 
Whose spirits in their agitation rose. 
Him, and her own weak pity, to oppose : 
As liquid silver in the tube mounts high. 
Then shakes and settles as the storm goes by. 

While yet tlie lover stay'd, the maid was strong. 
But when he fled, she droop'd and felt th« wrong- 
Felt the alarming chill, th' enfeebled breath. 
Closed the quick eye, and sank in transient death. 
So Lucy found her ; and then first that breast 
Knew anger's power, and own'd the stranger guest. 

' And is this lore? Ungenerous! Has he too 
Been meui and abject! Is no being true T 



For Lucy judged that, like her prudent twain, 
Bloomer had talk'd of what a man might gain ; 
She did not think a man on earth was found, 
A wounded bosom, while it bleeds, to wound ; 
Thought not that mortal could be so unjust, . 
As to deprive affliction of its trust ; 
Thought not a lover could the hope enjoy. 
That must the peace, he should promote, destroy ; 
Thought not, in fact, that in tlie world were those, 
Who, to their tenderest friends, are worse than foes, 
Who win the heart, deprive it of its care. 
Then plant remorse and desolation there. 

Ah ! cruel he, who can that heart deprive 
Of all that keeps its energy alive ; 
Can see consign'd to shame the trusting fair. 
And turn confiding fondness to dqspair; 
To watcli that time — a name is not assign*d 
For crime so odious, nor shall learning find. 
Now, from tliat day has Lucy laid aside 
Her proper cares, to be her sister's guide, 
Guard, and protector. At their uncle's hrm 
They past the period of their first alarm, 
But soon retired, nor was he grieved to learn 
They made their own affairs their own concern. 

I knew not then tlieir worth ; and, had I known, 

Could not the kindness of a friend have shown ; 

For men they dreaded ; they a dwelling sought. 

And there the children of the village taught; 

There, firm and patient, Lucy- still depends 

Upon her efforts, not upon her friends; 

She is with persevering strength endued. 

And can be cheerful — for slie will be good. 

Jane loo will strive the daily tasks to share. 

That so employment may contend with care; 

Not power, but will, she shows, and looks about 

On her small people, who come in and out; 

And seems of what they need, or she can do, in donbL 

There sirs the chubby crew on seats around. 

While she, all rueftd at the sight and sound. 

Shrinks from the free approaches of the tribe, 

Whom she attempts lamenting to describe. 

With stains the idlers gather'd in their way, 

The simple stains of mud, and mould, and day, 

And compound of the streets, of what we dare not say ; 

With hair uncomb'd, grimed face, and piteous look, 

Each heavy student takes the odious book. 

And on the lady casts a glance of fear. 

Who draws the garment close as he comes near; 

She then for Lucy's mild forbearance tries, 

And from her pupils turns her brilliant eyes. 

Making new efforts, and with some success, 

To pay attention while the students guess; 

Who to the gentler mistress Mn would glide. 

And dread their station at the lady's side. 

Such is their fate :— there is a friendly few 
Whom they receive, and there is chance for you ; 
Their school, and something gather'd from the wreck 
Of that bad Bank, keeps poverty in check ; 
And true respect, and high regard, are theirs, 
The children's profit, and the parent's prayers. 
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With Lucy rests th« one peculiar ctre. 

That few must see, and none with her may share; 

More dear than hope can be, more sweet dian pleasures 

are. 
For her sad sister needs the care of lore 
That will direct her, that will not reprove, 
But waits to warn : for Jane will walk aloncj 
Will sing in low and melancholy tone ; 
Will read or write, or to her plantt will run 
To shun her friends, — alas ! her thoughts to shun. 

It is not love al<me disturbs her rest. 

But loss of all that ever hope.poisess'd; 

Friends ever kind, life's lively pleasures, ease, 

When her enjoyments could no longer please ; 

These were her comforts tlieu! she has no more of these. 

Wrapt in such thoughts, she feels her mind astray, 
But knows 't is true, that she'has lost her way; 
For Lucy's smile will check the sudden flight, 
And one kind look let in the wonted light. 

Fiti of long silence she endures, then talks 
Too much — with too much ardour, as she walks; 
But still the shrubs that she admires dispense 
Their balmy freshness to the hurried sense. 
And she will watch their progress, and attend 
Her flowering favourites as a guardian friend ; 
To sun or diade she will her sweeU remove, 
And here she says, I may with safety love. 

But there are hours when on that bosom steals 
A rising terror, — then indeed she feels;— 
Feels how she loved the promised good, and how 
She feels the failure of the promise now. 

That other spoiler did as robbers do, , 

Hade poor our state, but not disgraceful too. 
This spoiler shames me, and I look within 
To find some cause that drew him on to sin ; 
He and the wretch who could thy worth forsake 
Are the fork'd adder and the loathsome snake; 
Thy snake could slip in villain-fear away, 
But had no fang to fasten on his prey. 

Oh ! my dear Lucy, I had thought to live 
With all the comforts easy fortunes give; 
A wife careasing, and caress'd, — a friend, 
Whom he would guide, advise, consult, defend, 
And make his equal ; — then I fondly thought 
Among superior creatures to be brought; 
And while with them, delighted to behold 
No eye averted, and no bosom cold ; — 
Then at my home, a mother, to embrace 

My Oh ! my sister, it was surely base? 

I might forget the wrong, I cannot the disgrace. 

Oh ! when I saw that triumph in his eyes, 

I felt my spirits with his own arise ; 

I caird it joy, and said, the generous youth 

Laughs at my loss — no trial for his truth ; 

It is a trifle he can not lament, 

A sum but equal to his annual rent; 

And yet that loss, the cause of every ill, 

Has made me poor, and him—' 



'O! poorer still ; 
Poorer, my Jane, and fiaur below thee now: 
The injurer he, the injured sufferer thou ; 
And shall such loss afflict thee?*— 

' Lose I not 
With him what fortune could in life allot 1 
Lose I not hope, life's cordial, and the views 
Of an aspiring spirit?— O ! I loee 
Whate'er the happy feel, whate'er the saugume chuse. 

Would I could lose this bitter sense of wrong. 
And sleep in peace — but it will not be long ! 
And hero is something, Lucy, in my brain, 
I know not what — it is a cure for pain ; 
But is not death !— no beckoning hand I see. 
No voice I hear that comes alone to me : 
It is not death, but change; I am not now 
As 1 was once,— nor can I tell you how; 
Nor is it madness — ask, and you shall find 
In my replies the soundness of my mind : 
Oh ! I should be a trouble all day long, 
A very torment, if my head were wrong.' 

At times there is upon her features seen, 
What moves suspicion— she is too serene. 
Such is the motion of a drunken man. 
Who steps sedately, just to show he can. 
Absent at times she will her mother call, 
And cry at mid-day, ' then good night to all.' 

But most she thinks there will some good ensue 
From something done, or what she is to do; 
Long wrapt in silence, she will then assume 
An air of business, and shake off her gloom ; 
Then cry exulting, ' Oh ! it must succeed. 
There are ten thousand readers— all men read : 
There are my writings, — you shall never tpead. 
Tour precious moments to so poor an end ; 
Our peasants children may be taught by those 
Who have no powers such wonders to compose; 
So let me call them, — what the world allows, 
Surely a poet without shame avows; 
Gome, let us count what numbers we believe 
Will buy our work— Ah! sister, do you grieve? 
Tou weep; there 's something I have said amiss. 
And vex'd my sister — What a world is this! 
And how 1 wander ! — Where has fancy run 7 
Is there no poem 1 Have I nothing done ? 
Forgive me, Lucy, I had fix'd my eye. 
And so my mind, on works that cannot die : 
Marmion and Lara yonder in the case, 
And so I put me in the poet's place. 

Still, be not frighten'd ; it is but a dream : 
I am not lost, bewilder'd though I seem. 
I will obey thee — but suppress thy fear — 
I am at ease, — then why that silly tear?* 
Jane, as these melancholy fits invade 
The busy fancy, seeks the deepest shade ; 
She walks in ceaseless hurry, till her mind 
Will short repose in verse and music find : 
Then her own songs to some soft tune she sings. 
And laughs, and calls them melancholy things. 
Not frenzy all : in some her erring Muse 
Will sad, afflicting, tender strains infuse: 
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Sometimes on death the will her lines compose, 
Or give her serious page qf solemn prose; 
And still those favourite plants her fancy please, 
And give to care and anguish rest and ease. 



* Let me not have this gloomy view, 

About my room, around my bad ; 
But morning roses, wet with dew. 

To cool my burning brows instead. 
As flow'n that once in Eden grew. 

Let them their fragrant spirits shed. 
And every day the sweets renew, 

Till I, a fading flower, am dead. 

Oh ! let the herbs I loved to rear 

Give to my sense their perfumed breath ; 
Let them be placed about my bier, 

And grace the gloomy house of death. 
I '11 have my grave beneath an hill. 

Where, only Lucy's self shall know ; 
Where runs the pure pellucid rill 

Upon its gravelly bed below : 
There violets on the borders blow, 

And insects their soft light display, 
Till, as the morning sun-beams glow, 

The cold phosphoric fires decay. 

That is the grave to Lucy shown. 

The soil a pure and silver sand, 
The green cold moss above it grown, 

Unpluck'd of all but maiden hand : 
In virgin earth, till then' untum'd. 

There let my maiden form be laid. 
Nor let my changed clay be spum'd, 

Nor for new guest that bed be made. 

There will the lark,->-tlie lamb, in sport, 

In air, — on earth, — securely play, 
And Lucy to my grave resort, 

As innocent, but not so gay. 
I will not have the churchyard ground. 

With bones all black and ugly grown. 
To press my shivering body round, 

Or on my wasted limbs be thrown. 

With ribs and sknlls I will not sleep, 

In claouny beds of cold blue clay, 
Through which the ringed earth-worms creep, 

And on the shrouded bosom prey ; 
1 will not have the bell proclaim 

When those sad marriage rites begin, 
And boys, without regard or shame. 

Press the vile mouldering masses in. 

Say not, it is beneath my care : 

I cannot these cold truths allow; 
These thoughts may not afflict me there, 

But, Oh I they vex and tease me now. 
Raise not a turf, nor set a stone^ 

That man a maiden's grave may trace, 
But thou, my Lucy, come alone. 

And let affection find the place. 



O ! take me from a world I hate. 

Men cruel, selfish, sensual, cold; 
And, in some pure and blessed stale. 

Let me my sister minds behold : 
From gross and sordid views refiaod. 

Our heaven of spotless love to sliare, 
For only generous souls designed. 

And not a man to meet us there.' ■ 



BOOK IX. 



THE PRECEPTOR HUSBAND. 

The Homing Ride — Conversation "- Character of one 
whom they meet— His early Habits and Mode of 
Thinking— The Wife whom he would chuse — The 
one chosen — His Attempts to teach — In History — In 
Botany — The Lady's Proficiency — His Complaint — 
Her Defence and Triumph — The Trial ends. 



■ Whom pass'd we musing near the woodman's shed. 
Whose horse not only carried him but led. 
That his grave rider might have slept the time, 
Or solved a problem, or composed a rhyme ? 
A more abstracted man within my view 
Has never come— He recollected you«« 

« Yes, — he was thoughtful— thinks the whole day long, 
Deeply, and chiefly that he once thought wrong; 
He thought a strong and kindred mind to trace 
In the soft outlines of a trifler^s face. 

Poor Finch ! I knew him when at school, — a hoy 

Who might be said his labours to enjoy; 

So young a pedant that he always took 

The girl to dance who most admired her book ; 

And would the butler and the cook surprise. 

Who listen'd to bis Latin exercise ; 

The matron's self the praise of Finch avow'd, 

He was so serious, and he read so loud : 

But yet, with all this folly and coneeit. 

The lines he wrote were elegant and neat; 

And early promise in his mind appear'd 

Of noble efforts when by reason cUsi'd. 

And when he spoke of wives, the boy would say. 
His should be sJuU'd in Graek and algebn ; 
For who would talk with one to whom his themes, 
And favourite studies, were no more than dreams t 
For this, though courteous, gsntle, and hnmmne, 
The boys contemn'd and hated him as vain, 
Stiff and padantic— ■ 

■ Did the man enjoy, 
In after life, the visions of the boy !■ 

• At least they form'd his wishes, they were yet 
The hivourite views on which his mind was set : 
He quaintly said, how happy must they prove, 
Who, loving, study — or who, studious, love; 
Who feci their minds with sciences imbued, 
And their warm hearts by beauty's force subdued. 
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His widow*!] mother, who (he world had Men, 
4nd better jud^e of either sex had been. 
Told him that just as their afUrs were placed, 
In some respects, he must forego his taste; 
That every beaufff both of form and mind, 
Must be by him, if unendowed, resign'd ; 
That wealth was wanted for their joint affurs ; 
His sisters* portions, and the Hall's repairs. 

The son assented — and the wife must bring 
Wealth, learnmg, beauty, ere he gave the ring; 
But as these merits, when they all nnite. 
Are not produced in every soil and site ; 
And when produced are not the certain gain 
Of him who would these precious things obtats ; 
Our patient student waited many a year, 
Nor saw thb phoenix in his walks appear. 
But as views mended in the joint estate. 
He would a something in his points abate ; 
Give him but learning, beauty, temper, sense. 
And he would then the happy state commence. 
The mother sigh'd, but she at last agreed. 
And now the son was likely to succeed ; 
Wealth is substantial good the fates allot, 
We know we have it, or we have it not; 
But all those graces, which men highly rate. 
Their minds themselves imagine and create ; 
And therefore Finch was in a way to find 
A good that much depended on his mind. 

lie look'd around, observing, till he saw 
Augusta Dallas! when he felt an awe 
Of so much beauty and commanding grace. 
That well became the honours of her race : 

This lady never boasted of the trash 

That commerce brings: she never spoke of cash ; 

The gentle blood that ran in every vein 

At all such notions blusli'd in pure disdain.;— 

Wealth once rclinquish'd, there was all beside. 

As Finch believed, that could adorn a bride ; 

He could not gaze upon the form and air, 

Without concluding aH was right and fair; 

Her mild but dignified reserve supprest 

All free inquiry — but his mind could rest. 

Assured (hat all was well, and in that view was blest. 

And now he asked, ' am I the happy man 

Who can deserve her T is there one who can f 

His mother told him, he poasess'd the land 

That puts a mm in heart to ask a hand ; 

All who possess it feel they bear about 

A spell Uiat puts a speedy end to doubt : 

But Finch was modest — * Hay it then be thought 

That &he can so be gained?* — ' She may be sought:' 

' Can love with land be won t * By land is beauty bought. 

Do not, dear Charles, with indignation glow. 

All value that the want of which they know ; 

Nor do I blame her; none that worth denies: 

But can my son be sure of what he buys ? 

Beauty she has, but with it can you find 

The inquiring spirit, or the studious mind 7 

This wilt tlioa need who art to thinking prone, 

And minds unpaired had better think alone; 

Then how unhappy will the husband be. 

Whose sole associate spoils his company?' 



This he would try ; but all such trials prove 
Too mighty for a man disposed to love ; 
He whom die magic of a face enchains 
But little knowledge of the mind obtains ; 
If by his tender heart the man is led. 
He finds how erring is the soundest head. 

The lady saw his purpose ; she could meet 
The man's inquiry, and his aim defeat; 
She had a studied flattery in her look. 
She could be seen retiring with a book ; 
She by attending to his speech could prove, 
That she for learning had a fervent love; 
Yet love alone she modestly declared. 
She must be spared inquiry, and was spared ; 
Of her poor studies she was not so weak, 
As in his presence, or at all, to speak ; 
But to discourse with him— who, all agreed. 
Has read so much, would be absurd indeed ; 
A5&k what he might, she was so much a dunce 
She would confiess her ignorance at once. 

All this the man believed not, — doom'd to grieve 
For this belief, he this would not believe : 
No ! he was quite in raptures to discern 
That love, and that avidity to learn. 

* Gould she have found,' she said, * a friend, a guide, 
Like him, to study had been all her .pride ; 

But, doom'd so long to frivolous employ, 
How could she those superior views enjoy? 
The day might come — a happy dny for lier, 
When she might chuse the ways she should prefer.' 

Then too he leam'd, in accidental vray. 
How much she grieved to lose the given day 
In dissipation wild, in visitation gay. 
Happy, most liappy, must the woman prove 
Who proudly looks on him slie vows to love; 
Who can her humble acquisitions stale. 
That he will praise, at least will tolerate. 

Still the cool mother sundry doubts exprest'd, — 

* How! is Augusta graver than the rest? 
There are three others : they are not inclined 
To feed with precious food the empty mind : 
Whence this strong relish f 'It is very strong,' 
Replied the son, * and has posseas'd her long. 
Increased indeed, I may presume, by views, — 
We may suppose — ah ! may she not refuse 7* 

' Fear not! — I see the question must be tried. 
Nay, is determined — let us to your bride.' 

They soon were wedded, and the nymph appear d 
By all her promised excellence endear'd : 
Her words were kind, were cautious, and were few, 
And she was proud — of what her husband knew. 

Weeks pass'd away, some five or six, before, 
Bless'd in the present, Finch could think of more : 
A month was next upon a journey spent. 
When to the Lakes the fond companions went ; 
Then the gay town received tliem, and, at last, 
Home to their mansion, man and wife, they pass'd. 

And now in quiet way they c.tme to live 
On what their fortune, love, and hopes woold give; 

3i 
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The honied moon had nought but siWer rays, 

And shone beni^ly on their early days; 

The second moon a light less vivid shed, 

And now the silver rays were tinged with lead. 

They now began to look beyond the Hall, 

And think what friends would make a morning-call ; 

Their former appetites return'd, and now 

Both could their wishes and their tastes avow ; 

'T was now no longer ' just what you approve,' 

But ' let the wild fowl be to-day, my love.' 

In fact the senses, drawn aside by force 

Of a strong passion, sought their usual course. 

Now to her music would the wife repair. 
To which he listen'd once with eager air ; 
When there was so much harmony within, 
' That any note was sure its way to win ; 
But now the sweet melodious tones were sent 
From the struck chords, and none cared where they 

went. 
Full well we know that many a favourite air, 
That charms a party, fails to charm a pair; 
And as Augusta play'd she look'd around, 
To sec if one was dying at the sound : 
But all were gone — a husband, wrapt in gloom, 
Stalk'd careless, listless, up and down the room. 

And now 't is time to fill that ductile mind 
With knowledge, from his stores of various kind : 
His mother, in a peevish mood, had ask'd, 

* Does your Augusta profit ? is she task'd?' 

* Madam!' he cried, offended with her looks, 

' There *s time for all things, and not all for books : 
Just on one's marriage to sit down, and prate 
Op points of learning, is a thing I hate. — ' 

' T is right, my son, and it appears to me 
If deep your hatred, you must well agree.' 

Finch was too angry for a man so wise, 

And said, ' Insinuation I despise ! 

Nor do I wish to have a mind so full 

Of leameil trash — it makes a woman dull: 

Let it suffice, that I in her discern 

An aptitude, and a desire to learn. — ' 

The matron smiled, but she obcerved a frown 
On her son's brow, and calmly sat her down ; 
Leaving thelruth to Time, who solves our doubt. 
By bringing his all-glorious daughter out — 
Truth! for whose beauty all their love profess. 
And yet how many think it ugliness! 

* Augusta, love,* said Finch, ' while you engage 
In that embroidery, let me read a page; 
Suppose it Hume's ; indeed he takes a side. 
But still an author need not be our guide; 
And as he writes witli elegance and ease. 

Do now attend — he will be sure to please. 

Here at the Revolution we commence,— 

We date, you know, our liberties from hence.' 

* Tea, sure,* Augusta answered with a smile, 

* Our teacher always talk'd about his style ; 



When we about the Revolution read, 
And how the martyrs to the flames were led ; 
The good old bishops, I forget their names, 
But they were all committed to the flames ; 
Maidens and widows, bachelors and wives, — 
The very babes and sucklings lost their lives. 
I read it all in Guthrie at the school, — 
W^hat now! — I know you took me for a fool ; 
There were five bishops taken from the stall, 
And twenty widows, I remember all ; . «• 

And by this token, that our teacher tried 
To cry for pity, till she howl'd and cried.' 

' True, true, my love, but you mistake the thing, — 
The Revolution that made William king 
Is what I mean ; the Reformation you, 
In Edward and Elizabeth.'—' "T is ^rue : 
But the nice reading is the love between 
The brave lord Essex and the cruel queen ; 
And how he sent the ring to save his head. 
Which the false lady kept till he was dead. 

That is all true : now read, and I '11 attend : 
But was not she a most deceitful friend ? 
It was a monstrous, vile, and treacherous thing. 
To show no pity, and to keep the ring ; 
But the queen shook her in her dying bed, 
And *■ God forgive you !' was the word she said ; 

* Not I for certain :' Come, I will attend. 

So read the Revolutions to an end.' 

Finch, with a timid, strange, inquiring look, 
Softly and slowly laid aside the book 

With sigh inaudible 'Gome, never heed,' ^ 

Said he, recovering, ' now I cannot read.' 

They walk'd at leisure through their wood and groves. 
In fields and lanes, and talk'd of plants and loves, 
And loves of plants. — Said Finch, ' Augusta, dear. 
You said you loved to learn, — were you sincere? 
Do you remember that you told me once 
How much you grieved, and said you were a dunce ? 
That is, you wanted information. Say, 
What would you learn? I will direct your way.' 

' Goodness !' said she, ' what meanings you discern 

In a few words! I said I wish'd to learn. 

And so I think I did ; and you replied, 

The wish was good : what would you now beside I 

Did not you say it show'd an ardent mind ; 

And pray what more do you expect to find T 

* My dear Augusta, could you wish indeed 
For any knowledge, and not then proceed! 
That is not wishing ' 

* Mercy ! how you tease ! 
You knew I said it with a view to please ; 
A compliment to you, and quite enough, — 
You would not kill me with that puuling stuff! 
Sure I might say I wish'd ; but that is still 
Far from a promise : it is not, — ' I will.' 

' But come, to show you that I will not hide 
My proper talents, you shall be my guide ; 
And lady Boothby, when we meet, shall 437, 
She 's quite as good a botanist as I.' 
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* Right, my Augusta ;' and, in manner grmre, 
Finch his first lecture on the science f^rt ; 
An introduction, — and he said, ' My dear, 
Your thought was happy, — let us perwverc ; 
And let no trifling cause our work retard, — ' 
Agreed the lady, but she feai'd it hard. 

Now o'er the grounds they rambled many a mile ; 

He show'd the flowers, the stamina, the style, 

Calix and corol, pericarp and fruit. 

And all the plant produces, branch and root ; 

Of these he treated, every varying shape, 

Till poor Augusta panted to escape : 

Be ^ow'd the various JFoliage plants produce. 

Lunate mad lyrate, runcinate, refuse ; 

Long were the learned words, and urged with force, 

Pandurifbrm, pinnatifld, premorse, 

Latent, and patent, papulous, and plane, — 

* Oh I' said the pupil, ' it will turn my brain.' 

* Fear not,' he answer'd, and again, intent 
To fill that mind, o'er class and order went ; 
And stopping, ' Now,' said he, ' my love, attend.' 
' I do,* said she, * but when will be an end 7* 

* When we have made some progress, — now begin. 
Which is the stigma, show me with the pin : 
Come, I liave told you, dearest, let me see, 
Times very many, — tell it now to me.' 

' Stigma ! I know, — the things with yellow heads. 
That shed the dust, and grow upon the threads ; 
You call them wives and husbands, but you know 
That is a joke — here, look, and I will show 
All I remember.'— Doleful was the look 
Of the preceptor, when he shut his book, 
( The system brought to aid them in their view,) 
And now with sighs retum'd— * It will not do.* 

A handsome face first led him to suppose, 
There must be talent with such looks as those ; 
The want of talent taught him now to find 
The face less handsome with so poor a mind i 
And half the beauty faded, when he found 
His cherish'd hopes were falling to the ground. 

Finch lost his spirit ; but e*en then he sought 
For fancied powers: she might in time be taught 
Sure there was nothing in that mind to fear ; 
The favourite study did not yet appear.— 

Once he ezpress'd a doubt if she could look 
For five succeeding minutes on a book ; 
When, with awaken'd spirit, she replied, 
' He was mistaken, and she would be tried.' 

With tbb delighted, he new hopes cxpress'd,— 

' How do I know 7— She may abide the test? 

Men I have known, and famous in their day, 

Who were by chance directed in their way : 

I have been hasty.— Well, Augusta, well, 

What is your favourite reading 7 prithee tell i 

Our different tastes may different books require,— 

Yours I may not peruse, and yet admire : 

Do then explain' — ' Good HeaTen !' said she, in haste, 

' How do I hate these lectures upon taste !' 

* I lecture not, my love ; but do declare, — 
Yon read you say — what your attainments arc.' 



* Oh ! you believe,' said she, * that other things 

Are read as well as histories of kings. 

And loves of plants, with all that simple stuff 

About their sex, of which I know enough. 

Well, if I must, I will my studies name. 

Blame if you please — I know you love to blame. 

When all our childish books were set apart. 

The first I read was ' W^anderings of the heart :' 

It was a story, where was done a deed 

So dreadful, that alone I fear'd to read. 

The next was ' The Confessions of a Nun,—' 
'T was quite a shame such evil should be done ; 
Nun of — no matter for the creature's name, 
For there are girls no nunnery can tame : 
Then was the story of the Haunted Hall, 
Where the huge picture nodded from the wall 
When the old lord look'd up with trembling dread, 
And I grew pale, and shuddered as I read : 
Then came Uie tales of Winters, Summers, Springs, 
At Bath and Brighton,— they were pretty things! 
No ghosts nor spectres there were heard or seen, 
But all was love and flight to Gretna-green. 
Perhaps your greater learning may despise 
What others like, and there your wisdom lies, — 
Well! do not frown,— I read the tender tales 
Of lonely coU, retreatt in silent vales 
For maids forsaken, and suspected wives, 
Against whose peace some fbe his plot contrives ; 
With all the hidden schemes that none can clear 
Till the last book, and then the ghosts appear. 

I read all plays that on the boards succeed. 
And all the works, that ladies ever read,— 
Shakspeare, and ail the rest,— I did, indeed,- 
Ay ! you may stare ; but, sir, believe it true 
That we can read and learn, as well as yon. 

1 would not boast,— but I could act a scene 
In any play, before I was fifteen. 

Nor is this all; for many are the times 

I read in Pope and Milton, prose and rhymes; 

They were our lessons, and, at ten years old, 

I could repeat^— but now enough is told. 

Sir, I can tell ^n I my mind applied 

To all my studies, and was not denied 

Praise for my progress Are you satisfied 7' 

' Entirely, madam ! else were 1 poseess'd 
By a strong spirit who could never rest. 
Yes! yes, no more I question,— here I close 
The theme for ever — let us to repose.'* 
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Savb their kind friend the rector, Richard yet 

Had not a favourite of his brother met; 

Now at the Hall that welcome guest appear'd, 

By trust, by trials, and by time cndcar'd : 

Of him the grateful 'squire his Iotc profcn'd, 

And full regard — he was of friends the best ; 

u Yet not to him alone this good I owe. 

This social pleasure that our friends bestow; 

The sex, that wrought in earlier life my woca. 

With loss of time, who murder d my repose, 

They to my joys administer, nor vex 

Me more ; and now I venerate the sex ; 

And boast the friendship of a spinster kind, 

Cheerful and pleasant, to her fate resign'd; 

Then by her side my bachelor I place. 

And hold them honours to the human race. 

Yet tliese are they in tale and song display'd, 

The peevisli man, and the repining maid ; 

Creatures made up of misery and spite. 

Who taste no pleasures, except those they blight ; 

From whom th' affrighten'd niece and nephew fly, — 

Fear'd while they live, and useless till they die. 

Not such these friends of mine; they never meant 
That youtli should so be lost, or life be spent. 
They had warm passions, tender hopes, desires 
That youth indulges, and that love inspires; 
But fortune frown'd on their designs, displaced 
The views of hope, and love's gay dreams disgraced ; 
Took from the soul her sunny views, and spread 
A cloud of dark but varying gloom instead : 
And shall we these with ridicule pursue, 
Because they did not what they could not do ? 
If they their lot preferr'd, still why the jest 
On those who took the way they judged the best 7 
But if they Mught a cliangc, and sought in vain, 
'T is worse than brutal to deride their pain-> 
But you will see them ; see the man I praise. 
The kind protector in my troubled days. 
Himself in trouble ; you shall see him now. 
And learn his worth ! and my applause allow. • 

This friend appear'd, with talents form'd to please. 
And with some looks of sprightlinets and ease; 
To him indeed the ills of life were known, 
But misery had not made him all her own. 

They spoke on Tmrious themes, and George dcsign'd 

To show his brother this, the favourite mind ; 

To lead the friend, by subjects he could chiisc. 

To paint himself, his life, md earlier views. 

What he waa bleis'd to hope, what he was doom'd to lose. 

They spoke of marriage, and he understood 

Their call on him, and said, « It is not good 

To be alone, although alone to be 

Is freedom ; so are men in deserts free. 

Men who unyoked and unattended groan, 

Condemn'd and grieved to walk their way alone : 

Whatever ills a married pair betide, 

Each feels a stay, a comfort, or a guide ; 

' Not always comfort,' will our wits reply. — 

Wilt are not judges, nor the cause shall try. 

Have I not seen, when grief hts visits paid, 
That they were easier by communion made ? 



I True, with the quiet times and days serene, 
I There have been flying clouds of care and spleen ; 
But is not man, the solitary, sick 
Of his existence, sad and splenetic 1 
And who will help him, when such evils come. 
To bear the prowure or to clear the gloom I 



Do you not find, that joy witliin the breast 

Of the unwedded man is soon suppress'd ; 

While, to the bosom of a wife convey'd, 

IncrenM; is by participation made? 

The lighted lamp that gives another light. 

Say, is it by th' imparted blaze less bright? 

Are not both gainers when the heart's distress 

Is so divided, that the pain is less? 

And when the tear has stood in either eye. 

Love's sun shines out, and tliey are quickly dry.* 

He ended liere, — but would he not confess, 
Uow came these feelings on his mind to press? 
lie would ! nor fear'd his weakness to display 
To men like them ; their weakness too had they. 

Bright shone t)ie fire, wine sparkled, sordid care 
Was banish 'd far, at least appear'd not there ; 
A kind and social spirit each possess'd, 
And thus began his talc the friendly guest.' 



■ Near to my father's mansion, — but apart, 

I must acknowledge, from my fother^s heart— 

Dwelt a keen sportsman, in a pleasant seat; 

Nor met the neighbours as shoukl neighbonn meet : 

To them revenge appear'd a kind of right, 

A lawful pleasure, an avow'd delight; 

Their neighbours too blew up their passion's fire, 

And urged the anger of each rival-squire; 

More still their waspish tempers to inflame, 

A party-spirit, friend of anger, came : 

Oft would my father cry, ' that tory-knave. 

That rillain-placeman, would the land enalave. ' 

Not that his neighbour had mdeed a place. 

But would accept one-^that was his disgrace; 

Who, in his turn, was sure my fiither plann'd 

To revolutionise his native land. 

He dared t)ie most destructive things advance. 

And even pray'd for liberty to France; 

Had still good hope tliat Heaven would grant bis prayer, 

That he might see a revolution there. 

At this the tory-^uire was much perplex'd, 

* Freedom in France! — what will he ufter next? 

Sooner should I in Paris look to see 

An English army sent their guard to be.* 

My poor mamma, who had her mind subdued 

By whig-control, and hated every fend, 

Would have her neighbour met with mind serene; 

But fiercer spirit fired the tory-queen : 

My parents both had given her high disgust, 

Which she resenting said, Revenge is just; 

And till th' offending parties chose to stoop, 

She judged it right to keep resentment up; 

Could she in friendship with a wonuui live 

Who could the insult of a man forgive? 
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Did not her hiuband in a crowded room 
Once call her idiot, and the thing was dumb ! 
The man's attack was brutal to be sore, 
But she no lesa an idiot to endore. 

This lofty dame, with unrelenting soul, 
Had a fair girl to govern and control ; 
The dear Maria! — ^whom, when first I met,— 
Shame on this weakness! do I feel it yet? 

The parents' anger, yon will oft-times see, 
Prepares the children's minds for amity; 
Youth will not enter into such debate, 
T is not in them to cherish groundless hate : 
Nor can they feel men's quarrels or their cares, 
Of whig or tory, partridges or hares. 

Long ere we lored, this gentle girl and 1 
Gave to our parents' discord many a sigh ; 
It was not ours, — and when the meeting came. 
It pleased us much to find our thoughts the same; 
But grief and trouble in our minds arose 
From the fierce spirits we could not compose ; 
And much it rex'd us that the friends so dear 
To us should foes among themselves appear. 

Such was this maid, the angel of her race. 

Whom I had loved in any time and place. 

But in a time and place which chance assign'd. 

When it was almost treason to be kind ; 

When we had vast impediments in view. 

Then wonder not that love in terror grew 

With double speed~-we look'd, and strove to find 

A kindred spirit in the hostile mind ; 

But is it hostile! there appears no sign 

In those dear looks of warfore — none have mine. 

At length 1 whtsper'd— * Would that war might cease 

Between our houses, and that all was peace !' 

A sweet confusion on her features rose, 

' She could not bear to think of having foes, 

When we might all as friends and neighbours live, 

And for that blessing, O! what would she give?—' 

' Then let us try and our endeavours blend,' 

I said, * to bring these quarrels to an end ;* 

Thus, with one purpose in our hearts, we strove, 

Andy if no more, increased our secret love ; 

Love that with such impediments in view 

To meet the growing danger stronger grew ; . 

And from that time each heart, resolved and sure, 

Grew firm in hope, and patient to endure. 

To those who know this season of delight 
I need not strive their feelings to excite ; 
To those who know not the delight or pain. 
The best description would be lent in vain ; 
And to the grieving, who will no more find 
The bower of bliss, to paint il were unkind ; 
I pass it by, to tell that long we tried 
To bring our fathers over to our side; 
'T was bootless on their wives our skill to try, 
For one would not, and one in vain comply. 

First I began my fathei^s heart to move. 
By boldly saying, * We are bom to love;' 
My father answer'd, with an air of ease, 
* Well ! very well ! be loving if yon please ! 



Except a man insults us or offends. 
In my opinion we should all be friends.* 

This gain'd me nothing ; little would accrue 
From clearing points so useless though so true; 
But with some pains 1 brought him to confess. 
That to forgive our wrongs is to redress : 

'It might be so,' he answer'd, yet witli doubt 
That it might not, ' but what is this about 7* 
1 dared not speak directly, but I strove 
To keep my subjects, harmony and love. 

Coolly my father look'd, and much enjoy'd 

The broken eloquence his eye dcstroy'd ; 

Yet less confused, and more resolved at last, 

With bolder effort to my point I past ; 

And fondly speaking of my peerless maid, 

I call'd her worth and beauty to my aid, 

< Then make her mine !' I said, and for his favour pray'd. 

My father's look was one 1 seldom saw. 
It gave no pleasure, nor created awe; 
It was the kind of cool contemptuous smile 
Of witty person^, overcharged with bile ; 
At first he spoke not, nor at last to me — 

* Well now, and what if such a thing eouM be I 
What, if the boy should hb addresses pay 

To the tall giri, vrould that oM tory say? 

I have no hatred to the dog,— but, still. 

It was some pleasure when I used him ill; 

This I must lose if we should brethren be. 

Yet may be not, for brethren disagree; 

The fool is right,— there is no bar in life 

Against their marriage, — let her be his wife. 

Well, sir, you hear me f— Never man complied. 

And left a be^^r so dissatisfied ; 

Though all was granted, yet was grace refused; 

I felt as one indulged, and yet Abused, 

And yet, although provoked, 1 was not onamnsed. 

In a reply like this appeared to meet 

All that encourage hope, and that defeat; 

Consent, though cool, had been for me enovgh. 

But this consent had something of reproof; 

I had prepared my answer to his rage, 

With his contempt I thought not to engage : 

I, like a hero, would my castle storm, 

And meet the giant in his proper form; 

Then, conquering him, would set my princess free. 

This would a trial and a triumph be : 

When lo7 a sneering menial brings the keys, 

And cries in scorn, ' Come, enter, if you please; 

You 11 find the lady sitting oa her bed, 

And 't is expected that yon woo and wed.' 

Yet not so easy was my conquest found; 

I met with trouble ere with triumph crown'd. 

Triumph, alas !— My father little ihongfat, 

A king at home, bow other minds are vrrought ; 

True, his meek neighbour was a gentle squire. 

And had a soul averse from vrrath and ire; 

He answer'd frankly, when to him 1 went, 

* I give you little, sir, in my consent :' 
He and my mother were to us incUned, 

The powerless party with the peaceful miad; 
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But that meek man was destioed to obey 
A sovereign lady's unremitted sway ; 
Who bore no partial, no dirided rule, 
All were obedient pupils in her school. 
She had reli^ous zeal, both strong and sour. 
That gave an actire stemneis to her power; 
But few could please her, she herself was one 
By whom that deed was very seldom done; 
With such a being, so disposed to feed 
Contempt and scorn — how was I to succeed? 
But love commanded, and I made my prayer 
To the stem lady, with an humble air; 
Said all that lovers hope, all measures tried 
That love suggested, and bow'd down to pride. 

Yes ! I have now the tigress in my eye — 
When I had ceased and waited her reply, 
A pause ensued, and then she slowly rose, 
With bitter smile predictive of my woes; 
A look she saw was plainly understood 

'Admire my daughter! Sir, you 're very good. 

The girl is decent, take her all in all, — 

Genteel, we hope — perhaps a thought too tall; 

A daughter's portion hers — you 'U think her fortune 

small. 
Perhaps her uncles, in a cause so good, 
Would do a little for their flesh and blood ; 
We are not ill allied,— and say we make < 
Her portion decent — whither would you take ? 
Is there some cottage on your father's ground. 
Where may a dwelling for the girl be found! 
Or a small farm, — your mother understands 
How to make useful such a pair of hands. 

But this we drop at present, if you please. 

We shall have leisure for such things as these; 

They will be proper ere you fix the day 

For the poor girl to honour and obey ; 

At present therefore we may put an end 

To our discourse — Good morrow to you, friend !' 

Then, with a solemn curtesy and profound, 

Her laughing eye she lifted from the ground, 

And left me lost in thought, and gazing idly round. 

Still we had hope, and, growing bold in time, 
I would engage the father in our crime ; 
But he refused, for though he wish'd us well, 
He said, ' he must not make his house a hell ; — ' 
And sure the meaning look that I convey'd 
Did not inform him that the hell was made. 

Still hope existed that a mother's heart 
W^ould in a daughter's feelings take a part ; 
Nor was it vain, — for there is found access 
To a hard heart, in time of its distress : 

Tlie mother sicken'd, and the daughter sigh'd. 
And we petition'd till our queen complied ; 
She thought of dying, and if power must cease, 
Better to make, than cause, th' expected peace; 
And sure this kindness, mixing with the blood, 
Its balmy influence caused tlie body's good ; 
For as a charm, it work'd upon the frame 
Of the reviring and relenting dame ; 



For when recovered, she no more opposed 

Her daughter's wishes. Here contention closed. 

Then bliss ensued, so exquisitely tweet. 

That with it once, once only, we can meet; 

For though we loTe again, and though once more 

We feel tb' enlivening hope we felt before, 

Still the pure freshness of the joy that cast 

Its sweet around us is for ever past, 

O ! time to memory precious, — ever dear, 

Though ever painful — this eventful year ; 

What bliss is now in view ! and now what woes 

Sweet hours of expectation ! — I was gone 

To the vile town to press our business on; 

To urge its formal instruments, — and lo ! 

Comes with dire looks a messenger of wo. 

With tidings sad as death ! — With all my ^fied 

1 reach'd her home ! — but that pure soul was freed 

She was no more — for ever shut that eye. 

That look'd all soul, as if it could not die ; 

It could not see me — O ! the strange distress 

Of these new feelings! — misery's excess; 

What can describe it 7 words will not express. 

When I look back upon that dreadful scene, 

I feel rcnew'd the anguish that has been ; 

And reason trembles Tes! you bid me cease. 

Nor try to think ; but I will think in peace. — 

Unhid and unforbidden, to tlie room 

I went, a gloomy wretch amid that gloom; 

And there the lovely being on her bed 

Shrouded and cold was laid — Maria dead! 

There was I left, — and I have now no thought 

Remains with me, how fear or fancy wrought; 

I know I gazed upon the marble cheek, 

And pray d the dear departed girl to speak — 

Further 1 know not, for, till years were fled. 

All was extinguish'd — all with her was dead. 

I had a general terror, dread of all 

That could a thinking, feeling man befall; 

I was desirous from myself to run, 

And something, but I knew not what, Co sfaon : 

There was a blank from tliis I cannot fill. 

It is a puzzle and a terror still. 

Yet did 1 feel some intervals of bliss, 

EVn with the horrors of a fate like this; 

And dreams of wonderful construction paid 

For waking horror — dear angelic maid ! 

When peace retum'd, unfelt for many a year, 
And hope, discarded flatterer, dared t* appear; 
I heard of my estate, how free from debt, 
And of the comforts life afforded yet ; 
Beside that best of comforts in a life 
So sad as mine — a fond and faithful wife. 
Hy gentle mother, now a widow, made 
These strong attempts to guide me or persuade. 

* Much time is lost,' she said, * but yet my son 
May, in the race of life, have much to run ; 
When I am gone, thy life to thee will seem 
Lonely and sad, a melancholy dream; 

Get thee a wife — I will not say to love. 
But one, a friend in thy distress to prove ; 
One who will kindly help thee to sustain 
Thy spirit's burden in its hours of pain ; 
Say, will you marryf — I in haste replied, 

* And who would be the self-derotod bride? 
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There is a melancholy power that reigns 
Tyrant within me — who would hear his chains. 
And hear them clicking every wretched hour, 
With will to aid me, but without the power 7 
But if such one were found with easy mind. 
Who would not ask for raptures^— I 'm resigii'd.* 

* 'T is quite enough/ my gentle mother cried, 

* We leare the raptures, and will find the bride.' 

There was a lady near us, quite discreet, 

Whom in our visits 't was our chance to meet, 

One grave and civil, who had no desire 

That men should praise her beauties or admire; 

She in our walks would sometimes take my arm, 

But had no foolish fluttering or alarm ; 

She wish'd no heart to wound, no truth to prote. 

And seem'd, like me, as one estranged from love ; 

My mother praised her, and with so much skill, 

She gave a certain bias to my will; 

But calm indeed our courtship ; I profess'd 

A due n^ard — My mother did the rest ; 

Who soon declared that we should love, and grow 

As fond a couple as the world could show; 

And talk'd of boys and girls with so much glee. 

That I began to wish the thing could be. 

Still when the day that soon would come was named 

I felt a cold fit, and was half ashamed ; 

But we too for proceeded to revoke, 

And had been much too serious for a joke . 

1 shook away the fear that man annoys, 

And thought a little of the girls and boys. 

A week remain'd, — for seven succeeding days 
Nor man nor woman might control my ways; 
For seven dear nights I might to rest retire 
At my own time, and none the cause require; 
For seven blest days 1 miglit go in and out. 
And none demand, * Sir, what are you about?* 
For one whole week I might at will discourse 
On any subject, with a freeman's force. 

Thus while I thought, I uttered, as men sing 

In under-voice, reciting ' With this ring,' 

That when the hour should come, I might not dread 

These, or the words that fblbw'd, < I thee wed.' 

Such was my state of mind, exulting now 
And then depress'd — 1 cannot tell you how — 
When a poor lady, whom her friends could send 
On any message, a convenient friend. 
Who had all feelings of her own o'ercome, 
And could pronounce to any man his doom ; 
Whose heart indeed was marble, but whose face 
Assumed the look adapted to the case ; 
Entered my room, commission'd to assuage 
What was foreseen, my sorrow and my rage. 

It seem'd the lady whom I could prefer, 
And could my much-loved freedom lose for her, 
Had bold attempts, but not successful, made, 
The heart of some rich cousin to invade; 
Who, half resisting, half complying, kept 
A cautious distance, and the business slepL 



This prudent swain his own importance knew. 
And swore to part the now affianced two : 
Fill'd with iiisidious purpose, forth he went, 
Profess'd his love, and woo'd her to consent: 
< Ah ! were it true !' she sigh'd ; he boldly swore 
EUs love sincere, and mine was sought no more. 

All this the witch at dreadful length reveal'd. 
And begg'd me calmly to my fate to yield : 
Much pains she took engagements old to state. 
And hoped to hear me curse my cruel fate, 
Threal'ning my luckless life ; and thought it strange 
In me to bear the unexpected change : 
In my calm feelings she beheld disguise. 
And told of some strange wildness in my eyes. 

But there was nothing in the eye amiss. 
And the heart calmly bore a stroke like this; 
Not so my mother; though of gentle kind. 
She could no mercy for the creature find. 

' Vile plot!' she said. — * But, madam, if they plot, 
And you would have revenge, disturb them noL' 

* What can we do, my son 7' — ' Co^HuIt our ease. 
And do just nothing, madam, if you please.' 

* What will be said T — ' We need not that discuss ; 
Our friends and neighbours will do that for us.' 

' Do you so lightly, son, your loss sustain t — 

* Nay, my dear madam, but 1 count it gain.' 

* The world will blame us sure, if we be still.'— 

* And, if we stir, you may be sure it will.' 

* Not to such loss your father had agreed.' — 
' No, for my fathers had been loss indeed.' 

With gracious smile my mother gave assent. 
And let th' a^ir slip by with much content. 

Some old dispute, the lover meant should rise. 
Some point of strife they could not compromise, 
Displeased the squire — he from the field withdrew. 
Not quite conccal'd, not fully placed in riew ; 
But half advancing, half retreating, kept 
At his old distance, and the business slept. 

Six years had past, and forty ere the six, 

When Time began to play his usual tricks : 

The locks, once comely in a virgin's sight. 

Locks of pure brown, display'd th' encroaching white ; 

The blood, once fervid, now to cool began, 

And Time's strong pressure to subdue the man : 

I rode or walk'd as 1 -was wont before. 

But now the bounding spirit was no more ; 

A moderate pace would now my body heat, 

A walk of moderate length distress my feet. 

I show'd my stranger-guest those hills sublime. 

But said, ' the riew is poor, we need not climb.' 

At a friend's mansion I began to dread 

The cold neat parlour, and the gay glazed bed ; 

At home I felt a more decided taste. 

And must have all things in my order placed ; 

I ceased to hunt, my horses pleased me less. 

My dinner more; I leam'd to play at chess ; 
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I took my dog and gun, but saw the brute 

Was disappointed that I did not shoot; 

My morning walks 1 now could bear to lose, 

And bless'd the shower that gave me not to chose: 

In feet, I felt a languor stealing on ; 

The active arm, the agile hand were gone ; 

Small daily actions into habits grew, 

And new dislike to forms and fashion new ; 

I loved my trees in order to dispose, 

I number'd peaches, look'd how stocks arose. 

Told the same story oft — in short, began to prose. 

My books were changed ; 1 now preferr'd the truth 
To the light reading of unsettled youth ; 
Novels grew tedious, but by choice or chance, 
I still had interest in the wild romance: 
There is an age, we know, when tales of love 
Form the sweet pabulum our hearts approve ; 
Then as we read we feel, and are indeed, 
We judge, th' heroic men of whom we read ; 
But in our after life these fancies fail. 
We cannot be the heroes of the tale; 
The parts that Cliffords, Mordaunts, Bevilles play 
We cannot, — cannot be so smart and gay. 

But all the mighty deeds and matchless powers 
Of errant knights we never fancied ours. 
And thus the prowess of each (gifted knight 
Must at all times create the same delight; 
Lovelace a forward youth might hope to seem. 
But Lancelot never, — that he could not dream ; 
Nothing reminds us in the magic page 
Of old romance, of our declining age: 
If once our fancy mighty dragons slew, 
This is no more than fancy now can do ; 
But when the heroes of a novel come, 
Conquer 'd and conquering, to a drawing-room. 
We no more feel the vanity that sees 
Within ourselves what we admire in these, 
And so we leave the modern tale, to fly 
From realm to realm with Tristram or Sir Guy. 

Not quite a Quixote, I could not suppose 
That queens would call me to subdue their foes; 
But, by a voluntary weakness sway'd. 
When fancy call'd, I willingly obey'd. 

Such I became, and I believed my heart 

Might yet be pierced by some peculiar dart 

Of right heroic kind, and I could prove 

Fond of some peerless nymph who deign'd to love, 

Some high-soul'd virgin, who had spent her time 

In studies grave, heroic and sublime ; 

Who would not like me less that I had spent 

Years eight and forty, just the age of Kent; 

But not with Kent's discretion, for 1 grew 

Fond of a creature whom my fency drew ; 

A kind of beings who are never found 

On middle-eardi, but grow on fairy-gronnd. 

These found I not ; but I had luek to find 
A mortal woman of this fairy kind ; 
A thin, tall, upright, serioiu, slender maid. 
Who in my own romantic regions stray'd ; 
From the world's glare to this sweet vale retired, 
To dwell unseen, unsullied, unadmired ; 
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In all her virgin excellence, above 

The gaxe of crowds, and hopes of vnlgw Invc. 

We spoke of noble deeds in happier times, 

Of glorious virtues, of debasing crimes : 

Warm was the season, and the subject too. 

And therefore warm in our discourse we grew. 

Love made such haste, that era a month was (town ; 

Since first we met, he had us for his own : 

Riches are trifles in a hero's sight. 

And lead to questions low and unpoiile; 

1 nothing said of money or of land, 

Jiiit bent my knee, and fondly ask'd b^r hand ; 

And the dear lady, with a grace divine, 

Gave it, and frankly antwer'd, ' it is thine.* 

Our reading was not to romance confined. 
But still it gave its colour to tho mind; 
Gave to our studies something of its force. 
And made profound and tender our disconrae; 
Our subjects all, and our religion, took 
The grave and solemn spirit of our book: 
And who had seen us walk, or heard us read. 
Would say, ' these lovers are sublime indeed.' 

I knew not why, but when the day wit naoMKl 

My ardent wishes felt a little tamed ; 

My mother's sickness then awaked my grief, 

Knd yet, to own the truth, was some relief; 

It left uncertain that decisive time 

That made my feelings nervous and sablime. 

Still all was kindness, and at mom and eve 

I made a visit, talk'd, and took my leave: 

Kind were the lady's looks, her eyes were bright. 

And swam, I thought, in exquisite delight; 

A lovely red suffused the virgin cheek, 

And spoke more plainly than the tongue could speak; 

Plainly all scem'd to promise love and joy. 

Nor fear'd we ought that might our bliss destroy. 

Engaged Ky business, I one mom delay 'd 

My usual call on the accomplish'd maid ; 

But soon, that small impediment removed, 

I paid the visit that decisive proved ; 

For the fair lady had, with grieving heart. 

So X believed, retired to sigh apart : 

I saw her friend, and begg'd her to entreat 

My gentle nymph her sighing swain to meet 

The gossip gone — What daemon, in his spite 
To love and man, could my frail mind excite, 
And lead me curious on, against all sense of right? 
There met my eye, unclosed, a closet's door — 
Shame ! how could 1 the secrets there explore? 
Pride, honour, friendship, love, condemn'd the deed. 
And yet, in spite of all, I could proceed! 
I went, I saw — Shall I describe the hoard 
Of precious worth in seal'd deposits stored 
Of sparkling hues? Enough — enough is told, 
'T is not for man such mysteries to nnfold. 

Thus far I dare — Whene'er those orbits swam 
In that blue liquid that restrain'd their flame, 
As showers the sunbeams — when the crimson glow 
Of the red rose o'erspread those choeks of snow, 
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I saw, but not the cauie — 't vm% not the red 

Of transient blush that o'er her face was spread ; 

'T was not tlie lij^hter red, that partly streaks 

The Catherine pear, that brightcn'd o'er her cheeks, 

Nor scarlet blusli of shame — but such disclose 

The velvet petals of the Austrian rose 

When first unfolded, warm the glowing hue, 

Nor dolil as rouge, but deep'ning on the view : 

Such were those cheeks — the causes unexplored 

Were now detected in that secret hoard ; 

And arer to that rich recess would turn 

My mind, and cause for such effect discern. 

Such was my fortune, O ! my friends, and such 

The end of lofiy hopes that grasp'd too much. 

This was, indeed, a trying time in life, 

I lost at once a mother and a wife ; 

Yet compensation came in time for these, 

And what I lost in joy, I gain'd in ease.* — 

■ But,* said the squire, « did thus your courtship cease? 
Rcsign'd your mistress her betroih'd in peace?" — 

■ Yes ; and had sense her feelings to restrain, 
Nor ask'd me once my conduct to explain ; 
But me she saw those swimming eyes explore, 
And explanation she required no more : 
Friend to the last, I left her with regret — 
Nay, leave her not, for we are neighbours yet. 

These views extinct, I travell'd, not with taste. 
But so that time ran wickedly to waste ; 
I penn'd some notes, and might a book have made, 
But I had no connexion with the trade ; 
Bridges and churches, towers and halls, I saw. 
Maids and madonnas, and could sketch and draw : 
Yes, I had made a book, but that my pride 
In the not making was more gratified. 

There was one feeling upon foreign ground, 
That more distressing than the rest was found ; 
That though with joy I should my country see, 
There none had pleasure in expecting mc. 

I now was sixty, but could walk and eat ; 

My food was pleasant, and my slumbers sweet ; 

But what could urge me at a day so late 

To think of women? — my unlucky fate. 

It was not sudden ; 1 had no alarms, 

But was aitack'd when resting on my arms; 

Like the poor soldier ; when the battle raged 

The man escaped, though twice or thrice engaged, 

But when it ended, in a quiet spot 

He fell, the victim of a random-ehot. 

With my good friend the vicar oft 1 spent 

The evening hours in quiet, as 1 meant ; 

lie was a friend in whom, although untried 

By aught severe, I found 1 could confide; 

A pleasant, sturdy disputant was he. 

Who had a daughter— such the Fates decree, 

To prove how weak is man-^poor yielding man, like me. 



Time after time the maid went out and in, 

Ere love was yet beginning to begin ; 

The first awakening proof, the early doubt, 

Rose from observing she went in and out, 

My. friend, though careless, seem'd my mind to explore, 

* Why do you look so often at the door?* 



I then was cautions, but it did no good. 
For she, at least, my meanings understood; 
But to the vicar nothing she convey'd 
Of what she thought — she did not feci afraid. 

I must confess, this creature in her mind 

Nor face liad beauty that a man would blind; 

No poet of her matchless charms would write, 

Yet sober praise they fairly would excite : 

She was a creature form'd man's heart to make 

Serenely happy, not to pierce and shake ; 

If she were tried for breaking human hearts, 

Men would acquit her — she had not the arts ; 

Yet without art, at first without design. 

She soon became the arbitress of mine ; 

Without prelensious — nay, without pretence. 

But by a native strange intelligence 

Women possess when they behold a man 

Whom they can tease, and are assured they can ; 

Then 't is their soul's delight and pride to reign 

O'er the fond slave, to give him ease or pain. 

And stretch and loose by turns the weighty viewless chain. 

Though much she knew, yet nothing could she prove ; 

I had not yet confess'd the crime of love ; 

But in an hour when guard lan-^ngels sleep, 

I fail'd the secret of my soul to keep ; 

And then I saw the triumph in those eyes 

That spoke — * Ay, now you are indeed my prize.' 

I almost thought I saw compassion, too. 

For all the cruel things she meant to do. 

Well I can call to mind the managed air 

That gave no comfort, that brought no despair. 

That in a dubious balance held the min I, 

To each side turning, never much inclined. 

She spoke with kindness — thought the honour high, 

And knew not how to give a fit reply ; 

She could not, would not, dared not, must not deem 

Such language proof of aught but my esteem ; 

It made her proud — she never could forget 

My partial thoughts, — she felt her much in debt : 

She who had never in her hfe indulged 

The thought of hearing what I now divulged, 

1 who had seen so many and so much, — 

It was an honour — she would deem it such : 

Our different years, indeed, would put an end 

To other views, but still her father's friend 

To her, she humbly hoped, would his regard extend. 

Thus saying nothing, all she meant to say, 
She pla^d the part the sex delights to play; 
Now by some act of kindness giving scope 
To the new workings of excited hope. 
Then by an air of something like disdain. 
But scarcely seen, repelling it a^ain ; 
Then for a season, neither cold nor kind. 
She kept a sort of balance in the mind. 
And, as his pole a dancer on the rope, 
The equal poise on both sides kept me up. 

Is it not strange that man can fairly view 
Pursuit like this, and yet his point pursue? 
While he the folly fairly will coufess. 
And even feel the danger of success? 
But so it is, and nought the Circes care 
How ill their victims with their poison farj, 
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When thus they trifle, and with quiet souL 
Mil their ingredients in the maddening bowl. 
Their high rejiard, the softness of their air. 
The pitying (;riof that saddens at a prayer, 
Their grave petitions for tlie peace of mind 
That they determine you shall never find, 
And all tlieir vain amazement that a man 
Like you should love — they wonder how you can. 

For months the idler play'd her wicked part, 
Then fairly gave the secret of her heart. 
' She hoped'— I now the smiling gipsy view — 
• Her father's friend would be her lover's too, 
Young Henry Gale'— But why delay so long I 
She could not tell— she fear'd it might be wrong, 
' But 1 was good' — I knew not, I was weak. 
And spoke as love directed me to speak. 

When in my arms their boy and girl I take, 

I feci a fondness for the mother's sake; 

But though the dears some softening thoughts excite, 

1 have no wishes for the father's right. 

Now all is quiet, and the mind sustiins 

Its proper comforts, its befitting pains ; 

The heart reposes ; it has had its share 

Of love, as much as it could fairly bear, 

And what is left in life, tliat now demands its care? 

For O! my friends, if this were all indeed, 
Could we believe that nothing would succeed ; 
If all were but this daily dose of life, 
Without a care or comfort, child or wife; 
These walks fo^health with nothing more in view, 
This doing nothing, and with labour too ; 
This frequent asking when 't is t'me to dine. 
This daily dozing o'er the news and wine; 
This age's riddle, when each day appears 
So verv long, so very short the years ; 
]f this were all — but let me not suppose — 
What then were life ! whose virtues, trials, woes, 
Would sleep th' eternal sleep, and thefethe scene would 
close. 

This cannot be — hut why has Time a pace 

That seems unequal in our mortal race? 

Quick is that pace in early life, but slow, 

Tedious, and heavy, as we older grow; 

But yet, though slow, the movements are alike, . 

And witli no force upon the memory strike, 

And therefore tedious as wc find them all, 

They leave us nothing we in view recal ; 

But days that wc so dull and heavy knew 

Are now as moments passing in review, 

And hence arises ancient men's report, 

Tliat days are tedious, and yet years are short. • 
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TitKi days remain'd their friend, and then again 

The Brothers left, themselves to entertain ; 

When spake the younger— « It would please me well 

To hear thy spinster-friend her story tell; 

And our attention would be nobly paid 

Thus to compare the Bachelor and Maid.» 

• Frank as she is,» replied the squire, « nor one 
Is more disposed to show what she has done 
With time, or time with her ; yet all her c^rc 
And every trial she might not declare 
To one a stranger; but to me, her friend. 
She has the story of tliose trials penn'd ; 
These shalt thou hear, for well the maid I know. 
And will her efforts and her conquests show. 
Jacques is abroad, and we alone shall dine. 
And then to give this lady's tale be mine ; 
Thou wilt attend to this good spinster's life, 
And grieve and wonder she is not a wife ; 
But if we judge by either words or looks, 
Her mode of life, her morals, or her books. 
Her pure devotion, unaffected sense. 
Her placid air, her mild benevolence. 
Her gay good humour, and her manners free, 
She is as happy as a maid can be ; 
If as a wife, I know not, and decline 
Question like this, till I can judge of thine.* 

Then from a secret hoard drew forth the squire 
His tale, and said, • Attention I require — 
Hy verse you may condemn, my theme you mast ad- 
mire.* 
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I to your kindness speak, let that prevail. 
And of my frailty judge as beings frail.—— 

My fetber dying, to my mother left 
An infant chaise, of all things else bereft; 
Poor, but experienced in the world, she knew 
What others did, and judged what she could do; 
Beauty she justly weigh'd, was never blind 
To her own interest, and she read mankind : 
She view'd my person with approving glance. 
And judged the way my fortune to advance ; 
Taught me betimes that person to improve. 
And make a lawful merchandise of love ; 
Bade me my temper in subjection keep. 
And not permit my vigilance to sleep; 
I was not one, a miss, who might presume 
Now to be erased by mirth, now sunk in gloom ; 
Nor to be fretful, vapourish, or give way 
To spleen and anger, as the wealthy may; 
But I must please, and all I felt of pride. 
Contempt, and hatred, I must cast aside. 

■ Have not one friend,* my mother cried, ■ not one; 
That bane of our romantic triflers shun ; 
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Suppose hertruef can abe afford yon aidt 

Suppose her false, your purpoae is betray'd ; 

And then in dubious points, and matters nice, 

How can you profit by a child's advice? 

While you are writing on from post to post, 

Your hour is over, and a man is lost ; 

Girls of their hearts are scribhiiug ; their desires. 

And what the folly of the heart requires, 

Dupes to their dreams — but I the truth impart, 

You cannot, child, afford to have a heart ; 

Think nothing of it; to yourself be true , 

And keep life's first great business in your view ; — 

Take it, dear Martha, for a useful mle. 

She who is poor is ugly or a fool ; 

Or, worse than either, has a bosom fill'd 

With soft emotions, and with raptures thrill'd. 

Read not too much, nor write in verse or prose, 
For then you make the dull and foolish foes; 
Yet those who do, deride not nor condemn. 
It is not safe to raise up foes in them ; 
For though tliey harm you not, as blockheads do, 
There is some malice in the scribbling crew.* 

Such her advice; full hard with her had dealt 
The world, and she the usage keenly felt. 

■ Keep your good name,* she said, • and thai to keep 

You must not suffer vigilance to sleep : 

Some have, perhaps, the name of chaste retain'd. 

When nought of chastity itself remoin'd ; 

But tliere is danger — few have means to blind 

The keen-eyed world, and none to make it kind. 

And one thing more — to free yourself from foes 
Never a secret to your friend disclose ; 
Secrets with girls, like loaded guns with boys. 
Are never valued till they make a noise ; 
To show how trusted, they tlieir power display ; 
To show how worthy, tliey the trust betray; 
Like pence in children's pockets secrets lie 
In female bosoms — they must burn or fly. 

Let not your heart be softcn'd; if it be. 

Let not the man his softening influence see ; 

For the most fond will sometimes tyrants prove, 

And wound the bosom where they trace the love. 

But to your fortune look, on that depend 

For your life's comfort, comforts that attend 

On wealth alone — wealth gone, they have their end. » 

Such were my mother^s cares to mend my lot, 
And such her pupil they succeeded not. 

It was conceived the person I liad then 

Might lead to serious thought some wealthy men, 

Who having none their purpose to oppose 

Would soon be won their wishes to discloae: 

My mother thought I was the very child 

By whom the old and amorous are beguiled; 

So mildly gay, so ignorantly fair, 

And pure, no doubt, as sleeping infants are: 

Then I had lessons how to look and move, 

And, I repeat, make merchandize of love. 

Thrice it was tried if one so young could bring 
Old wary men to buy the binding ring; 



And on the taper finger, to whose tip 

The fond old swain would press his vrithering lip. 

Place the strong charm : — and one would win my heart 

By re-assuming youth — a trying part ; 

Girls, he supposed, all knew the young were bold, 

And he would show that spirit in the old; 

lu boys tliey loved to hear the rattling todgue, 

And he would talk as idly as the young; 

He knew the vices our Lotharios boast. 

And he would show of every vice the ghost, 

Tlie evil's self, without disguise or dress, 

Vice in its own pure native ugliness^ 

Not as the drunkenness of slaves to prove 

Vice hateful, but that seeing, I might love. 

lie drove me out, and I was pleased to see 

Care of himself, it served as care for me; 

For he would tell me, that he should not spare 

Man, horse, or carriage, if I were not there : 

Provoked at last, my malice I obey'd, 

And smiling said, • Sir, I am not afraid.* 

Tliis check'd his spirit; but he said, ■ Could you 
Have charge so rich, you would be careful too.* 

And he, indeed, so very slowly drove, 
That we dismiss'd the over-cautious love. 

My next admirer was of equal age. 
And wish'd the child's affection to engage, 
And keep the fluttering bird a victim in his cage : 
He had no portion of his rival's glee, 
But gravely praised the gravity in me ; 
Religious, moral, botli In word and deed. 
But warmly disputatious in hb creed : 
Wild in his younger time, as we were told, 
And therefore like a penitent when old. 
Strange ! he should wish a lively giri to look 
Upon tlic methods his repentance took. 

Then he would say, he was no more « rake 
To squander money for his passions' sake; 
Yet, upon proper terms, as man discreet. 
He with my mother was disposed lo treat. 
To whom he told, t the price of beauty fell 
In every market, and but few could sell ; 
That trade in India, once alive and brisk. 
Was overdone, and scarcely worth tlie risk.* 
Then stoop'd to speak of board, and what for life 
A wife would cost— — if he should lake a wife. 

Hardly he bargain'd, and so much desired. 
That we demurred ; and he, displeased, retired. 

And now I hoped to rest, nor act again 

The paltry part for which 1 felt disdain, 

When a third lover came within our view. 

And somewhat differing from ihe former two; 

He had been much abroad, and he had seen 

The world's weak side, and read the hearts of men ; 

But all, it seem'd, this study could produce, 

Was food for spleen, derision, and abuse; 

He Icvell'd all, as one who had intent 

To clear the vile and spot the innocent; 

He praised my sense, and -said I ought to be 

From girl's restraint and nursery maxims free ; 

lie praised my mother; but he judged her wrong 

To keep us from th' admiring world so long ; 
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Tie praised liimself ; and tlien his vices named, 
And caird them foUies, and was not ashamed. 
He more tlian hinted that the lessons taught 
Dy priests were all with superstition fraught; 
And I must think them for the crowd design'd, 
Not to alarm the free and liberal mind. 

Wisdom vith him was virtue. They were wrong 

And weak, he said, who went not with the throng; 

Man must his pnssions order and restrain 

In all that gives his fellow-suhjects pain; 

But yet of guilt he would in pity speak, 

And as he judged, the wicked were the weak. 

Such was the lover of a simple maid. 
Who seem'd to call his logic to his aid, 
And to mean something: I will not pretend 
To judge the purpose of my reasoning friend, 
Who was dismiss'd, in quiet to complain 
That so much labour was bestow'd in vain. 

And now my mother seem'd disposed to try 
A life of reason and tranquillity; 
Ere this, her health and spirits were the best, 
Hers the day's trifling, and the nightly rest; 
But something new was in her mind instill'd ; 
(Jnquiet thoughts the matron bosom fill'd; 
For five-and-forty peaceful yean she bore 
ffer placid looks, and dress becoming wore: 
She could a compliment with pleasure take, 
But no absurd impression could it make. ^ 
Now were her nerves disordered ; she was weak. 
And must the help of a physician seek ; ^ 
A Scotch physician, who had just began 
To settle near us, quite a graceful man, 
And very clever, with a soft address, 
That would his meaning tenderly express. 

Sick as my mother seem'd, when he inquired 
If she was ill, he fqimd her well attired ; 
She purchased wares so showy and so fine, 
The venders all believed Ui' indulgence mine: 
But I, who thrice was woo'd, had lovers three, 
Must now again a very infant be; 
While the good lady, twenty yean a wife. 
Was to decide the colour of his life: 
And she decided. She was wont t' appear 
To these unequal marriages severe; 
TTer thonghts of such with energy she told, 
And was repulsive, dignified, and cold; 
But now, like monarchs weary of a tlirone, 
She would no longer reign — at least alooe. 

She gave her pulse, and, with a manner sweet, 
Wish'd him to fed how kindly they could beat; 
And 't is a thing quite wonderful to tell 
How soon he understood them, and how well. 

Now, when she married, I from home was sent, 
Witli grandmamma to keep perpetual Lent ; 
For she would take me on conditions cheap, 
For what we scarcely could a parrot keep : 
A trifle added to the dailv fare 
Would feed a maiden who must learn to spare. 

With grandmamma I lived in perfect ease; 
Consent to starve, and I was sure to please. 



Full well I knew the painful shifts we made 

Kxpenses all to lessen or evade. 

And tradesmen's flinty hearts to soften and persnade. 

Poor grandmamma among the gentry dwelt 

OF a small town, and all the honour fdt; 

Shrinking from all approaches to disgrace 

That might be mark'd in so genteel a place; 

Where every daily deed, as soon as done, 

Ran through the town as fast as it could run : — 

At dinners what appeared — at cards who lost or woo. 

Our good appearance through the town was knovrn. 
Hunger and thirst were matters of our own ; 
And you would judge tliat she in scandal dealt 
Who told on what we fed, or how we felL 

We had a little maid, some four feet high, 
Who was employ'd our household stores to buy; 
For she would weary every man in trade. 
And tease t' assent wliom she could not persuade. 

Mctliinks I see her, with her pigmy light, 

1'rccedc her mistress in a moonless night; 

From the small lantern tlirowing through the street 

The dimm'd effulgence at her lady's feet ; 

What time she went to prove her well-known skill 

With rival friends at their beloved quadrille. 

■ And how *s your pain ?• inquired the gentk; maid. 
For that was asking if with luck she play'd ; 

And this she answer'd as the cards decreed, 
• O Biddy! ask not — very bad indeed;* 
Or, in more cheerful tone, from f>pirit light, 
« Why, thank you, Biddy, pretty well to-night. ■ 

The good old lady often thought me vain, 
And of my dress would tenderly complain; 
Rut liked my taste in food of every kind, 
As from all grossncss, like her own, refined: 
Yet when she hinted that on herbs and bread 
Girls of my age and spirit should be fed, 
Whate'er my age had borne, my flesh and blood. 
Spirit and strength, the interdict withstood ; 
But though I might the frugal soul offeud 
Of the good matron, now my only friend, 
And though her purse suggested rules so strict. 
Her love could not the punishment inflict: 
She sometimes watch'd the morsel with a frown, 
And sigh'd to see, but let it still go down. 

Our butcher's bill, to me a monstrous sum, 
Was such, that sammon'd, he forbore to come : 
Proud man was he, and when the bill was paid. 
He put the money in his bag and play'd. 
Jerking it up, and catching it again. 
And poising in his hand in pure disdain ; 
While the good lady, swed by man so proud, 
And yet disposed to have her claims allow'd. 
Balanced between humility and pride. 
Stood a fall'n empress at the butcher's side. 
Praising his meat as delicate and nice 

■ Yes, madam, yes! if people pay the price.* 

So lived tlie lady, and so murmur'd T, 
In all the grief of pride and poverty : 
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Twice in the year there came a note to tdl 

How well mamma, who hoped the child was wall ; 

It was not then a pleasare to be styled. 

By a mamma of such experience. Child ! 

But I suppress'd the feelings of my pride, 

Or other feelings set them ail aside. 

There was a youth from college, just the one 
I judged mamma would ralne as a son ; 
He was to me good, handsome, leam'd, genteel, 
I cannot now what then I thought reveal ; 
But, in a word, he was the rery youth 
Who told me what I judged the very truth, 
That love like his and charms like mine agreed, 
For all description they must both exceed : 
Yet scarcely can I throw a smile on things 
So painful, but that Time his comfort brings. 
Or rather throws oblivion on the mind. 
For we are more foi|;etful than resign'd. 

We both were young, had heard of love and read. 

And could see nothing in the thing to dread, 

But like a simple pair our time employed 

In pleasant views to be in time cnjoy'd ; 

W'hen Frederick came, the kind old lady smiled 

To see the youth so taken with her child ; 

A nice young nuin, who came with unsoil'd feet 

In her best room, and neither drank nor eat : 

Alas! he planted in a vacant breast 

The hopes and fears that robb'd it of iurest. 

All now appealed so right, so fair, so jost. 
We surely might the lovely prospect trust; 
Alas! poor Frederick and his ch.irmer found 
That tfiey were standing on fallacious ground : 
All that the father of the youtli could do 
Was done — and now he must himself pursue 
Success in life ; and, honest truth to suie, 
lie was ngt fitted for a candidate : 
I, too, had nothing in this world below, 
Save what a Scotch physician could bestow, 
W^ho for a pittance took my mother's hand. 
And if disposed, what had they to command 7 

But these were after fears, nor teme t' annoy 
The tender childrm in their dreams of joy ; 
W'ho talk'd of glebe and garden, tithe and rent. 
And how a fancied income sliould be spent; 
What friends, what social parties we should see. 
And live with what genteel economy; 
In fact, we gave our hearts as children give. 
And thought of living as our neighbours live. 

Now when asMired ourselves that all was well, 
T was right our friends of these designs to tell ; 
For this we parted.— Grandmamma, amased. 
Upon her child with fond compassion gaxed ; 
Then pious tears appear'd, but not a word 
In aid of weeping till she cried, ■ Good Lord !• 
She then, with liurried motion, sought the stairs. 
And calling Biddy, bade her come to prayers. 

Yet the good lady early in Iier life 
Was call'd to vow the duties of a wife; 
She sought the altar by her friends* advice, 
No free-will offering, but a sacrifice : 



But here a forward giH and eager boy 

Dared talk of life, and turn their heads with joy. 

To my mamma I wrote in jnst the way 
I felt, and said what dreaming lasses say; 
How handsome Frederick was, by all confeas'd. 
How well he look'd, how very well he drem'd; 
With learning much, that would for both provide, 
His mother's darling, and his father's pride; 
And then he lo>es me more than mind can guess. 
Than heart conceive, or eloquence express. 

No letter came a doubtful mind to case. 

And, what was worse, no Frederick came to please; ^ 

To college gone — so thought our little maid — 

But not to sec me ! 1 was much afraid ; 

I walk'd the garden round, and deeply sigli'd, 

When grandmamma grew fiiint! and dropt, and died : 

A fate so awful and so sudden drove 

All else away, and half extinguish'd love. 

Strange people came; theysearch'd the house around, 
And, vulgar wretches! sold whate'cr they found: 
The secret hoards that in the drawers were kept. 
The silver toys that with the tokens slept. 
The precious beads, the corals with their bells, 
That laid secure, lock'd up in secret cells. 
The costly silk, the tabby, the brocade, 
The very garment for the wedding made, 
Were brought to sale, with many a jest thereon ! 

• Going — a bridal drefs— for Going!— Gone.- 

That ring, dear pledge of early love and true, 
Tliat to the wedded finger almost grew. 

Was sold for six and ten-pence to a Jew ! 

Great was the fancied worth ; but ah ! how small 
The sum thus made, and yet how valued all ! 
But all that to the shameful service went 
Just paid the bilU, the burial, and the rent; 
And I and Biddy, poor deserted maids! 
Were tum'd adrift to seek for other aids. 

Now left by all the world, as I believed, 

I wonder'd much that I so Uttle grieved ; 

Yet I was frightcn'd at the painful view 

Of shiftless want, and saw not wliat to do : 

In times like this the poor have little dread. 

They can but work, and they sliall then be fed ; 

And Bi ddy cheer'd me with such thoughu as this, 

• You '11 find the poor have their enjoyments, Miss!» 
Indeed I saw, for Biddy took me home 

To a forsaken hovel's cold and gloom ; 

And while my tears in plenteous flow were shed. 

With her own hands she placed her proper bed. 

Reserved for need — A fire was quickly made. 

And food, the purchase for the day, displayed : 

She let in air to make tl»e damps retire. 

Then placed her sad companion at her fire ; 

She then l>egan her wonted peace to feel. 

She bouglit her wool, and sought her favourite wheel. 

That as she turn'd, she sang with sober glee, 

• Begone, dull Care! I 'II have no more with thee ;■ 
Then tum'd to me, and bade me weep no more, 
But try and Casle the pleasures of the poor. 

When dinner came, on table brown and bare 
Were placed the humblest forms of earthen ware. 
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With one blue dish, on which our food was placed, 

For appetite provided, not for taite : 

I look'd disgusted, having lately seen 

All so minutely delicate and clean ; 

Yet, as 1 sate, 1 found to my surprise 

A vulgar kind of inclination rise, 

And near my humble friend, and nearer drew, 

Tried the strange food, and was partaker too. 

I walk'd at eve, but not where I was seen, 

And thought, with sorrow, what can Frederick mean? 

I must not write, I said, for 1 am poor ; 

And then I wept till I could weep no more. 

Kind-hearted Biddy tried my griefs to heal, 
• This is a nothing to what others feel ; 
Life has a thousand sorrows worse than this, 
A lover lost is not a fortune. Miss! 
One goes, another comes, and which is best 
There is no telling — set your heart at rest. » 

At night we pray'd — T dare not say a word 

Of our devotion, it was so absurd ; 

And very pious upon Biddy's part, 

But mine were all effusions of the heart ; 

While she her angels call'd their peace to shed. 

And bless the corners of our little bed. 

All was a dream! I said, is this indeed 

To be my life? and thus to lodge and feed, 

To pay for what I have, and work for wliat 1 need? 

Must I be poor? and Frederick, if we meet. 

Would not so much as know me in the street? 

Or, as he walk'd with ladies, he would try 

To be engaged as we were passing by— 

And then I wept to tliink that 1 should grow 

Like them whom he would be ashamed to know. 

On the third day, while striving with my fate. 
And hearing Biddy all its comforts state, 
Talking of all her neighbours, all her schemes. 
Her stories, merry jests, and warning dreams; 
With tales of mirth and murder ! O! the nights 
Past, said the maiden, in such dear delights, 
And I was thinking, can the time arrive 
When I shall thus be humbled, and survive? 
Then 1 beheld a horse and handsome gig, 
With the good air, tall form, and comely wig 
Of Doctor Mackey — I in fear began 
To say. Good heaven preserve me from the man ! 
But fears ill reason, — heaven to such a mind 
Had lent a heart compassionate and kind. 

From him I learnt that one had call'd to know 
W'hat with my hand my parents could bestow; 
And when he leam'd the truth, in high disdain 
'HHe told my fate, and home retum'd again. 

■ Nay, be not grieved, my lovely girl ; but few 
Wed the first love, however kind and true ; 
Something there comes to break the strongest vow, 
Or mine had been my gentle Hattie now. 
When the good lady died — but let me leave 
All gloomy subjects — 't is not good to grieve. > 

Thus the kind Scotchman soothed me : he sustain'd 
A father's part, and my submisuon gain'd : 



Then my affection ; and he often told 
Hy sterner parent that her heart was cold : 
He grew in honour — he obtain'd a name — 
And now a favourite with the place became; 
To me most gentle, he would condescend 
To read and reason, be the guide and friend ; 
He taught me knowledge of the wholesome kind. 
And fill'd with many a useful truth my mind : 
Life's coipmon burden daily lighter grew. 
And even Frederick lessen'd in my view : 
Cold and repulsive as he once appear'd, 
He was by every generous act endear d ; 
And, above all, that he with ardour fill'd 
My soul for truth — a love by him instili'd ; 
Till my mamma grew jealous of a maid 
To whom an husband such attention paid : 
Not grossly jealous ; but it gave her ptfin. 
And she observed, • He made her daughter vain ; 
And what his help to one who must not look 
To gain her bread by poring on a book ?i* 

This was distress ; but this, and all beside, 

Was lost in grief — my kinder parent died. 

When prais^Hl and loved, when joy and health he gave. 

He sank lamented lo an early grave : 

Then love and wo — the parent and the child. 

Lost in one grief, allied and reconciled. 

Yet soon a will, that left me half his worth, 

To the same spirit gave a second birth : 

But 't was a mother's spleen ; and slie indeed 

Was sick, and sad, and had of comfort need | 

I walch'd the way her anxious spirit took. 

And often found her musing o'er a book ; 

She changed her dress^ her church, her priest, her prayer, 

Join'd a new sect, and sought her comforts there ; 

Some strange coarse people came, and were so free 

In their addresses, they offended me; 

But my mamma threw all her pride away — . 

More humble she as more assuming they. 

k And what,* they said, as having power, « are now 

The inward conflicts? do you strive? and how?> 

Themselves confessing thoughts so new and wild, 

I thought them like the visions of a child. 

« Could we,* they ask, ■ our best good deeds condemn? 

And did we long to touch the garment's hem 7 

And was it so with us? for so it was with them.* 

A younger few assumed a softer part. 

And tried to shake the fortress of my heart; 

To this my pliant mother lent her aid, 

And wish'd the winning of her erring maid : 

I was constrain'd her female friends to hear ; 

But sufFer'd not a bearded convert near : 

Though more th&n one attempted, with their whine, 

And ■ Sister! lister! how that heart of thine!* 

But this was freedom I for ever check'd : 

Mine was a heart no brother could affect. 

But, « would I hear the preacher, and receive 
The dropping dew of his discourse at eve? 
The soft, sweet words?* 1 gave two precious hours 
To hear of gifts and graces, helps and powers; 
When a pale youth, who should dismiss the flock, 
Gave to my bosom an electric shock. 
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While in that act he look'd upon my hce 

Ac one in that all-equaliuD^ place: 

Nor, though he sought me, would he lay aside 

Tlieir cold, dead freedom, or their dull, sad pride. 

Of his conTorsion he with triumph spoke. 
Before he orders from a bishop took : 
Then how his Other's anger he had brared, 
And, safb himself, his erring neighbours saved. 
Me he rejoiced a sister to behold 
Among the members of hb favourite fcrfd; 
He had not sought me, the availing call 
Demanded all his love, and had it all ; 
But, now thus met, it must be heaven's design. 
Indeed ! I thought, it never shall be mine; 
Yes, we must wed. He was not rich : and I 
Had of the earthly good a mean supply; 
But it sufficed. Of his conversion then 
He told, and labours in converting men ; 
For he was chosen all their bands among— 
Another Daniel ! honour'd, though so young. 

He call'd me sister : show'd me that I|e knew 
What 1 possess'd; and told what it would do. 
Hy looks, I judge, express'd my full disdain. 
But it was given to the man in vain : 
They preach till they are proud, and pride disturbs the 
brain. 

Is this the youth once timid, mild, politeT 
How odious now, and sick'ning to the sight ! 
Proud that he sees, and yet so truly blind, 
With all this blight and mildew on the mind ! 

Amazed, the solemn creature heard me vow 
That I was not disposed to take him now. 

• Then, art thou changed, ftur maiden? changed thy 

heart 7* 
I answered, ■ No; but I perceive thou art.> 

Still was my mother sad, her nerves relax'd. 
And our small income for advice was tax'd. 
When I, who long'd for change and freedom, cried. 
Let sea and Sidmouth*s balmy air he tried; 
And so they were, and every neighbouring scene, 
That make the bosom, like the clime, serene , 
Yet were her teachers loth to yield assent; 
And not without the warning voice we went ; 
And (here was secret counsel all unknown 
To me — but 1 had counsel of my own. 

And now there poss'd a portion of my time 

In ease delicious, and in joy sublime— 

With friends endear d by kindness — ^with delight,— 

In all that could the feeling mind excite. 

Or please, excited , walks in every place 

Where we could pleasure find and beauty trace, 

Or views at night, where on the rocky steep 

Shines the full moon, or glitters on the deep. 

Yes, they were happy days ; but they are fled ! 
All now are parted— part are with the dead ! 
Still it is pleasure, though 'tis mix'd with pain, 
To think of joys that cannot live again ! 
Here cannot live ; but they excite desire 
Of purer kind, and heavenly thoughts inspire! 



And now my mother, weaken'd in her mind, 
Her will, subdued before, to me resign'd. 
Wean'd from her late directors, by degrees 
She sank resign'd, and only sought for ease: 
In a small town upon the coast we fix'd, 
Nor in amusement with associates mix'd. 
My years— but other mode will 1 pursue. 
And count my time by what I sought to do. 

And was that mind at ease? could I avow 
That no once leading thoughts engaged me now T 
Was I conrinced th' enthusiastic man 
Had ruin'd what the loving boy began ! 

I answer doubting — I could still detect 
Feelings too soft — yet him I could reject — 
Feelings that came when I had least employ, 
When common pleasures I could least enjoy — 
When I was pacing lonely in the rays 
Of a full moon, in lonely walks and ways — * 

When 1 was sighing o*er a tale's dislsess. 
And paid attention to my Bible less. 

These found, I sought my remedies for these ; 
I suffered common things my mind to please. 
And common pleasures : seldom walk'd alone. 
Nor when the moon upon the waters shone; 
But then my candles lit, my window closed, 
My needle took, and with my neighbours prosed : 
And in one year — nay, ere the end of one. 
My labour ended, and my love was done. 

My heart at rest, I boldly look'd within, 
And dared to ask it o£ its secret sin ; « 

Alas! with pride it answer'd, • Look around, 
And tell me where a belter heart is found.* 
And then I traced my virtues : O ! how few. 
In fact, they were, and yet how vain I grew! 
Thought of my kindness, condescension, ease. 
My will, my wishes, nay, my power to please. 
I judged me prudent, rational, discreet. 
And void of folly, falsehood and deceit. 
I read, not lightly, as I some had known, 
But made an author's meaning all my own : 
In short, what lady could a poet chuse 
As a superior subject for his muse? 

So said my heart, and Conscience straight replied — 

« I say the matter is not fairly tried : 

I am offended, hurt, dissatisfied : 

First of the Christian graces, let me see 

What thy pretensions to humility? 

Art thou prepared for trial? Wilt thou say 

I am this being, and for judgment pray? 

And with the gallant Frenchman, wilt thou cry, 

When to thy judge presented, thus am I — 

Thttt was I formed— these talents I possess'd— r 

So I eroploy'd them — and thou know'st the rest.» 

Thus Conscience; and she then a picture drew. 
And bade me think and tremble at the riew. 
One 1 beheld — a wife, a mother — go 
To gloomy scenes of wickedness and wo ; 
She sought her way through all things vile and base. 
And made a prison a religious place : 
Fighting her way — the vray tliat angels fight 
Witl) powers of darkness— to let in the light ; 
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Tell roe, my heart, halt thou such viclory won 

As this, a ftinner of thy lex, has doue. 

And calls herself a sioner 7 What art thou 7 

And where thy praise and exaltation oowl 

Yet is she tender, delicate, and nice, 

And shrinks from all depravity and Tice ; 

Shrinks from the ruffian gaze, the savage gloom, 

That reign where guilt and miiiery find an home: 

Guilt chain'd, and misery purchased; and with them 

All we abhor, abominate, condemn — 

The look of scorn, the scowl, th' insultiog leer 

Of shame, all fix'd on her who venlures here: 

Yet all she braved ! she kept her stedfast eye 

On the dear cause, and brusli'd the baseness by. 

So would a mother press her darling chUd 
Close to her breast, witli tainted rags defiled. 

But thou hast talents truly ! say the ten : 
Come, let us look at their improvement then. 
What hast thou done to aid thy suffering kind. 
To help tlie sick, the deaf, the lame, the blind? 
Hast thou not spent thy intellectual force 
On books abstruse, in critical discourse? 
Wasting in useless energy thy days, 
And idly listening to their common praise, 
Who can a kind of transient fame dispense, 
And say — • a woman of exceeding sense.* 

Thus tried, and failing, the suggestions fled, 
And a corrected spirit reign'd instead. 

My mother yet was living; but the flame 
Of life now flash'd, and fainter then became; 
I made it plcsisant, and was pleased to see 
A parent looking as a child to mo. 

And now our humble place grow wond'rous gay ; 

Came gallant persons in their red array: 

All strangers welcome there, extremely welcome they. 

When in the church I saw inquiring eyes 

Fix'd on my face with pleasure and surprise; 

And soon a knocking at my door was heard ; 

And soon the lover of my youth appcar'd — 

Frederick, in all his glory, glad to meet. 

And say, ■ his happiness was now complete. w 

He told his flight from superstitious zeal; 
But first what torments he was doom'd to feel : — 
« The lender tears he saw from women fall — 
The strong persuasions of the brethren all — 
The threats of crazed enthusiasts, bound to keep 
The struggling mind, and awe th« straying sheep — 
From these, their love, their curses, and their ca>ed. 
Was 1 by reason and exertion freed.* 

Then, like a man who often had been told 
And was convinced success attends the bold. 
His former purpose he rcnew'd, and swore 
He never loved me half so well before : 
Before he felt a something to divide 
The heart, that now had not a love beside. 

In earlier times had I myself amused. 
And first my swain perplex'd, and then refused; 
Cure for conceit ; — but now in purpose grave, 
Strong and decisive the reply I gave. 



Still he would come, and laft as idlers do. 
Both of his old associates and his new; 
Those who iheir dreams and reveries reoehre 
For facts, and thoae who would not facts believe. 

He now conceived that truth was hidden, placed 
He knew not where, she never could be traced ; 
t But that in every place, the world around. 
Might some resemblance of tlie nymph be found 
Y^t wise men knew these shadows to be vain. 
Such as our true philosophers disdain, — 

They laugh to see what vulgar minds punue 

Truth, as a mistress, never in (heir view- 
But there the shadow Ales, and that, they cry, is 

Thus, at the college and the meeting train'd. 
My lover secm'd his acm^ to have gaio'd ; 
With some compassion I essay'd a cure : 

• If truth be hidden, why art thou so sure7» 
This he mistook for tenderness, and cried, 

« If sure of thee, I care not what beside!- 
Compell'd to silence, I, in pure distlain. 
Withdrew from one so insolent and vain; 
He then retired, and, I was kindly told, 

• In pure compassion grew estranged and c«ld.> 

My mother died ; but, in my grief, drew near 

A bosom friend, who dried the useless tear. 

We lived together: we combined our shares 

Of tlie world's good, and learn'd to brave its care* 

We were tlie ladies of the place, and found 

Protection and respect the country round; 

We gave, and laiigely, for we wish'd to live 

In ^ood repute— for this 't is good to give; 

Our annual present to die priest conve/d 

Was kindly taken : — we in comfort pray'd; 

There none molested in the crimson pew 

The worthy ladies, whom the vicar knew : 

And we began to think that life might b^ 

Not happy all, but innocently free. 

My friend in early life was bound to one 

Of gentle kindred, but a younger son. 

He fortune's smile with perseverance woo'd. 

And wcaUh beneath the burning sun punned : 

There, urged by love and youthful hope, he went, 

Lotli; but 't was all his fortune could present. 

From hence he wrote; and, with a lover's fears, 

And gloomy foudnew. lalk'd of future years; 

To her devoted, his Priscilla found 

His faithful heart still suffering with its wound. 

That would not heal. A second time she heard ; 

And (hen no more: nor lover since appeared. 

Year after year tlie country's fleet arrived, 

Confirm'd her fear, and yet her love survived ; 

It still was living ; yet her hope was dead. 

And youthful dreams, nay. youth itself, was (led ; 

And he was lost: so urged her friends, so she 

At length believed, and thus retired, with me; 

Slie would a dedicated vestal prove, ' 

And give her virgin vows to heaven and love ; 

She dwelt with fond regret on pleasures past. 

With ardent hope on those that ever last; 

Pious and tender, every day she view'd 

With solemn joy our perfect solitude; 

Her reading, that which most delighted her. 

That soo(hed the passions, yet would gently stir; 
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The tender, tof teiuDg, meloDclboly ttnin. 

That caused not pleasure, 1>ut that rauqubfa'd pain, 

In tean aha read, and wept, and lon^d to read again. 

But other worlds were her supreme delight. 
And there, it seem'd, she long'd to take her flight : 
Yet patient, pensive, arm'd by thoughts sublime. 
She watch'd the tardy steps of lingering time. 

My friend, with face that most would handsome call, 
Possess'd the charm that wins the heart of all ; 
And, thrice entreated by a lover's prayer. 
She thrice refused him with determined air. 

« No ! had the world one monarch, and was he 
All that the heart could wish its lord to be, — 
Ixtvely and loring, generous, brare, and true, — 
Vain were his hopes to waken hers anew!* 
For she was wedded to ideal views. 
And fancy's prospects, that she would not lose, 
Would not forego to be a mortars wife. 
And wed the poor realities of life. 

There was a day, ere yet the autumn closed. 
When, ere her wintry wars, the earth reposed. 
When from the yellow weed the feathery crown. 
Light as the curling smoke, fdl slowly down ; 
When the wing'd insect settled in our sight, 
And waited wind to recommence her flight ; 
When the wide river was a silver sheet. 
And on the ocean slept th* unanchor'd fleet; 
When from our garden, as we look'd ateve. 
There was no cloud, and nothing seem'd to move; 
Then was my friend in ecstasies — she cried, 
• There is, I feel there is, a world beside ! 
Martha, dear Martha I we shall hear not then 
Of hearts distress'd by good or evil men, 
But all will constant, tender, faithful be — 
So had I been, and so had one with me ; 
But in this world the fondest and the best 
Are the most tried, most troubled, and distress'd: 
This is the place for trial, here we prove, 
And there eqjoy, the faithfulness of love. 

Nay, were he here in all the pride of youth. 
With honour, valour, tenderness, and truth. 
Entirely mine, yet what could 1 secure, 
Or who one day of comfort could insure? 

No ! all is closed on earth, and there is now 
Nothing to break th* indissoluble vow ; 
But in that world will be th' alMding bliss. 
That pays for every tear and sigh in this.* 

Such her discourse, and more refined it grew. 
Till she had all her glorious dream in view; 
And she would further in that dream proceed 
Than I dare go, who doubtfully agreed : 
Smiling I ask'd, again to draw the soul 
From flight so high, and lancy to control, 
■ If this be truth, the lover's hsppier way 
Is distant still to keep die purposed day ; 
The real bliss would mar die fiincied joy. 
And marriage all the dream of love destroy.* 

She sofdy smiled, and as we gravely talk'd. 
We saw a man who up the gravel walk'd. 



Not quite erecr, nor quite by age depress'd» 
A travell'd man, and as a merchant dress'd ; 
Laige chain of gold upon his watch he wore. 
Small golden buckles on his feet he bore ; 
A head of gold his cosdy cane display 'd. 
And all about him love of gold betray'd. 

This comely man moved onward, and a pair. 
Of comely maidens met with serious air ; 
Till one ezclaim'd, and wildly look'd around, 
« O heaVn, 't is Paul '.> and dropt upon the ground; 
But she recovei'd soon, and you must guess 
What then ensued, and how much happiness. 

They parted lovers, both distress'd to part! 

They met as neighbours, heal'd, and whole of heart : 

She in his absence look'd to heaven for bliss, 

He was contented widi a world like this ; 

And she prepared in some new state to meet 

The man now seeking for some snug retreat. 

He kindly told her he was firm and true. 

Nor doubted her, and bade her then adieu ! 

« What shall I doT* tho sighing maid began, 
■ How lost the lover! O, how gross the man.* 

For the plain dealer had his wish declared. 
Nor she, devoted victim ! could be spared : 
He spoke as one decided ; she as one 
Who fear' d the love, and would the lover slmn. 

« O Martha, sister of my soul ! how dies 
Each lovely view ! for can I truth disguise, 
That this is he? No ! nothing shall persuade; 
This is a man the naughty world has made, 
An eating, drinking, buying, bargaining man — 
And can I love him ? No ! I never can. 
What once he was, what fancy gave beside. 
Full well I know, my love was then my pride; 
What time has done, what trade and travel wrought, 
You see ! and yet your sorrowing friend is sought ; 
But can I take him?* — « Take him not,* I cried, 
« If so averse — but why so soon decide In 

Meantime a daily guest the man appeared. 
Set all his sail, and for his purpose steer'd; 
Loud and fiimiliar, loving, fierce and free, 
He overpowered her soft timidity; 
Who, weak and vain, and grateful to behold 
The man was hers, and hers would be the gold; 
Thus sundry motives, more than I can name. 
Leagued on his part, and she a wife became. 

A home was offered, but I knew too well 

What comfort was with married friends to dwell; 

I was resign*d, and had I felt distress, 

Again a lover offer'd some redress; 

Behold, a heru of die buskin hears 

My loss, and with consoling love appears; 

Frederick was now a hero on the stsge, 

la all ita glories, rhapsody, and rage; 

Again himself he offer'd, offei'd all 

That his an hero of the kind can calL 

He for my sake would hope of fsme resign, 
And leave the applause of all the world for mine. 

33 
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Hard fate was Frederick's never to succeed, 

Yet ever try — but so it was decreed : 

Flis mind was weaken'd ; he would laugh and weep. 

And swore profusely I had murdered sleep, 

Mad quice unmann'd him, cleft his heart in twain, 

And be should never be himself again. 

He was himself; weak, nervous, kind, and poor, 

111 dress'd and idle, he besieged my door, 

Borrow'd, — or, worse, made verses on my charms, 

And did his best to fill me with alarms ; 

I had some pity, and I sought tbe price 

Of my repose— my hero was not nice ; 

There was g loan, and promise I should be 

From all the efforU of his fondness free. 

From hungers future claims, or those of vanity. 

H Yet,» said he, bowing, • do to study take ! 

01 what a Desdcmona wouldst tliou make'.i 

Thus was my lover lost ; yet even now 

Ue claims one thought, and this we will allow. 

His father lived to an extreme old age, 

Out never kind '.—his son had left the stage. 

And gain'd some office, but an bumble place. 

And that he lost! Want sharpen'd his disgrace. 

Urged him to seek his father— but too late. 

His jealouslsrothers watch'd and barr'd the gate. 

The old man died ; but there is one who pays 
A moderate pension for his latter days. 
Who, though assured inquiries will offend, 
Is ever asking for this unknown friend; 
Some partial lady, whom he hopes to find 
As to bis wants so to bis wishes kind. 

• Do still,» a cool adviser sometimes writes — 

• Nay, but,, says he, • the gentle maid invites- 
Do, let me know the young I the soft! the fair ! > 

■ Old man,* 't is answered, « uke thyself to prayer ! 

Be clean, be sober, to thy priest apply, 

And — dead to all around thee— learn to die !• 

Now had I rest from life's strong hopes and fears. 
And no disturbance mark'd tlie flying years ; 
So on in quiet might those years have past. 
But for a light adventure, and a last. 

A handsome boy, from school-day bondage free, 

Came with mamma to gaie upon the sea ; 

With soft blue eye he looVd upon the waves. 

And talk'd of treacherous rocks, and seamen's graves ; 

There was much sweetness in his boyish smile. 

And signs of feelings frank, that knew not guile. 

The partial mother, of her darling proud. 

Besought my friendship, and her own avow'd ; 

She praised her Ruperf s person, spirit, ease, 

How fond of study, yet how form'd to please ; 

Vn our discourse he often bore a part, 

And talk'd, heaven bless him I of his feeling heart ; 

He spoke of pleasures souls like his enjoy, 

And hated Lovelace like a virtuous boy ; 

He felt for Clementina's holy strife. 

And was Sir Charles as Urge and true as life : 

For Vircna't heroines was his soul distress'd ; 

True love and guileless honour fiU'd his breast. 



When, as the subjects drew the frequent sigh. 

The tear stood trembling in his large blue eye. 

And softly he exclaim'd, • Sweet, sweetest sympatliy \» 

When thus 1 heard the handsome stripling speak, 
I smiled assent, and thought to pat his cheek; 
But when I saw the feelings blushing there. 
Signs of emotion strong, they said — forbear ! 

The youth would speak of his intent to live 
On that estate which heaven was pleased to giTC, 
There with the parmer of his joys to dwell. 
And nurse the virtues that he loved so well ; 
The humble good of happy swains to share. 
And from the cottage drive distress and care ; 
To the dear infants make some pleasures known. 
And teach, he gravely said, the virtues to his-owzK 

He loved to read in verse, and verse-like prote. 

The softest talcs of love-inflicxed woes ; 

When, looking fondly, he would smile and cry, 

■ Is there not bliss in sensibility?* 

Wc walk'd together, and it seem'd not harm 
In linking thought with thought, and arm with arm. 
Till the dear boy would talk too much of bliss, 
And indistinctly murmur — « such as this.* 

When no maternal wish her heart beguiled, 

The lady call'd her son « the darling child ;> 

When with some nearer view her speech began. 

She changed her phrase, and said, «the good youog 

man!* 
And lost, when hinting of some future bride. 
The woman's prudence in the mothei's pride. 

Still decent fear and conscious folly strove 
With fond presumption and aspiring love, 
But now too plain to me the strife appealed. 
And what he sought 1 knew, and what he fea/d ; 
The trembling hand and frequent sigh disclosed 
The wish that prudence, care, and time opposed. 

Was I not pleased, vrill you demand? — Amused 
By boyish love, that woman's pride refused? 
This I acknowledge, and from day to day 
Resolved no longer at such game to play; 
Yet I forbore, though to my purpose true. 
And firmly fix'd to bid the youth adieu. 

There was a moonlight eve, serenely cool. 
When the vast ocean seem'd a mighty pool ; 
Save the small rippling waves that gently beat. 
We scarcely heard them falling, at our feet : 
His mother absent, absent every sound 
And every sight that could tbe youth confound; 
The arm, ^t lock'd in mine, his fear betray'd. 
And when he spoke not, his designs convey'd ; 
He oft-times gasp'd for breath, he tried to apeak, 
And studying words, at last had words to seek. 

Silent tbe boy, by silence more betrayed. 
And fearing lest he should appear afraid. 
He knelt abruptly, and his speech began— 

■ Pity the panga of an unhappy man.* 



tai.es of the hall. 



2D9 



« Be 8ure,» I answei'd, • and reliere them too— 
But why that posture? What the woei to you ? 
To fieel for othen' sorrows is humane, 
But too much feeling is our virtue's bane. . 

Come, my dear Rupert 1 now your tale disclose. 
That I may know die sufferer and his woes, 
Know there is pain that wilful man endures. 
That our reproof and not our pity cures; 
For though for such assumed distress we griere, 
Since they themseltes as well as us deceive. 

Yet we assist not.» The unhappy youtli. 

Unhappy then, beheld not all the tmthir 

« O ! what is this ?» exclaim'd the dubious boy, 
■ Words that confuse the being they destroy ? 
So have I read' the gods to madness drive 
The man condemn'd with adverse fiite to strive; 
O! make thy victim though by misery sure. 
And let me know the pangs I must endure ; 
For, tike the Grecian warrior, 1 can pray 
Falling, to perish in the face of day.i 

« Pretty, my Rupert ; and it proves the use 
Of all that learning which the schoob produce : 
But come, your arm — no trembling, but attend 
To sober truth, and a maternal friend. 

Ton ask for pity ?•— « ! indeed I do.* 
« Welt dien, you have it, and assistance too : 
Suppose us married !»>—«OI the heavenly thought !» 
« Nay — nay, my friend, be yon by wisdom taught; 
For wisdom tells you, love would soon subsides. 
Fall, and make room for penitence and pride; 
Then would you meet the public eye, and blame 
Your private tasle, and be o'erwhelm'd with shame: 
How must it then your bosom's peace destroy 
To hear it said, * The mother and her boy !' 
And then to show the sneering world it lies. 
You would assume the man, and tyrannise ; 
Ev'n Time, Care's general soother, would augment 
Your self-reproaching, growing discontent 

Add twenty yean to my precarious life, 
And lo ! your aged, feeble, wailing wifie; 
Displeased, displeasing, discontented, blamed ; 
Both, and with cause, asbaming and ashamed'; 
Whep I shall bend^beneath a press of thne. 
Thou wilt be all erect in manhood's prime : 
Then wilt thou fly to younger minds t' assuage 
Thy bosom's pain, and I in jealous age 
Shall move contempt, if still — if active, rage: 
And though in anguish all my days are past, 
Yet fu beyond thy wishes they may last; 
Hay last till thou, thy better prospects fled, 
Shall have no comfdrt when thy wife is dead. 

Then thou in turn, though none will call thee old, 

Will feel thy spirit Hed, thy bosom cold ; 

No strong or eager wish to wake the will,.. 

Life will appear to stagnate and be still, 

As now with me it slumbers; O! rejoice 

That I attend not to that pleading voice; 

So will new hopes this troubled dreamNSUceeed, 

And one will gladly hear my Rupert plead.* 



Ask you, while thus I could the youtli deny 
Was I unmoved ?— 'Inexorable I, 
Fix'd and determined : thrice he made his prayer. 
With looks of sadness first, and then despair; 
Thrice doom'd to bear refusal, not exempt. 
At the last effort, from a slight contempt. 

Did his distress, his pains, your joy excite 7— 
No ; but I feared his perseverance might. 
Was there no danger in the moon's soft rays, 
To hear the handsome stripling's earnest praise ? 
Was there no fear that while my words reproved 
The eager youth, I might myself be moved 7 
Not for his sake alone I cried persist 
No more, and with a frown the cause dismiss'd. 

Seek yon th* event?— I scarcely need reply. 
Love, unretnm'd, will languish, pine, and die : 
We lived awhile in friendship, and with joy 
I saw depart in peace the amorous boy. 
We met some ten years after, and he then 
Was married, and as cool as married men ; 
He talk'd of war and taxes, trade and ftirms, 
And thought no more of me, or of my charms. 

We spoke; and when, alluding to the past, 
Something of meaning in my look f cast. 
He, who could never thought or wish disguise, 
Look'd in my face with trouble and surprise ; 
To kill reserve, I seixed his arm, and cried, 
• Know me, my lord!* when laughing, he replied, 
Wonder'd again, and look'd upon my face. 
And seem'd unwilling marks of time to trace ; 
But soon I brought him fairly to confess, 
That boys in love judge ill of happii 



Love had his dfty — to graver subjecta led, 
My will is govem'd, and my mind is fed; 
And to more vacant bosoms I resign 
The hopes and fears that oace aCfecud nune. 
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SIR OWEN DALE. 

The Rector at theHall— Why absent— He relates the story 
of Sir Owen — His Marriage — Death of his Lady — His 
Mind acquires new Energy — His Passions awake — His 
Tasle and sensibility— Admires a Lady — Camilla — Her 
Purpose — Sir Owen's Disappointment — His Spirit of 
Revenge— How gratified — The Dilemma of Love— An 
Example of Forgiven es s Its EihcL 



Again the Brothersjaw their friend the priest. 
Who shared the comforts he so much increased ; 
Absent of late— -and thus the squire addressed. 
With welcome smile, his ancient friend and guest, 

• What has detain'd thee? some parochial easel 
Some man's desertion, or some maid's disgrace? 
Or wert tliou call'd, as parish priest, to give 
Name to a new-bom thing that would not live. 
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Tliat iff weak (glance upon the worid had thrown, 
And shrank in terror from the prospect shown ^ 
Or hast thou heard some dying^ wretch deplore, 
That of his pleasures he could taste no more ? 
Who wish'd thy aid his spirits to sustain, 
And drive away the fears that gave him pain T 
For priests are thought to have a patent charm 
To ease tiie dying sinner of alarm : 
Or was thy business of the carnal sort, 
And thou wert gone a patron's smile to court. 
And Croft or Cresswell wouldst to Binning add. 
Or take, kind soul! whatever could be had? 
Once more I guess: th' election now is near; 
My friend, perhaps, is swa/d, by hope or fear, 
And all a patriot's wishes, forth to ride, 
And hunt for votes to prop the fav'rite side?* 

• More prirate duty call'd me hence, to pay 
My friends respect on a rejoicing day,» 
Replied the rector: • there is born a son, 
Pride of an ancient race, who pray'd for one, 
And long desponded. Would you hear the tale — 
Ask, and 't is granted^of Sir Owen Dale?* 

« Grant,* said the Brothers, «i for we humbly ask; 

Ours be the gratitude, and thine the task: 

Yet dine we first : then to this tale of thine. 

As to thy sermon, seriously incline : 

In neither case our rector shall complain. 

Of this recited, tlial composed in vain. 

Something we heard of vengeance, who appall'd 
, Like an infernal spirit, him who cali'd; 
And, ere he vanisli'd, would perform his part, 
Indicting tortures on the wounded heart; 
Of this but little from report we know: 
If you the progress of revenge can show. 
Give it, and all its horrors, if you please, 
We hear our neighbour's sufferings much at ease. 

Is it not so 7 For do not men delight — 

We call them men — our bruisers to excite. 

And urge with bribing gold, and feed them for the fight 1 

Men beyond common strength, of giant size, 

And threat'ning terrors in each other's eyes; 

When in their naked, native force display'd. 

Look answers look, affrighting and afraid; 

While skill, like spurs and feeding, gives the arm 

The wicked power to do the greater harm : 

Maim'd in the strife, the falling man sustains 

Th* insulting shout, that aggravates his pains : 

Man can bear this; and sliall thy hearers heed 

A tale of human sufferings? Come! proceed.* 

Thus urged, the worthy rector thought it meet 
Some moral truth, as preface, to repeat; 
Reflection serious, — common-place, 't is true, — 
But he would act as he was wont to do, 
And bring his morals in his neighbour's view^ 

• O! how the passions, insolent and strong. 
Bear onr weak minds their rapid course along f 
Make us the madness of their will obey; 
Then die, and leave us to our griefs a prey !• 



Sir Owen Dale his fortieth year had seen, 
With temper placid, and with mind serene ; 



Rich ;. early married to an easy wife^ 
They led in comfort a dome^c life: 
He took of his affairs a prudent cars, 
And was by early habit led to spare; 
Not as a miser, but in pure good taste, 
That scom'd tlie idle wantonness of waste. 

In fact, the lessons he from prudence took 
Were wriiten in his mind, as in a book : 
There what to do he read, and what to shun ; 
And all commanded was with promptness done ; 
lie seem'd without a passion to proceed, 
Or one whose passions no correction need ; 
Yet some believed those passions only slept. 
And were in bounds by early habits kept :. 
Curb'd as they were by fetters worn so long. 
There were who judged them a rebellious throng. 

To these he stood,, not as a hero true. 
Who fought his foes, and in the combat slew, 
But one who all tliose foes, when sleeping founds 
Aqd, unresisted, at his pleasure bound. 

We thought — for T was one — that we espied 
Some indications strong of dormant pride; 
It was his wish in peace with all to live ; 
And he could pardon, but could not forgive: 
Nay, there were times when stern defiance shook 
The moral man, and threaten'd in his look. 

Should these fierce passions — so we Teason'd»break 
Their long-worn chain, what ravage will they makel 
In vain will prudence then contend with pnde. 
And reason vainly bid revenge subdde; 
Anger will not to meek persuasion bend. 
Nor to the pleas of hope or fear attend : 
What curb shall, then, in their disordered race , 
Check the wild passions? whaf the calm replace? 
Virtue shall strive in vain ; and has he help in grace?' 

While yet the wife with pure discretion mied. 
The man was guided, and the mind was school'd; 
But then that mind unaided ran to waste : 
He had some learning, but he wanted taste: 
Placid, not pleased — contented, not emplo/d, — 
He neither time improved, nor life e^joy'd. 

That wife expired, and great the loss snstain'd. 
Though much distress he neither felt nor feign'd; 
He loved not warmly ; but the sudden stroke 
Deeply and strongly on his habits broke. 

He had no child to soothe him, and his farm, 
His sports, his speculations, lost their charm ; 
Then would he read and travel, would frequent 
Life's busy scenes, and forth Sir Owen went: 
The mind, that no3^ was free, unfix'd, uncheck'd, 
Read and observed witli wonderful effect; 
And still the more he gain'd, the more he longed 
To pay that mind his negligence had wronged; 
He felt his pleasures ris^ as he improved ; 
And, first enduring, then the labour loved. 

But, by the light let in. Sir Owen fonnd 
Some of those passions had their chain vnbonnd ; 
As from a trance Uiey rose to act their part. 
And seiie, as due to them, a feeling heart 
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His Tcry person now appear'd refined, 

And took some graces from th' hnproving mbid ; 

He grew polite without a fis'd intent, 

And to the world a willing pupil went 

Restore him twenty years,— restore him ten,— 
And bright had been his earthly prospect then ; 
But much refinement, when it late arrives. 
May be the grace, not comfort, of oar lives. 

Ifow had Sir Owen ftseling; things of late 
Indifferent, he began to love or hate; 
What once could neither good nor ill impotrt 
Now pleased the senses, and now touch'd the heart; 
Prospectt and pictures struck th* awaken'd sight. 
And each new object gave a new delight 

He, like th' imperfect creature who had shaped 
A shroud to hide him, had at length escaped. 
Changed from hn grub-like state, to crawl no more, 
But a wing'd being, pleased and form'd to soar. 

Now, said his friends, while thus his views improve, 
And his mind softens, what if he should love? 
True; life vrith him has yet serene appear'd, 
And therefore love in witidom should be fear'd : 
Forty and five h» years, and then to sigh 
For beauty's favour !— Son of frailty, fly! 

Alas ! he loved; it was our fear, but ours, 

His friends alone. Ue doubted not his powers 

To win the prize, or to- repel the charm. 

To gain the battle, or escape the harm ; 

For he had never yet resistance proved, 

Nor feared that friends should say — * Alas! he loved.* 

Younger by twenty years, Camilla found 

Her face unrivall'd when she smiled or frown'd : 

Of all approved ; in manner, form, and air. 

Made to attract ; gay, elegant, and lair: 

She had, in beauty's aid, a fair pretence 

To cultivated, strong inlalligcnce ; 

For she a clear and ready mind had fed 

With wholesome food; unhurt by what she read: 

She loved to please; but, like her dangerous sex, 

To please the more whom she design'd to vex. 

This heard Sir Owen, and he saw it true; 

It promised pleasure, promised danger too ; 

But this he knew not then, or slighted if he knew. 

Yet he delayed, and would by trials prove 
That he was safe; would see the signs of love; 
Would not address her while a fear remajn'd ; 
But win his way, assured of what he gain'd. 

This saw the lady, not displeased to find 
A man at once so cautious and so blind : 
She saw his hopes that slie would kindly show 
Proofs of her passion — then she his should know. 

■ So, when my heart is bleeding in his sight. 
His love acknowledged will the pains requite; 
It is» when conquered, he the heart regards; 
Well, good Sir Owen ! let us play our cards.! 



He spake her praise in terms that love affords. 
By words select, and looks surpassing words : 
Kindly she listen 'd, and in turn essay'd 
To pay th' applauses — and she amply paid : 
A Beauty flattering !— beauteous flatterers feel 
The ill you cause, when thus in praise you deal ; 
For surely he is more than man, or less. 
When praised by lips that he would die to press, 
And yet his senses undisturb'd can keep. 
Can calmly reason, or can soundly sleep. 

Not so Sir Owen ; him Camilla praised, 
And lofty hopes and strong emotiotas raised; 
This had alone the strength of man subdued ; 
But this enchantress various arts pursued. 

Let others pray for music — others prBy*d 

In vain ;^Sir Owen ask'd, and was obey'd : 

Let others, walking, sue that arm to take, 

Unmoved ^e kept it for Sir Owen's sake; 

Each small request she granted, and though small. 

He thought them pledges of her granting all. 

And now the lover, casting doubt aside, 
Urged the fond suit that — could not be denied ; 
Joy more than reverence moved him when he said, 
' Now banish all my fears, angelic maidTi 
' And as she paused for words, he gaily cried, 
« I must not, cannot, will not be denied.* 

Ah ! good Sir Owen, think not favours, such 
As artful maids allow, amount to much ; 
The sweet, small, poison'd baits, that take the eye 
And vrin the soul of all who venture nigh. 

Camilla listen'd, paused, and look'd surprise, 
Fair witch { exulting in her witcheries 1 
She tum'd aside her face, withdrew her hand, 
And softly said, • Sir, let me understand.! 

■ Nay my dear lady ! what can words explain. 

If all my looks and actions plead in vain T 

I love* — She show'd a cool respectful air, 

And he began to filter in his prayer. 

Yet urged her kindness— Kindness she confess'd. 

It was esteem, she felt it, and express'd. 

For her dear father's friend ; and was it right 

That friend of his— she thought of hers— to slight 1 

This to the wond'ring lover strange and new. 
And false appeared- he would not think it truet 
Still he pursued the lovely prise, and still 
Heard the cold words, design'd his hopes to kill ; 
He felt dismay'd, as he perceived sucecia 
Had inverse ratio, more obtaining less; 
And still she grew more cool in her replies, 
And talk'd of age and improprieties. 

Then to his friends, although it hurt his pride, 

And to the bdy's, he for aid applied ; 

Who kindly woo'd for him, but strongly were denied. 

And now it was those fiercer passions rose. 
Urged by his love to murder bis repose ; 
Shame shook his soul to be deouved so long. 
And fierce revenge for such contemptuous wrung : 
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Jealous he grew, and jealoiuy supplied 

Ifis mind with rage, unsoolh'd, unsatisfied; 

And grievous were the pangs of deeply wounded pride. 

His generous soul had not the grief sustain'd, 

Had he not tliought, ' revenge may be obtain'd'.' 

Camilla griered, but grief was now too late ; 
She hush'd her fears, and left th' event to fate; 
Four years elapsed, nor knew Sir Owen yet 
How to repay the meditated debt; 
The lovely foe was in her thirtieth year, 
Nor saw the favourite of die heart appear; 
'T is sure leas sprightly the fair nymph becsune, 
And spoke of former levities with fhame : 
But this, alas! was not in time confess'd, 
And vengeance waited in Sir Owen's breast. 

But now the time arrives — the maid must feel 
And grieve for wounds that she refused to heal. 
Sir Owen, childless, in his. love had rear'd 
A sister's son, and now the youth appeared 
In all the pride of manhood, and, beside, 
With all a soldier's spirit and his pride : 
Valiant and poor, with all that arms bestow, 
And wants that captains in their quarters know; 
Yet to his uncle's generous heart was due 
The praise, that wants of any kind were few. 

When he appear'd. Sir Owen felt a joy 
Unknown before, his vengeance bless'd the boy— 
■ To him I dare confide a cause so just; 
Love him she may— O! could I say, she musLi 

Thus fix'd, he more than usual kindness shoVd, 
Nor let the ciptain name the debt he owed ; 
But when he spoke of gratitude, exclaim'd, 
« My dearest Morden ! make me not ashamed ; 
Each for a friend should do the best he can, 
The most obliged is the obliging man ; 
But if you wish to give as well as take. 
You may a debtor of your uncle make.* 

Morden was earnest in his wish to know 
How he could best his grateful spirit show. 

Now the third dinner had their powers renew'd, 

And fruit and wine upon the table stood ; 

The fire brought comfort, and the warmth it lent 

A cheerful spirit to the feelings sent, 

W^hen thus the uncle — • Morden, I depend 

On you for aid — assist me as a friend : 

Full well I know that you would much fbregq. 

And much endure, to wreak me on my foe. 

Charles, I am wronged, insulted — nay, be still. 

Nor look so fiercely, — there are none to kill. 

I loved a lady, somewhat late in life. 

Perhaps too late, and would have made a wife; 

Nay, she consented; for consent I call 

The mark'd distinction that was seen of all, 

And long was seen ; but when she knew my pain, 

Saw my first wish her fovour to obtain, 

And ask her hand — no sooner was it ask'd. 

Than she the lovely Jezebel unmask'd ; 

And by her haughty airs, and scornful pride, 

My peace was wounded — nay, my reason tried ; 



I felt despised and fallen when we met, 
And she, folly ! looks too lovely yet ; 
Yet love no longer in my bosom glows. 
But my heart warms at the revenge it owes. 

O ! that 1 saw her with her soul on fire. 

Desperate from love, and sickening with desire ; 

While all beheld her just, unpitied pain, 

Grown in neglect, and sharpen'd by disdain ! 

Let her be jealous of each maid she sees. 

Striving by erery fruitless art to please. 

And when she fondly looks, let ioakB and fondii< 

tease! 
So, lost on passion's never resting sea. 
Hopeless and helpless, let her thii^ of^mer 

Charles, thou art handsome, nor canst want tlie art 
To warm a cold or win a wanton heart; 

Be my avenger* 

Charles, with smile, not ▼aio. 
Nor quite nnmix'd with pity and disdain, 
Sate mute in wonder; but he sate not long 
Without reflection : — Was Sir Owen wrong? 
« So must I think ; for can I judge it right 
To treat a lovely lady with despite t 
Because she play'd too roughly with the love 
Of a fond man whom she could not approve. 
And yet to vex him for the love he bore 
Is cause enough for his revenge, and more. 

But, dioughts, to council ! — Do I wear a charm 
That will preserve my citadel from harm ? 
Like the good knight, I have a heart that feds 
The wounds that beauty makes and kindness heab : 
Beauty she has, it seems, but is not kind — 
So found Sir Owen, and so I may find. 

Yet why, heart of tinder 1 why afraid T 
Comes so much danger from so fair a maid 7 
Wilt thou be made a voluntary prize 
To the fierce firing of two wicked eyes? 
Think her a foe, and on the danger rush. 
Nor let thy kindred for a coward blush. 

But how if this fair creature should incline 
To think too highly of this love of mine. 
And, taking all my counterfeit address. 
For sterling passion, should the like profess I 

Nay, this is folly ; or if I. perceive 
Aught of ilie kind, I can but take my leave; 
And if the heart should feel a little sore, 
Contempt and anger will its ease restore. 

Then, too, toliis all-bounteous hand I ow« 
All I possess, and almost all I know ; 
And shall 1 for my friend no haxard run. 
Who seeks no more for all his love has donel 



*T is but to meet and bow, to talk and smile. 
To act a part, and put on love awhile: 
And the good knight shall see, diis trial made, 
That I have just his talents to persuade ; 
For why the lady should her heart bestow 
On me, cc I of her enamoured grow. 
There 's none can reason give, there 's none can danger 
show.n 



TALES OF THE HALL. 



a63 



Tbene were his rapid thou{;hts, nd then he spoke. 

« I make a promise, and will not revoke ; 

You are my judge in what is fit and right, 

^d I obey you — bid me love or fight; 

Tet had 1 rather, so the act could meet 

With your concurrence, — not to play the cheat; 

In a fair causei ■ Charles, fighting for your king. 

Did you e'er judge the merits of the thing T 
Show me a monarch who has cause like mine, 
And yet what soldier would his cause decline 7 • 

Poor Charies or saw not, or refused to see. 
How weak the reasoning of our hopes may be, 
And said — « Dear uncle, I my king obey'd, 
And for his glory's sake the soldier play'd ; 
Now a like duty ahalt your nephew rule, 
And for your vengeance 1 will play the fbol.» 

'T was well ; but ere they parted for repose, 
A solemn oath must the engagement close. 
* Swear to me, nephew, from the day you meet 
This cruel {.irl, there shall be no deceit ; 
That by all means approved and used by man 
You win this dangerous woman, if you can ; 
That being won, you my commands obey, 
Leave her lamenting, and pursue your way ; 
And that, as in my business, you will take 
My will as guide, and no resistance make : 
Take now an oath — within the volume look, 
There is the Gospel — swear, and kiss the book.* 

« It cannot be,» thought Charles, « he cannot rest 
In this strange humour, — it is all a jest. 

All but dissimulation Well, sir, there ; 

Now I have twom as you would have me swear, t 

« 'T » well,* die uncle said in solemn tone : 

«Now send me vengeance. Fate, and groan for groan '.» 

The time is come: tlie soldier now must meet 
Th' unconscious object of the sworn deceit. 
They meet; each other's looks the pair explore. 
And, such their fortune, wish'd to part no more. 

Whether a man is thus disposed to break 

An evil compact he was forced to make, 

Or whether some contention in the breast 

Will not permit a feeling heart to rest; 

Or was it nature, who in every case 

Has made such mind subjected to such face ; 

Whate'er the cause, no sooner met the pair 

Than both began to love, and one to feel despair. 



But the fair damsel saw with strong delight 
Th' impression made, and gloried in the sight: 
No chilling doubt alarm'd her tender breast. 
But she rejoiced in all his looks professed; 
Long ere his words her lover's hopes convey'd 
They warm'd the bosom of the conscious maid ; 
One spirit seem'd each nature to inspire. 
And die two hearts were fi&'d in one desire. 

« Now,» thought the courteous maid, • my fiither's friend 
Will ready pardon to my fault extend ; 
He shall no longer lead that hermit's life. 
But love hit mistress in his nephew's wif^ ; 



My humble duty shall his anger kill, 
And I who fled his love will meet his will. 
Prevent his least desire, and every wish fulfil.! 

Uail, happy power! that to the present lends 
Such views; not all on Fortune's wheel depends, 
Hope, fair enchantress, drives each cloud away, 
And now enjoys the glad, hut distant day. 

Still feare ensued ; for love produces fear. — 

« To this dear maid can I indeed be dear? 

My Altai oath, alas! I now repent; 

Stem in his purpose, he will not relent; 

Would, ere that oath, I had Camilla seen! 

I had not then my honour's victim been : 

I must be honest, y^ I know not how, 

*T is crime to break, and death to keep my vow.« 

Sir Owen closely watch'd both maid and man, 

And saw widi joy proceed his cruel plan ; 

Then gave his praise — « She has it — has it deep 

In her capricious heart, — it murders sleep; 

You see the looks that grieve, you see the eyes that weep ; 

Now breathe again, dear youdi, the kindling fire, 

And let her feel what she could once inspire.* 

Alas! obedience was an easy task, 

So mighi he cherish what he meant to ask; 

He ventured soon, for Love prepared his way, 

He sought occasion, he forbad delay ; 

In spite of vow foregone he taught the youth 

The looks of passion, and the words of truth; 

In spite of woman's caution, doubt, and fear. 

He bade her credit all she wish'd to hear; 

An honest passion ruled in either brenst, 

And both believed the truth that both profess'd. 

But now, 'mid all her new-bom hopes, the eyes 
Of fair Camilla saw through all disguise. 

Reserve, and apprehension Charles, who now 

Grieved for his duty, and abhorr'd his vow, 
Told the full foci, and it endeared him more; 
She felt her power, and pardon'd all he swore. 
Since to his vow he could his wish prefer, 
And loved the man who gave his world for her. 

What must they do, and how their work begin. 
Can they that temper to their wishes win 7 
They tried, they f ail'd ; and all tltey did f assuage 
The tempest of his soul provoked his rage; 
The uncle met the youth with angry look, 
And cried, ■ Remember, sir, the oath you took; 
You have my pity, Charles, but nothing more. 
Death, and death only, shall her peace restore; 
And am I dying?— I shall live to view 
The hariofs sorrow, and enjoy it too. 

How ! Words offend you ! I have borne for yean 
Unheeded angnidi, shed derided tears, 
Felt scorn in every look, endured the stare 
Of wondering fools, who never felt a care; 
On me all eyes were fix'd, and I the while 
Sustain'd the insult of a rival's smile. 

And shall I bow— entangled thus my foe, 
My honest veogeance for a boy forego^? 
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A boy forewam'd, forearm'd ? Shall this be borne. 
And I be cheated. Charier, and ihou forsworn } 
Hope not, I say, for thou mayst change as well 
The sentence graven on the gates of hell — 
' Here bid adieu to hope, — here hopeless beings dwell.* 

But does she love thee, Charles? I cannot live 

Dishonoured unrevenged — I may forgive, 

But to thy oath I bind thee ; on thy soul 

Seek not my injured spirit to control; 

Seek not to soften, I am kird of heart, 

Harden'd by insult: — leave her now, and part. 

And let me know she grieves while I enjoy her smart.! 

Charles first in anger to the knight replied, 
Then felt the clog upon his soul, and sigli'd: 
To his obedience made his wishes stoop, 
And now admitted, now excluded hope; 
As lovers do, he saw a prospect fair, 
And then so dark, he sank into despair. 

The uncle grieved; he even told the youth 
That he was sorry, and it seem'd a truth; 
But though it vex'd, it varied not his mind. 
He bound himself, and would his nephew bind. 

■ I told him this, placed danger in his view, 
Bade him be certain, bound him to be true: 
And shall 1 now my purposes reject, 
Because my warnings were of no effects 

Thus felt Sir Owen as a man whose cause 
Is very good— it had his own applause. 



Our knight a tenant had in high esteem, 
His constant boast, when justice was his theme : 
He praised the farmer^s sense, his shrewd discourse, 
Free without rudeness, manly, and not coarse; 
As farmer, tenant, nay, as man, the knight 
Thought Ellis all that is approved and right; 
Then he was happy, and some envy drew, 
For knowing more than other farmers knew; 
They call'd him learned, and it soothed their pride, 
While he in his was pleased and gratified. 

Still more t* offend, he to the altar led 
The vicat's niece, to early reading bred ; 
Who, though she freely ventured on the life, 
Could never fully be the farmer's wife; 
She had a softness, gentleness, and ease. 
Sure a coarse mind to humble and displease ; 
O! had she never known a fault beside, 
liow vain their spile, how impotent their pride! 

Three darling girls the happy couple bless'd. 

Who now the sweetest lot of life possess'd; 

For what can more a grateful spirit move 

Than health with competence, and peace with love? 

Ellis would sometimes, thriving man! retire 
To the town inn, and quit the parlour fire; 
But he was ever kind where'er he went, 
And trifling sums in his amusements spent : 
He bought, he thought for her— she should have been 
content t 



Oft, when he cash received at Smithfidd mart. 
At Cranbourn-alley he would leave a part; 
And, if to town he follow'd what he sold. 
Sure was his wife a present to behold. 

Still, when his evenings at the inn were ^Mnl, 

She mused at hcrme in sullen discontent; 

And, sighing, yielded to a wish that some 

With social spirit to the farm would come : 

There was a farmer in the place, whose name. 

And skill in rural arts, was known to fame; 

He had a pupil, by his landlord sent. 

On terms that gave the parties much content; 

The youth those arts, and those alone, should leam. 

With aught beside his guide had no concern : 

He might to neighb'ring towns or distant ride. 

And there amusements seek without a guide: 

With handsome prints his private room was graced, ' 

His music there, and there his books were placed '. 

&Ien knew not if he farm'd, but they allow'd htm taste. | 

Books, prints, and music, cease, at times, to charm. 
And sometimes men can neither ride nor farm; 
They look for kindred minds, and Cecil fouqd. 
In Farmer Ellis, one inform'd and sound; 
Bur in his wife — I hate the fact I tell — 
A lovely being, who could please too well : 
And he was one who never would deny 
Himself a pleasure, or indeed would try. 

Early and well the wife of Ellis knew 

Where danger was, and trembled at the view; 

So evil spirits tremble, but are still 

Evil, and lose not the rebellious will : 

She sought not safety from the fancied crime, 

« And why retreat before the dangerous time 7* 

t 

Oft came the student of the farm and read. 

And found his mind with more than reading fed : 

This Ellis seeing, left them, or he staid, 

As pleased him, not offended nor afraid : 

He came in spirits with his girls to play, 

Then ask excuse, and, laughing, walk away : 

When, as he entered, Cecil ceased to read. 

He would exclaim, « Proceed, my friend, proceed !• 

Or, sometimes weary, would to bed retire, 

And fear and anger by his ease inspire. 



■ My conversation does he then despise \ 
Leaves he this slighted face for other eyes?* 
So said Alicia; and she dwelt so long 
Upon that thought, to leave her was to wrong. 

Alas! the woman loved the soothing tongue, 
That yet pronounced her beautiful and young; 
The tongue that, seeming careless, ever praised; 
The eye that roving, on her person gased; 
The ready service, on the watch to please; 
And all such sweet, small courtesies as these. 

Still there was virtue, but a rolling stone 
On a hill's brow is not more quickly gone ; 
The slightest motion,— ceasing from our care, — 
A moment's absence,— when we 're not aware,— 
When down it rolls, and at the bottom lie^ 
Sunk, lost, degraded, never more to rise! 
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Far off tlie glorioiit hmght from whonce it fell, 
With ail things bate and infamoaa to dwell. 
Friendahip with woman is a dangerous thing— 
Thence hopet avow'd and bold confeviont spring : 
Frailties confess'd to other frailties lead, 
And new confessions new desires succeed ; 
And, when the friends have thus their hearts disclosed, 
They find how little is to guilt opposed. 

The foe's attack will on the fort begin, 
When he is certain of a friend within. 

When all was Iost,-«or, in the lorer's sight. 
When all was won, — the lady thought of flight. 

•What! sink a slateTt she said, « and with deceit 

The rigid rirtne of a husband meet ? 

No! arm'd with death, I would his fury brave, 

And own the justice of the blow he gave! 

But thus to see him easy, careless, cold, 

And his confiding folly to behold; 

To feel incessant fears that he should read. 

In looks assumed, the cause whence they proceed, 

I cannot brook; nor will 1 here abide 

Till chance betrays the crime that shame would hide : 

Fly with me, Henry !■ Henry sought in vain 

To soothe her terron and her griefs restrain : 

He saw the lengths that women dared to go, 

And feai'd the husband both as friend and foe. 

Of farming weary — for the guilty mind 

Can no resource in guiltless studies find. 

Left to himself, his mother all unknown. 

His titled fsther, loth the boy to own. 

Had him to decent expectations bred, 

A favoured offq>ring of a lawless bed ; 

And would he censure one who should pursue 

The way he took T Alicia yet was new : 

Her passion pleased him : he agreed on flight : 

They fiz'd the method, and they chose the night 

Then, while the farmer read of public crimes, 
Collating coolly Chronicles and Times, 
The flight was taken by the guilty pair. 
That made one pasMge in the columns there. 

The heart of Ellis blad ; the comfort, pride. 

The hope and slay of his sKJstenee died ; 

Rage from the ruin of his peace arose. 

And he would follow and destroy his foes; 

Would with wild haste the guilty pair pursoe. 

And when he found — Good heaven 1 what would he do 7 

That wretched woman he would wildly seise. 

And agoniie her heart, h>s own to case. 

That guilty man would grasp, and in her sight 

Insult his pangs, and her deq»air excite; 

Bring death in view, and then the stroke suspend. 

And draw out tortures till his life should end : 

0! it should stand recorded in all time. 

How they tnnsgrsss'd, and he avogad the crime ! 



In this bad worid should all his business cease. 
He would not seek^he would not taste of peace; 
But wrath should live till vengeance had her due, 
And with his wrath his life should perish too. 



Bis girls~*not his— he would not be so weak — 
Child was a word ho never mora must speak ! 
How did he know what villains had defiled 
His honest bed?— Be spum'd the name of child : 
Keep them he must; but he would coarsely hide 
Their forms, and nip the growth of woman's pride; 
He would consume thdr flesh, abridge their food, 
And kill the mother-vices in their blood. 



All this Sir Owen heard, and grieved for all. 
He with the husband moum'd Alicia's fall ; 
But urged the vengeance with a spirit strong, 
As one whoee own roee high against the wrong: 
He saw his tenant by this passion moved. 
Shared in his wrath, and his revenge approved. 

Tears now unseen, he moum'd this tenant's fsie. 
And wonder'd how he bore his widow'd state; 
Still he would mention Ellis with the pride 
Of one who felt himself to worth allied: 
Such were his notions — had been long, but now 
He wish'd to see if vengeance lived, and how : 
He doubted not a mind so strong must feel 
Most righteously, and righteous measures deal. 

Then would he go, and haply he might find 
Some new excitement for a weary mind; 
Might learn the miseries of a pair undone. 
One scorn'd and hated, lost and perish'd one: 
Yes, he would praise to virtuous anger give, 
And so his vengeance should be nursed and live. 

Ellis was glad to see his landlord come, 

A transient joy broke in upon his gl.oom. 

And pleased he led the knight to the superior room ; 

Where she was wont in happier days to sit. 

Who paid with smiles his condescending wit 

There the sad husband, who had seldom been 
Where prints acquired in happier days were seen. 
Now struck by tliese, and carried to die past, 
A painful look on every object cast : 
Sir Owen saw his tenantfs troubled state. 
But still he wish'd to know the offendenT fate. 

• Know you they suffer, Ellis 1» — Ellis knew; — 

« T is well ! 't is just! but have they all their due 7 
Have they in mind and body, head and heart,* 
Snstain'd the pangs of their accursed pwrtT* 

• They havein — « T is well I* — ■ and wants enough 

shake 
The firmest mind, the stoutest heart to break.* 

« But have you seen them in such misery dwell ?>» 
« In 9iisery past description.*— « That is well.* 

« Alas ! Sir Owen, it perhaps is just, — 
Yet I began my purpose to distrust; 
For they to justice have discharged a debt. 
That vengeance snrdy may her claim forget.* 



• Man, can you pity 7« 



« As a man I feel 



like theirs.* 



■ Bat never would you heal 7* 

34 . 
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• Hear me, Sir Owen : — I had aought them lon^, 

Urged by the pain of ever-present wrong ; 

Yet had not seen ; and twice the year came round — 

Years hateful now — ere I my Tictims found : 

But I did find them, in the dungeon's gloom 

Of a small garret — a precarious home, 

For that depended on the weekly pay, 

And they were sorely friglitcn'd on the day; 

But there they lingcr'd on from week to week, 

flaunted by ills of which 't is hard to speak, 

For they are many and vexatious all. 

The very smallest— but they none were small. 

The roof, unceil'd in patches, gave the snow 

Entrance within, and there were heaps below; 

I pass'd a narrow region dark and cold. 

The strait of stairs to that infectious hold ; 

And, when I enter'd, misery met my view 

In every shape she wears, in every hue. 

And the bleak icy blast across the dungeon flew ; 

There frown'd the ruin'd walls that once were white ; 

There gleam'd the panes that once admitted light; 

There lay unsavoury scraps of wretched food ; 

And there a measure, void of fuel, stood; 

But who shall part by part describe the state 

Of these, thus follow'd by relentless fate? 

All, too, in winter, when the icy air 

Breathed its bleak venom on the guilty pair. 

That man, that Cecil ! — he was left, it seems. 

Unnamed, unnoticed : farewell to his dreams! 

Heirs made by law rejected him of course, 

And left him neither refuge nor resource: — 

Their father's? No: he was the harlot's son 

Who wrong'd them, whom their duty hade them shun; 

And they were duteous all, and he was all undone. 

Now the lost pair, whom better times had led 
To part disputing, shared their sorrow's bed: 
Their bed ! — I shudder as I speak — and shared 
Scraps to their hunger by the hungry spared.* 

■ Man ! my good Ellis ! can you sigh ?■ — « I can : 

In short. Sir Owen, I must feel as man ; 

And could you know the miseries they endured. 

The poor, uncertain pittance they procured ; 

When laid aside the needle and the pen. 

Their sickness won the neighbours of their den, 

Poor as they are, and they are passing poor. 

To lend some aid to those who needed more : 

Then, too, an ague with the winter came. 

And in this state — that wife I cannot name 

Brought forth afamish'd child of suffering and of shame. 

This had you known, and traced them to this scene, 

Where all was desolate, defiled, unclean, 

A fireless room, and, where a fire had place, 

The blast loud howling down the empty space, 

You most have felt a part of the distress. 

Forgot your wrongs, and made their suffering less !• 

« Sought you them, Ellis, from the mean intent 
To give them succour T« 

■ What indeed I meant 
At first was vengeance ; but I long pursued 
The pair, and I at last their misery view'd 



In that vile garret, which 1 cannot paint — 
The sight was loatlisome, and the smell was faint; 
And there that wife, — whom I had loved so well. 
And thought so happy, was condemn'd to dwell; 
The gay, the grateful wife, whom I was glad 
To see in dress beyond our station clad, 
And to behold among our neighbours fine. 
More than perhaps became a wife of mine ; 
And now among her neighbours to explore, 
And see her poorest of the very poor ! — 
I would describe it, but I bore a part. 
Nor can explain the feelings of the heart ; 
Yet memory since has aided me to trace ' 
The horrid features of that dismal place. 

There she reclined unmoved, her bosom bare 
To her companion's unimpassion'd stare. 
And my wild wonder: — Seat of virtue! chaste 
As lovely once ! O ! how wert thou disgraced ! 
Upon that breast, by sordid rags defiled, 
Lay the wan features of a famish'd child ;«- 
That sin-bom babe in utter misery laid. 
Too feebly wretched even to cry for aid ; 
The ragged sheeting, o'er her person drawn. 
Served for the dress that hunger placed in pawn. 

At the bed's feet the man reclined his frame: 
Their chairs were perish'd to support the flame 
That warm'd his agued limbs ; and, sad to see. 
That sliook him fiercely as he gazed on me. 

I was confused in this unhappy view : 
My wife! my friend ! I could not think it true; 
My children's mother, — my Alicia, — laid 
On such a bed ! so wretched, — so afraid ! 
And her gay, young seducer, in tlie guise 
Of all we dread, abjure, defy, despise. 
And all the fear and terror in his look. 
Still more my mind to its foundation shook. 

At last he spoke : — Long since I would have died. 
But could not leave her, though for death I sigh'd, 
And tried the poison'd cup, and dropt it as I tried. 

She is a woman, and that famish'd thing 
Makes her to life, with all its evils, cling : 
Feed her, and let her breathe her last in peace. 
And all my sufferings with your promise ceaae !* 

Ghastly he smiled : — ^I knew not what I felt. 
But my heart melted — hearts of flint would melt, 
To see their anguish, penury, and shame, 
How base, how low, how groveling they became : 
I could not apeak my purpose, but my eysa 
And my expression bade the creature rise. 

Yet, ! that woman's look ! my words are vain 

Her mix'd and troubled feelings to explain ; 

True, there was shame and consciousness of ^U, 

But yet remembrance of my love withal. 

And knowledge of that power which she would now recal. 

But still the more that she to memory brought, 
The greater anguish in my mind was wrought; 
The more she tried to bring the past in view. 
She greater horror on the present threw ; 
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So that, for love or pity, terror thrili'd 

My blood, and vile and odious thoughtt tnctiird. 

This war within, theae passions in their strife, 
If thus protracted, had exhausted life; 
But the strong view of these departed years 
Caused a full burst of salutary tears, 
And as I wept at lai^e, and thought alone, 
I felt my reason re-ascend her throne. > 

■ My friend !■ Sir Owen answered, ■ what became 
Of your just anger? — when you saw their shame. 
It ¥ras your triumph, and you should have shown 
Strength, if not joy — their sufferings were their own.* 

■ Alas, for them ! their own in rery deed ! 
And they of mercy had the greater need ; 
Their own by purchase, for their frailty paid, — 
And wanted Heaven's own justice human aid T 
And seeing this, could 1 beseech my God 

For deeper misery, and a heavier rod > ■ 

• But could you help them ?• — iThink, Sir Owen, bow 
I saw them then — methinks 1 see them now! 

She had not food, nor aught a mother needs, 
Who for another life and dearer feeds : 
I saw her speechless; on her wither'd breast 
The wither'd child extended, but not prest, 
Who sought, with moving lip and feeble cry, 
Vain instinct! for the fount without supply. 

Sure it was all a grievous, odious scene, 

Where all was dismal, melancholy, mean, 

Foul with compell'd neglect, unwholesome and unclean; 

That arm, — that eye, — the cold, the sunken cheek,— 

Spoke all, Sir Owen — fiercely miseries speak !> 

• And you relieved ?t 

« If hell's seducing crew 
Had seen that sight, they must have pitied too. ■ 

■ Revenge was thine — thou hadst the power, the right; 
To give it up was Heaven's own act to slight.* 

« Tell me not, sir, of rights, and wrongs, or powers! 
I felt it written — Vengeance is not ours !>• 

• Well, Ellis, well ! — I find these female foes. 
Or good or ill, will murder our repose ; 

And we, when Satan tempts them, take the cup, 
The fruit of their foul sin, and drink it up : 
But shall our pity all our claims remit. 
And we the sinners of their guilt acquit?* 

■ And what. Sir Owen, will our vengeance do ? 
It follows us when we our foe pursue. 

And, as we strike the blow, it smites the smitors too. > 

■ What didst thou, man?* 

« I brought them to a cot 
Behind your larches, — a sequustcr'd spot. 
Where dwells the woman : I believe her mind 
Is now enlighten'd — 1 am sure resign'd : 
She gave her infant, though with aching heart 
And faltering spirit, to be nursed apart.* 



« And that vile scoundreli* 

• Nay, his name restore. 
And call him Cecil, — for he is no more : 
When my vain help was offiei'd,he was past 
All human aid , and shortly breathed bis last; 
But his heart open'd, and he lived to see 
Guilt in himseljF, and find a friend in me. 

Strange was their parting, parting on the day 
I offered help, and took the man away. 
Sure not to meet again, and not to live 
And taste of joy — He feebly cried, * Forgive! 
I have thy guilt, thou mine, but now adieu ! 
Tempters and tempted 1 what will thence ensue 
I know not, dare not think !*— He said, and he with- 
drew.* 

• But, Ellis, tell me, didst thon thus desnre 
To heap upon their heads those coals of fire?» 

« If fire to melt, that feeling is confest, — 
If fire to shame, I let that question rest ; 
But if aught more the sacred words imply, 
I know it not — no commentator I.* 

« Then did you freely from your soul forgive ?•-* 

■ Sore as I hope before my Judge to live. 

Sure as I trust his mercy to receive. 

Sure as his word I honour and believe, 

Sure as the Saviour died upon the tree 

For all who sin, — for that dear wretch and me,— 

Whom never more on earth will I forsake or see.» 



Sir Owen softly to his bed adjoum'd, 
Sir Owen quickly to his home retnm'd ; 
And all the way he meditating dwelt 
On what this man in his affliction felt ; 
How he, resenting first, forbore, forgave. 
His passion's lord, and not his anger's slave : 
And as he rode he seem'd to fear the deed 
Should not be done, and urged unwonted speed. 

Arrived at home, he scom'd the change to hide. 
Nor would indulge a mean and selfish pride, 
That would some little at a time recal 
Th' avenging vow ; he now vras frankness all : 
He saw his nephew, and with kindness spoke— 
« Charles, I repent my purpose, and revoke ; 
Take her — I 'm taught, and would I could repay 
The generous teacher ; hear me, and obey : 
Bring me the dear coquette, and let me vow 
On lips half perjured to be passive now : 
Take her, and let me thank the powers divine 
She was not stolen whoi her hand was mine. 
Or when her heart — Her smiles I must forget^ 
She my revenge, and cancel either debt.* 

Here ends our tale, for who will doubt the blna 
Of ardent lovers in a case like this? 
And if Sir Owen'a was not half so strong. 
It may, perchance, continue twice as loi>g. 
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BOOK Xlil. 



DELAY HAS DANGER. 

Momiog Excursion — [<ady at Silford, who ? — Reflections 
on Delay — Cecilia and Henry — The Lovers contracted 
— Visit to the Patron — Whom he finds there — Fanny 
described — The yielding of Vanity — Delay— Resent- 
ment — Want of Resolution — Further Entanglement 
— >Danger — EIow met— Conclusion. 



TiuB weeks had past, and Richard rambles now 
Far as the dinners of the day allow ; 
He rode to Farley Grange and Finley Mere, 
That house so ancient, and that lake so clear : 
He rode to Ripley through that river gay, 
Where in the shallow stream the loaches play. 
And stony fragments stay the winding stream, 
And gilded pebbles at the bottom gleam, 
Giving their yellow surface to the sun, 
And making proud the waters as they run : 
It is a lovely place, and at the side 
Rises a mountain-rock in rugged pride ; 
And in that rock are shapes of shells, and forms 
Of creatures in old worlds, of nameless worms. 
Whose generations lived and died ere manf 
A worm of other class, to crawl began. 

There is a town call'd Silford, where his stead 
Our, traveller rested — He the while would feed 
His mind by walking to and fro, to meet. 
He knew not what adventure, in the street : 
A stranger there, but yet a window-view 
Gave him a face that ho conceived he knew ; 
He saw a tall, fair, lovely lady, dress'd 
As one whom taste and wealth had jointly bless'd ; 
He gazed, but soon a footman at the door 
Thundering, alarm'd her, who was seen no more. 

■ This was the lady whom her lover bound 
In solemn contract, and then proved unsound : 
Of this affair 1 have a clouded view. 
And should be glad to have it cleared by yon.w 

So Richard spake, and instant George replied, 
« I had the story from the injured side. 
But when resentment and regret were gone, 
And pity (shaded by contempt) came on. 
Frail was the hero of my tale, but still 
Was rather drawn by accident than will ; 
Some without meaning into guilt advance, 
From virant of guard, from vanity, from chance; 
Han's weakness flies his more immediate pain, 
A little respite from his fears to gain ; 
And takes the part that he would gladly fly. 
If he had strength and courage to deny. 

But now my tale, and let the moral say, 
When hope can sleep, there's danger in delay. 
Not that for rashness, |lichard, I would plead. 
For unadvised alliance: No, indeed : 
Think ere the contract — but, contracted, stand 
No more debating, take the ready hand: 



When hearts are willuig, and when fears snbiide. 
Trust not to time, but let the knot be tied ; 
For when a lover has no more to do. 
He thinks in leisure, what shall I pursue? 
And then who knows what objects come in view! 
For when, assured, the man has nought to keep 
His wishes warm and active, then they sleep: 
Hopes die with fears; and then a man must loce 
All the gay visions, and delicious views. 
Once his mind's wealth! He travels at his ease, 
Nor horrors now nor fairy-beauty sees; 
When the kind goddess gives the wish'd assent. 
No mortal business should the deed prevent; 
.But the blest youth should legal sanctbn seek 
Ere yet th' assenting blush has fled the' cheek. 

And — hear me, Richard,— man has reptil»-pride 
That often rises when his fears subside; 
When, like a trader feeling rich, he now 
Neglects his former smile, his humble bow, 
And, conscious of his hoarded wealth, aanunes 
New airs, nor thinks how odious he becomes. 

There is a wandering, wavering train of thou^t 
That something seeks where nothing should be aonghl. 
And will a self-delighted spirit move 
To dare tlie danger of pernicious love. 



• First be it granted all was duly said 

By the fond youth to the believing maid; 

Let us suppose with many a sigh there came 

The declaration of the deathless flame;— 

And so her answer — * She was happy then. 

Blest in herself, and did not think of men ; 

And with such comforts in her present state, 

A wish to change it was to tempt her fate: 

That she would not; but yftt she would confess 

With him she thought her hazard would be less; 

Nay, more, she would esteem, she would regard express: 

But to be brief — if he could wait and see 

In a few years what his desires would be.'* — 

Henry for years read months, then weeks, nor found 
The lady thought his judgment was unsound; 
« For months read weeks,* she read it to his praise. 
And had some thoughts of changing it to dayt. 

And here a short excursion let me make, 

A lover tried, I think, for lovers* sake; 

And teach the meaning in a lady's mind 

When you can none in her expressions find : 

Words are design'd that meaning to eonvey, 

But often Tea is hidden in a JVaj.' 

And what the charmer wills, some geade hints betray. 

Then, too, when ladies mean to yield at length. 
They match their reasons with the lover's strength. 
And, kindly cautious, will no force employ 
But such as he can baffle or destroy. 

As when heroic lovers beauty woo'd. 
And were by magic's mighty art withstood. 
The kind historian, for the dame afraid. 
Gave to the faithful knight the stronger aid. 
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A downrighc No! would aiake a man doipair. 
Or leave for kinder nymph the cruel fair; 
But * Nof because I *m Tery happy now, 
Because I dread tb' irreTocable tow. 
Because I fear papa will not approre. 
Because I love not — No, I cannot love; 
Because you men of Cupid make a jest. 

Because in short, a single life is best." 

A No.' when back'd by reasons of such force. 
Invites approach, and will recede of course. 

Ladies, like towns besieged, for honour's sake. 
Will some defence or its appeaiance make ; 
On first approach there ** much resistance made. 
And conscious weakness hides in bold parade; 
With lofty looks, and threat'nings stem and proud, 

■ Come, if you dare,* is said in language loud. 
But if th' attack bo made with cars and skill, 

■ Come,! says the yielding party, > if you viriU ;« 
Then each the otbot's valiant aces approve, 
And twine their laurels in a vrreath of love.— 

We now retrace our tale, and forward go,— 

Thus Henry rightly read Cecilia's No \ 

His prudent father, who had duly weigh'd. 

And well approved the fortune of the maid. 

Not much resisted, just enough to show 

He knew his power, and would his son should know. 

« Harry, I vrill, while I your bargain make, 
That you a journey to our patron take : 
I know her guardian ; care will not become 
A lad when courting ; as you must be dumb, 
Tou may be absent; I for yon will speak. 
And ask what yon are not supposed to seek.* 

Then came the parting hour, and what arise 
When lovers part ! expressive looks and e^. 
Tender and tear-full, — many a fond adieu. 
And many a call the sorrow to renew ; 
Sighs such as lovers only can explain. 
And words that they might undertake in vain. 

Cecilia liked it not; she had, in truth, 
No mind to part with her enamour'd youth ; 
But thought it foolish thus themselves to cheat, 
And part for nothing but again to meet 

Now Henry's father was a man whose heart 
Took with his interest a decided part ; 
He knew his lordship, and was known for acts 
That I omit, — they were acknowledged fiicts ; 
An interest somewhere; I the place forget. 
And the good deed — no matter — 't was a debt : 
Thither must Henry, and in vain the maid 
Express'd dissent — the father was obey'd. 

But though the maid was by her fears assaii'd, 
Her reason rose against them, and prevaU'd ; 
Fear saw him hunting, leaping, falling— led, 
U aim*d and disfigured, groaning to his bed ; 
Saw him in perils, duels, — dying,— dead. 

But Prudence answer'd, « b not every maid 
With equal cause for him she loves afraid U 
And from her guarded mind Cecilia thr^fi 
The groundless teiTors that will love pursue. 



She had no doubts, and her reliance strong 

Upon the honour that she would not wrong : 

Firm in hendf , she doubted not the truth 

Of him, the chosen, the selected youth ; 

Trust of henelf a trust in him supplied. 

And she believed him faithful, though untried : 

On her he might depend, in him she would confide. 

If some fond girl expressTd a tender pain 
Lest some fair rival should allure her swain. 
To such she answei'd, with a look severe, 
• Can one you doubt be worthy of your fear?* 

My lord was kind, — a month had pass'd away, 
And Henry stayed— he sometimes named a day ; 
But still my lord was kind, and Henry still must stay : 
His father^s words to him were words of fote — 
« Wait, 't is your duty ; 't is my pleasure, wait!* 

In all his walks, in hilly heath or wood, 

Cecilia's form the pensive youth pursued ; 

In the gray morning, in the silent noon. 

In the soft twilight, by tlie sober moon, 

In those forsaken rooms, in that immense saloon ; 

And he, now fond of that seclusion grown. 

There reads her letters, and there writes his own. 

« Here none approach,* said he, « to interfere. 
But I can think of my Cecilia here !■ 

But there did come — and how it came to "pass 

Who shall explain?— a mild and blue-eyod lass ;— 

It was the work of accident, no doubt — 

The cause unknown — we say, • as things ftill out;*— 

The damsel entered there, in wand'ring round about : 

At first she saw not Henry; and she ran, 

As from a ghost, when she beheld a man. 

She was esteem'd a beauty through the hall. 
And so admitted, with consent of all ; 
And, like a treasure, was her beauty kept 
From every guest who in the mansion dept ; 
Whether as friends who join'd the noble pair, 
Or those invited by the steward there. 

She was the daughter of a priest, whose life 
Was brief and sad : he lost a darling wife, 
And Fanny then her father, who could save 
But a small portion; but his all he gave. 
With the fair orphan, to a sister's care. 
And her good spouse : they were the ruling pair- 
Steward and steward's lady— o'er a tribe, ^ , 
Each under each, whom I shall not describe. 

This grave old couple, childless and alone. 
Would, by their care for Fanny's loss atone; 
She had been taught in schools of honest fame ; 
And to the hall, as to a home, she came. 
My lord assenting : yet, as meet and right, 
Fanny was held from every hero's sight. 
Who might in youthful error cast his eyes 
On one so gentle as a lawful prise. 
On border land, whom as their right or prey, 
A youth from either side might bear away. 
Some handsome lover of th' inferior class 
Might as a wife approve the lovely lass ; 
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Or some invader from the class abovei 

Who, more presuming, would his passion prore 

By asking less— lore only for his love. 

This much experienced aunt her fear expreas'd, 
And dread of old and young, of host and guest. 

• Go not, my Fanny, in their way,* she cried, 
« It is not right that virtue should be tried ; 
So, to be safe, be ever at my side. ■ 

She was not ever at that side; but still 
Observed her precepts, and obey'd her will. 

But in the morning's dawn and evening's gloom 
She could not lock the damsel in her room ; 
And Fanny thought, ■ I will ascend these stairs 
To see the chapcl,-^there are none at prayers ; 
None,* she believed, ■ had yet to dress return'd, 
By whom a timid girl might be discem'd :■ 
In her slow motion, looking, as she glides, 
On pictures, busts, and what she met besides, 
And speaking softly to herself alone, 
Or singing low in melancholy tone ; 
And thus she rambled through the still domain, 
Room after room, again, and yet again. 

But, to retrace our story, still we say, 
To this saloon the maiden took her way ; 
Where she beheld our youth, and frighten'd ran, 
And so their friendship in her fear began. 

But dare she thither once again advance, 
And still suppose the man will think it chance? 
Nay, yet again, and what has chance to do 
Witli this? — I know not: doubtless Fanny knew. 

Now, of the meeting of a modest maid 

And sober youth why need we be afraid 7 

And when a girl's amusements are so few 

As Fanny's were, what would you have her do ? 

Reserved herself, a decent youth to find. 

And just he civil, sociable, and kind, 

And look together at the setting sun, 

Then at each other — ^What the evil done ? 

Then Fanny took my little lord to play. 
And bade him not intrude on Henry's way : 

« O, he intrudes not !■ said the youth, and grew 
Fond of the child, and would amuse him too ; 
Would make such faces, and assume such looks — 
He loved it better than his gayest books. 

When man with man would an acquaintance seek, 
He will his thoughts in chosen language speak ; 
And tliey converse on divers themes, to find 
If they possess a corresponding mind ; 
But man with woman has foundation laid, 
And built up friendship ere a word is said : 
'T is not with words that they their wishes tell. 
But with a language answering quite as well ; 
And thus they find, when they begin tf explore 
Their way by speech, they knew it all before. 

And now it chanced again the pair, when dark. 
Met in their way, when wandering in the park ; 



Not in the common path, for so they might. 
Without a wonder, wander day or night ; 
But, when in pathless ways their chance will briii0 
A musing pair, we do admire the thing. 

The youth in meeting read the damsel's face. 
As if he meant her inmost thoughts to trace ; 
On which her colour changed, as if she meant 
To give her aid, and help bis kind intent 

Both smiled and parted, but they did not speak — 
The smile implied, « Do tell me what you seek :» 
They took their different ways with erring fieet. 
And met again, surprised that they could meet; 
Then must they speak — and something of the air 
Is always ready — ■ T b extremely fair!* 

« It was so pleasant !» Henry said ; « the beam 
Of that sweet light so brilliant on tlie stream; 
And chiefly yonder, where that old cascade 
Has for an age its simple music made; 
All so delightful, soothing, and serene .' 
Do you not feel it? not enjoy the scene ? 
Something it has that words will not express, 
But rather hide, and make th' enjoyment less : 
'T is what our souk conceive, 't is what our hearts 
confess.! 

Poor Fanny's heart at these same words confeaa'd 
How well he painted, and how rightly guess'd; 
And, while they stood admiring their retreat, 
Henry found something like a mossy seat; 
But Fanny sat not; no, she rather pray'd 
That she might leave him, she was so afraid. 

■ Not, sir, of yon ; your goodness I can trust. 
But folks are so censorious and unjust. 
They make no difference, they pay no regard 
To our true meaning, which is very hard 
And very cruel ; great the pain it cost 
To lose such pleasure, but it must be lost : 
Did people know how free from thought of ill 
One's meaning is, their malice would be still.- 

At this she wept ; at least a glittering gem 
Shone in each eye, and there was fire in them. 
For as they fell, the sparkles, at his feet, 
He felt emotions very warm and sweet. 

• A lovely creature ! not more fair than good. 
By all admired, by some, it seems, pursued. 
Yet self-protected by her virtue's force 
And conscious truth — What evil in discourse 
With one so guarded, who is pleased to trust 
Herself with me, reliance strong and just?* 

Our lorer then believed he must not seem 
Cold to the maid who gave him her esteem; 
Not manly this ; Cecilia had his heart. 
But it was lawful with his time to part; 
It would be wrong in her to take amiss 
A virtuous friendship for a girl like this ; 
False or disloyal he would never prove, 
But kindness here took nothing from his love: 
Soldiers to serve a foreign prince are known. 
When not on present duty to their own ; 
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So, though our bosom's queen we still prefer, 

We are not always on our knees to her. 

« Cecilia present, witness yon fair modn. 

And yon bri(;ht orbs, that fiate would chan|(e as soon 

As my devotion ; but the absent sun 

Cheers us no longer when his course is run ; 

And then those starry twinklers may obtain 

A little worship till he shines again.* 

The father still commanded « Wait awhile, 1 
And the son answeFd in submissive style. 
Grieved, but obedient; and obedience teased 
His lady's spirit more tlian grieving pleased: 
That he should grieve in absence was most fit, 
But not that he to absence should submit ; 
And in her letters might be traced reproof. 
Distant indeed, but visible enough ; 
This should the wandering of his heart have stayed ; 
Alas ! the wanderer was the vainer made. 

The parties daily met, as by consent, 

And yet it always seem'd by accident ; 

Till in the nymph the shepherd had been blind 

If he had fail'd to see a manner kind, 

With that expressive look, that seem'd to say, 

■ Tou do not speak, and yet you see you may.w 

O ! yes, he saw, and he resolved to fly, 
And blamed his heart, unwilling to comply : 
He sometimes wonder'd how it came to pass, 
That he had all this freedom with the lass ; 
Reserved herself, with strict attention kept, 
And care and vigilance that never slept : * 
« How is it thus that they a beauty trust 
With me, who feel the confidence is just? 
And they, too, feel it ; yes, they may confide,i» — 
He said in folly, and he smiled in pride. 

T is thus our secret passions work their way, 
And the poor victims know not they obey. 

Familiar now became the wandering pair. 
And there was pride and joy in Fanny's air ; 
For though his silence did not please the maid, 
She judged him only modest and afraid; 
The gentle dames are ever pleased to find 
Their lovers dreading they should prove unkind; 
So, blind by hope, and pleased with prospects gay, 
The generous beauty gave her heart away 
Before ha said, « I love!> — alas ! he dared not say. 

Cecilia yet was mistress of his mind. 
But oft he wish'd her, like his Fanny, kind ; 
Her fondness soothed him, for the man was vain, 
And he perceived that he could give her pain : 
Cecilia liked not to profess her love. 
But Fanny ever was the yielding dove; 
Tender and trusting, waiting for the word. 
And then prepared to hail her bosom's lord. 

Cecilia once her honest love avow'd. 

To make him happy, not to make him proud; 

But she would not, for every asking sigh. 

Confess the flame that waked his vanity; 

But this poor maiden, every day and hour, 

Would, by fresh kindness, feed the growing power ; 



And he indulged, vain being ! in the joy, 
That he alone could raise it, or destroy; 
A present good, from which be dared not fly, 
Cecilia absent, and his Fanny by. 

O ! vain desire of youth, that in the hour 

Of strong temptation, when he feels the power. 

And knows how daily his desires increase, 

Yet will he wait, and sacrifice his peace. 

Will trust to chance to free him from the snare. 

Of which, long since, his conscience said, beware ! 

Or look for strange deliverance from that ill. 

That he might fly, could he command the will ! 

How can he freedom from the future seek. 

Who feels already that he grows too weak 7 

And thus refuses to resist, till time 

Removes the power, and makes the way for crime: 

Yet thoughts he had, and he would think, ■ Forego 

My dear Cecilia 1 not for kingdoms ! No ! 

But may I, ought I not the friend to be 

Of one who feels this fond regard for me? 

I wrong no creature by a kindness lent 

To one so gentle, mild, and innocent; 

And for that fair one, whom I still adore. 

By feeling thus I think of her the more ;• 

And not unlikely, for our thoughts will tend 

To thoee whom we are conscious we offend. 

Had Reason whisper'd, m Has Cecilia leave 

Some gentle youdi in friendship to receive, 

And be to him the friend that you appear 

To this soft girl ? — would not some jealous fear 

Proclaim your thoughts, that he approach'd too near?* 

But Henry, blinded still, presumed to write 
Of one in whom Cecilia would delight ; 
A mild and modest girl, a gentle friend, 
If, as he hoped, her kindness would descend- 
But what he feared to lose or hoped to gain 
By writing thus, he had been ask'd in vain. 

It was his purpose, every mom he rose. 

The dangerous friendship he had made to close ; 

It was his torment nightly, ere he slept. 

To feel hb prudent purpose was not kept. 

True, he has wonder'd why the timid maid 
Meets him so often , and is not afraid ; 
And why that female dragon, tierce and keen. 
Has never in their private walks been seen ; 
And often he has thought, «What can their silence 
mean? 

They can have no design, or plot, or plan, — 
In fact, 1 know not how the thing began, — 
'T is tlieir dependence on my credit here. 
And fear not, nor, in fact, have cause to fear.n 

But did that pair, who seem'd to think that all 
Unwatch'd will wander and unguarded fisJl, 
Did they permit a youth and maid to meet 
Both un reproved? were they so indiscreet? 

This sometimes entered Henry's mind, and then, 
■ Who shall account for women or for men?* 
He said, « or who their secret thoughts explore ? 
Why do 1 vex me? I will think no more.* 
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My lord of late had aaid, in manner kind, 
« My good friend Harry, do not think at blind!* 
Letters had past, though he had nothing seen, 
His careful father and my lord between ; 
But to what purpose was to him unknown — 
It might be borough business, or their own. 

Fanny, it seem'd, was now no more in dread, 
If one approach'd, she neither fear'd nor fled : 
He mused on this,—- But wherefore her alarm ? 
She knows me better, and she dreads no harm.* 

Something his fother wrote that gare him pain : 

« I know not, son, if you should yet remain ; — 

Be cautious, Harry ; favours to procure 

We strain a point, but we must first be sure: 

Love is a folly, — that, indeed, is true, — 

But something still is to our honour due. 

So I must leave the thing to my good lord and you.« 

But from Cecilia came remonstrance strong: 
« Tou write too darkly, and you stay too long; 
We hear reports; and, Henry, — mark me well,— 
I heed not every tale that triflers tell ;— 
Be you no trifler; dare not to believe 
That I am one whom words and vows deceive : 
You know your heart, your hazard you will learn. 
And this your trial— — instantly retum.n 

■ Unjust, injurious, jealous, cruel maid! 

Am I a slave, of haughty words afraid T 

Can she who thus commands expect to be obey'dT 

O! how unlike this dear assenting soul. 

Whose heart a man might at his will control?* 

Uneasy, anxious, fill'd with self-reproof. 

He now resolved to quit his patron's roof; 

And then again his vacillating mind 

To stay resolved, and that her pride should find : 

Debating thus, his pen the lover took. 

And chose the words of anger and rebuke. 

Again, yet once again, the conscious pair 
Met, and « O, speak !» was Fanny's silent prayer ; 
And, « I must speak,* said tlia embarrass'd youth, 
• Must save my honour, must confess the truth : 
Then I must lose her; but, by slow degrees, 
She will regain her peace, and 1 my ease.* 

Ah ! foolish man ! to virtue true nor vice, 
He buys distress, and self^teem the price ; 
And what his gain ? — a tender smile and sigh 
From a fond girl to feed his vanity. 

Thus, every day they lived, and every time 
They met, increased his anguish and his crime. 

Still in their m«etfaigs they wer« ofttimes nigh 
The darling theme, and then past trembling by ; 
On those occasions Henry often tried 
For the sad truth— and then his heart denied 
The utterance due : thus daily he became 
The prey of weakness, vanity, and «hame. 

But soon a day, that was their donbts to close. 
On the fond maid and fhoaghtlets youth arose. 



Within the park, beside the boonding brook. 
The social pair their nsoal ramble took ; 
And there the steward found them : diey could trace 
News in his look, and gladness in his faee. 



He was a man of riches, blufF and big. 

With clean brown broad-cloth, and with white cut wi^ 

He bore a cane of price, with riband tied. 

And a fat spaniel waddled at his side : 

To every being whom he met he gate 

His looks expressive ; civil, gay, or grave. 

But condescending all ; and each declared 

How much he govem'd, and how well he fared. 

This great man bow'd, not humbly, hot bis bow 
Appeared familiar converse to allow : 
The trembling Fanny, as he came in view. 
Within the chestnut grove in fear withdrew; 
While Henry wonder'd, not without a fear. 
Of that which brought th' important man so near: 
Doubt was dispersed by — > My esteem*d young man !• 
As he with condescending grace began 

a Though you with youthful frankness nobly trust 
Tour Fanny's friends, and doubtless think them just; 
Though you have not, with craving soni, applied 
To us, and ask'd the fortune of your bride, 
Be it our care that you shall not lament 
That love has made you so Jmprorident. 

An orphan maid Your patience ! yim shall have 

Your time to speak, I now attention crave; — 
Fanny, dear girl ! has in my spouse and me 
Friends of a kind we wisli our friends to be. 

None of the poorest nay, sir, no reply. 

You shall not need — —and we are bom to die : 

And one yet crawls on earth, of whom, I say. 

That what he has he cannot take away ; 

Her mother's fiither, one who haa a store 

Of this world's good, and always looks for more; 

But, next his money, loves the girl at heart. 

And she will have it when they come to pait.» 

«Sir,* said the youth, his terrors all awake, 
« Hear me, I pray, I beg, — for mercy's sake! 
Sir, were the secrets of my soul confeis'd, 
Would you admit the truths that I proiart 
Are such— — your pardon*—— 

■ Pardon ! good, my friend, 
I not alone will pardon, I commend : 
Think you that I have no remembrance left 
Of youthful love, and Cupid's cunning theft? 
How nymphs will listen when their swains peranade. 
How hearts an gain'd, and how exchange is made?^ 
Gome, sir, your hand*— - 

« In mercy, bear me now !» 
• I cannot hear yon, time will not allow : 
You know my station, what on me depends^ 
For ever needed— but we part as friends; 
And here comes one who will the whole etplain. 
My better self— and we shall meet again.* 

«Sir, I entreat* — — 

■ Then be entreaty made 
To her, a woman, one you may perauade; 




A little teasing, bac she will eomply, 
And loves her niece too fondly to deoy.w 

« ! he is mad, and miserable I !» 

Exclaim'd the youth; • Bat let me bow collect 

My scatter'd thoughts, I something most d^t.« 



Hurrying she cam»^«Now, what has he eonfess'd, 
Ere I could come to set your heart at rest? 
What ! he has grieved you I Yet he, too, approres 
The thing I but man will tease you, if be lores. 

But now for business: tell me, did yoa think 
That we should always 9$ your meetings wink? 
Think you, you walk'd unseen? There are who hriiig 
To me all secrets — O, you wicked thing ! 

Poor Fanny! now I think I see her blush. 
All red and rosy, whed 1 beat the bush ; 
And hide your secret, said I, if you dare ! 
So out it came, like an alFrightco'd hare. 

Miss ! said I, gravdy ; and the trembling maid 

Pleased me at heart to see her so afraid ; 

And then she wept ; — now, do remember this, 

Nerer to chide her when she does amiss ; 

For she is tender as the callow bird. 

And cannot bear to hare her temper stirred; — 

Fanny, I said, then whisper'd her the name. 

And caused such looks-^Yes, yours are just thesnmn ; 

But hear my story^— When your love was known 

For this our child — she is, in foct, our own — 

Then, first debating, we agreed at last 

To seek my lord, and tell him wliai had past. • 

■ To tell the earl?* 

• Yes, truly, and why not ? 
And then together we contrived our plot.* 

« Eternal God !• 

■ Nay, be not so turprised,— 
In all the matter we were well advised ; 
We saw my lord, and Lady Jane was there. 
And said to Johnson, ' Johnson, take a chair :' 
True, we are servants in a certain way. 
Bat in the higher places so are tliey ; 
We are obey'd in ours, and they in theirs obey — 
So Johnson how'd, for that was right and fit, 
And had no scruple with the earl to sit — 
Why look yon so impatient while I teH 
*What they debated ? — you must like it well. 

' I<«et them go on,* our gracious earl began ; 
* They will go off,' said, joking, my good man : 
' Well r said the counteas,~she's a lover's friend,— 

' What if they do, they make the speedier end' 

But be you more composed, for that dear child 

Is witli her joy and apprehension wild : 

O ! we have watch'd you on from day to day, 

* There go the lovers!* we were wont to say — 
« But why that look?» 

• Dear madam, I implore 
A single moment !» 

« I can give no more : 
Here are yonr letters— that 's afomale pen. 
Said I to Fanny—* 'C is his sister's, then,' 



Replied the maid. — No ! never muse you stray ; 
Or hide your wanderings, if you should, I pray ; 
I know, at least I fear, the best may err. 
But keep the bynnralks of your life from her : 
That youth should stray is nothing to be told, 
When they have sanction in the grave and old. 
Who have no call to wander and transgreas, 
But very love of change and wantonness. 

I pratde idly, wbiU your letters wait. 
And then my lord has much that he would state, 
All good to you-^o clear that clouded fece. 
And with good looks your locky lot embrace. 

Now mind that none with hers divide your heart, 

For she would die ere lose the — n«lio^ p^it . 

And I rejoice that all has gone so well. 

For who th' effect of Johnson's rage can toll? 

lie had his fears when yon begui to meet. 

But I assured him there was no deceit : 

He is a man who kindneis will requite. 

But injured once, revenge is his delighl ; 

And he would spend the best of his estates 

To ruin, goods and body, them he hates; 

While he is kind enough when he approves 

A deed that 's done, and serves the man he loves : 

Come, read your letters— I must now be gone. 

And think of matters Abai are coming ou.n 

Henry was lost,— his brain confused, his soul 

Dismay'd and sunk, his thoughts beyond control ; 

Borne on by terror, he foreboding read 

Cecilia's letter ! and his courage fled; 

All was a gloomy, dark, and dreadfiil view, 

He felt him guilty, but indignant too: 

And as he read, he felt the high disdain 

Of injured men— « She may repent, in vain.i* 

Cecilia much had heard, and told him all 
That scandal taught— « A servant at the ball. 
Or lervant's dau^ter, in the kitchen bred. 
Whose fether would not with her mother wed. 
Was now his choice! a Mushing fool, the toy, 
Or the attempted, bodi of man and boy; 
More than suspected, but without the wit 
Or the allurements for such creatures fit; 
Not virtuous though unfeeling, cold as ice 
And yet not chaste, the weeping fool of vice ; 
Yielding, not tender ; feeble, not refined ; 
Her form insipid, and without a mind. 

Rival ! she spum'd the word ; but let him stay, 
Wam'd as he was! beyond the present day, 
Whate'er his patron might object to this, 
The uncle-bnder, or die weeping miss- 
Let him from this one angle day remain, 
And then return I he would to her, in vain ; 
Tliere let him then abide, to earn, or crave 
Food undeserved! and be with slaves a slave. m 

Had reason guided anger, govern'd seal, 
Or chosen words to make a lover fleel, 
She might have saved him— anger and abtiae 
Will but defiance and revenge produce. 



« Unjust and cmel, insolent and proud !• 
He said, indignant, and he spoke aloud. 
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«c Buller! and servant! Gentlest of thy sex, 
Thou woutdst not thus a man who loved thee Tex; 
Thou wouldst not thus to vile report give ear, 
Nor thus enraged for fancied crimes appear ; 
I know not what, dear maid ! — if thy soft smiles were 
here.n 

And then, that instant, there appear d the maid/ 
By his sad looks in her approach dismay'd ; 
Such timid sweetness, and so wrong'd, did more 
Than all her pleading tenderness before. 

In that weak moment, when disdain and pride, 
And fear and fondness, drew the man aside, 
In this weak moment — « Wilt thou,» he began, 
« Be mine?)* and joy o'er all her features ran; 
« I will !» she softly whisper'd ; but the roar 
Of cannon would not strike his spirit more; 
Ev'n as his lips the lawless contract seal'd 
lie felt that conscience lost her seven-fold shield, 
And honour fled ; but still he spoke of love, 
And all was joy in the consenting dove. 

That evening all in fond discourse was spent, 

When the sad lover to his chamber went. 

To think on What had past, to grieve and to repent : 

Early he rose, and look'd with many a sigh 

On die red light that fill'd the eastern sky i 

Oft had he stood before, alert and gay, 

To hail the glories of the new-bom day : 

But now dejected, languid, listless, low. 

He saw the wind upon the water blow, 

And the cold stream curl'd onward as the gale 

From the pine-hill blew harshly down the dale ; 

On the right side the youth a wood survey'd. 

With all its dark intensity of shade ; 

Where the rough wind alone was heard to move, 

In this, the pause of nature and of love. 

When now the young are rear'd, and when the old, 

Lost to the tie, grow negligent and cold — 

Far to the left he saw the huts of men. 

Half hid in mist, that hung upon tlie fen ; 

Before him swallows, gathering for the sea, 

Took their short flights, and twitter'd on the lea ; 

And near the bean-sheaf stood, the harvest done, 

And slowly blacken'iLiQ the sickly sun ; 

All these were sad in nature, or they took 

Sadness from him, the likeness of bis look, 

And of his mind — he pondered for a while. 

Then met his Fanny with a borrow'd smile. 

j Not much rcmain'd ; for money and my lord 
Soon made the father of the youth accord ; 
His prudence half resisted, half obey'd. 
And scorn kept still the guardians of the maid : 
Cecilia never on the subject spoke, 
She seem'd as one who from a dream awoke ; 
So all was peace, and soon the married pair 
Fix'd with fair fortune in a mansion fair. 

Five years had past, and what was Henry then? 

The most repining of repenting men ; 

Witli a fond, teasing, anxious wife, afraid 

Of all attention to another paid ; 

Yet powerless she her husband to amuse, 

Lives but t* entreat, implore, resent, accuse ; 



Jealous and tender, conscious of defects. 
She merits little, and yet much expects ; 
She looks for love that now she cannot see. 
And sighs for joy that never more can be ; 
On his retirements her complaints intrude, 
And fond reproof endears his solitude : 
While he her weakness ( once her kindness) sees. 
And his affections in her languor freeze ; 
Regret, unchcck'd by hope, devours his mind. 
He feels unhappy, and he grows unkind. 

* 

■ Fool ! to be taken by a rosy cheek, ' 

And eyes that cease to sparkle or to speak ; 
Fool! for this child my freedom to resign. 
When one the glory of her sex was mine ; 
While from this burthen to my soul I hide. 
To think what Fate has dealt, and what denied. 

What fiend possess'd me when I tamely gave 
My forced assent to be an idiot's slave 7 
Her beauty vanish'd, what for me remains? 
Th' eternal clicking of the galling chains : 
Her person truly I may think my own. 
Seen without pleasure, without triumph shown : 
Doleful she sits, her cliildren at her knees. 
And gives up all her feeble powers to please ; 
Whom I, unmoved, or moved with scorn, behold. 
Melting as ice, as vapid and as cold.n 

Such was his fate, and he must yet endure 
The self-contempt that no self-love can cure: 
Some business call'd him to a wealthy town 
When unprepared for more than Fortune's At>i«n ; 
There at a house he gave his luckless name. 
The master absent, and Cecilia came ; 
Unhappy man ! he could not, dared not qieak, 
But look'd around, as if retreat to seek : 
This she allow'd not ; but, with brow severe, 
Ask'd him his business, sternly bent to hear ; 
He had no courage, but he view'd that face 
As if he sought for sympathy and grace ; 
As if some kind oetuming tliought to trace : 
In vain ; not long he waited, but with air. 
That of all grace compell'd him to despair. 
She rang the bell, and, when a servant came. 
Left the repentant traitor to his shame ; 
But, going, spoke, « Attend this person out. 
And if he speaks, hear what he comes about !i 
Then, with cool curtesy, from tlie room withdrew, 
That seem'd to say, « Unhappy man, adieu!* 

Thus will it be when man permits a vice 
First to invade his heart, and then entice ; 
W^hen wishes vain and undefined arise. 
And that weak h^art deceive, seduce, surprise; 
When evil Fortune works on Folly's side. 
And rash Resentment adds a spur to Pride ; 
Then life's long troubles from those actions come. 
In which a moment may decide our doom. 
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Rich AID one month had with his brother been, 

And had his guests, his friends, his fa?ourites seen ; 

Had heard the rector, who with decent forces 

But not of action, aided his discourse : 

« A moral teacher!* some, contemptuous, cried ; 

He smiled, but nothing of the fact denied, 

Nor, save by his fair life, to charge so strong replied. 

Still, though he bade them not on aught rely 

That was their own, but all their worth deny, 

They call'd his pure adrice hb cold morality ; 

And though he felt that earnesmess and seal, 

That made some portion of his hearers feel, 

Nay, though he loved the minds of men to lead 

To the great points that form the Christian's creed, 

Still he offended, for he would discuss 

Points that to him seem'd requisite for usj 

And urge his flock to virtue, though he knew 

The very heathen taught the virtues too \ 

Nor was this moral minister afraid 

To ask of inspiration's self the aid 

Of truths by him so sturdily maintain'd. 

That some confusion in the parish reign'd ; 

■ Heathens,* they said, • can tell us right from wrong, 

But to a Christian higher points belong. » 

Yet Jacques proceeded, void of fear and shama, 

In his old method, and obtain'd the name 

Of Moral Preacher-— yet they all agreed, 

Whatever error had defiled his creed. 

His life vras pure, and him they could commend, 

Not as their guide, indeed, but as their friend : 

Truth, justice, pity, and a love of peace, 

Were his — but there must approbation cease ; 

He either did not, or he would not see. 

That if he meant a favourite priest to be. 

He must not show, but learn of them, the way 

To truth — he must not dictate, but obey : 

They vrish'd him not to bring them further light. 

But to convince them that they now were right. 

And to assert that justice will condemn 

All who presumed to disagree with them : 

In this hf fail'd ; and his the greater blame. 

For be persisted, void of fear or shame. 

Him Richard heard, and by his friendly aid 
Were pleasant views observed and visits paid ; 
He to peculiar people found hit way, 
And had his question answered, • Who are they I * 

Twice in the week came letter*, and delight 
Beam'd in the eye of Richard at the sight. 
Letters of love, all full and running o'er, 
The paper fiU'd till it could hold no more; 
Cross'd with discolour'd ink, the doublings full, 
No fear that love should find abundance dull$ 
Love reads unsated all that love inspires. 
When most indulged, indulgence still requires { 
Looks whit the corners, what the crossings tell, 
And lifts each folding for a fond farewell* 



George saw and smiled—* To lovers we allow 

All this o'erflowing, but a husband thou! 

A father too : can time create no change? 

Married, and still so foolish ? — very strange ! 

What of this wife or mistress is the art?* — 

■ The simple truth, my brother, to impart. 

Her heart, whene'er she writes, feels writing to a heart. ■ 

«Fortune, dear Richard, is ^y friend — a wife 
Like thine must soften every care of life, 
And all its woes — I know a pair, whose lives 
Run in the common track of men and wives; 
And half their worth, at least, this pair would give 
Gould they like thee and tliy Matilda live. 

They were, as lovers, of the fondest kind, 
With no delects in manner or in mind ; 
In habit, temper, prudence, they were those 
Whom, as examples, I could once propose; 
Now this, when married, you no longer trace, 
But discontent and sorrow in the place : 
Their pictures, taken as the pair I saw 
In a late contest, I have tried to draw; 
'T is but a sketch, and at my idle time 
I put my couple in the garb of rhyme: 
Thou art a critic of the milder sort, 
And thou wilt judge with fevour my report 

Let me premise, twelve months have Qpwn away, 
Swiftly or sadly, siace the happy day. 

Let ns suppose the couple left to spend 
Some hours without engagement or a friend ; 
And be it likewise on our mind imprcss'd, 
They pass for persons happy and at rest ; 
Their love by Hymen crown'd, and all their pjrosptcis 
bleis'd. 



Love has slow death and sodden : wretches prove 
That fete severe — the sudden death of love; 
It is as if, on day serenely bright, 
Came with ia horrors instantaneous night; 
Others there are with whom love dies away 
In gradual waste and unperceived decay; 
Such is that death of love that nature finds 
Most fitted for the use of common minds. 
The natural deaths but doubtless there are some 
Who struggle hard when they perceive it come; 
Loth to be loved no longer, loth to prove 
To the once dear that they no longer love; 
And some with not successless arts will strive 
To keep the weak'ning, fluttering flame alive. 
But see my verse: in this 1 try to paint 
The passion foiling, fading to oomplaint. 
The gathering grief for joys remembered yet. 
The vain remonstrance, and the weak regret: 
First speaks the wife in sorrow, she is grieved 
T admit the truth, and would he still deceived.* 



HENRY AND EMMA. 

B. Well, my good sir, I shall contend no more; 
But, O ! the vows you made, the oaths you swore 
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H. To love you alwayt :-~I con fan it true; 
And do I not? If not, what can I do 7 
Moreover tliink what you yourself profeM'd, 
And then the subject may for eter rest. 

E. Yes, sir, obedience I profess'd; I know 
My debt, and wish to pay you all 1 owe, 
Pay without murmur ; but that vow was made 
To you, who said it never should be paid ;— 
Now truly tell mc why you took, such care 
To make mc err ? 1 ask'd you not to swnar, 
But rather hoped you would my mind direct, 
And say, when married, what you would expect. 

You may remember — it is not so long 

Since you affirm'd that I could not be wrong ; 

1 told you then — you recollect, I told 

The very truth— that humour would not hold; 

Not that I thought, or ever could suppose. 

The mi[;lity raptures were so soon to close — 

Poetic flights of love all sunk in sullen prose. 

Do you remember how you used to hang 
Upon my looks? your transports when 1 sang? 
1 play'd — you melted into fOars ; I moved — 
•Voice, words, and motion, how you all approved ; 
A time when Emnui rcign'd, a time when Henry loved 
You recollect ? 

H. Yes, surely ; and then why 

The needless truths? do I the facts deny? 
For this remonstrance I can see no need, 
Or this impatience — if yoi& do, proceed. 

E. O! that is now so cool, and with a smile 
That sharpens insult — I detest the style; 
And, now I talk of styles, with what delighr 
You read my lines— I then, it seems, could write : 
In short, when I was present you could see 
But one dear object, and you lived for me ; 
And now, sir, what your pleasure? Let me drew. 
Sing, speak, or write, bnd you your sense express 
Of my poor taste — my words are not correct ; 
In all I do is failing or defect- 
Some error you will seek, some blunder will detect; 
And what can such dissatisfaction prove 7 
I tell you, Henry, you liate ceased to lote. 

H. I own it not; but if a (ruth it be, 
It is the fault of nature, not of me. 
Remember you, my lote, the fairy tale. 
Where the young pairs were spelt-bonnd in the vale? 
When all around them gay or giorious seem'd, 
And of bright views and ceaseless joys they dream'd ; 
Young love and infiant life no more could give— 
They said but half, when they ezclaim'd, « We live !t 
All was so light, so lovely, so serene, 
And not a trouble to be heard or seen ; 
Till, melting into truth, the vision fled, 
And there came miry roads and thorny ways instead. 

Such was our fatei my charmer! we were found 
A wandering pair, by roguish Cupid bound ; 
All that I saw was gifted to inspire 
Grand views of blin, and wake in'onse desire 
Of joys that never pall, of flights that never lire; 



There was tliat purple light of love, that bloom« 

That ardent passions in their growth assume, 

That pure enjoyment of the soul— O I weak 

Arc words such loves and giovring thoughts to tpeak ! 

1 sought to praise thee, and I felt disdain 

Of my own effort; all attemptt were vain. 

Nor they alone were charming; by that light 

All loved of thee grew lovely in my sight ; 

Sweet influence not its own in every place 

Was found, and there was found in all things grace; 

Thy shrubs and plants were seen new bloom to bear. 

Not the Arabian sweets so fragrant were. 

Nor Eden's self, if aught with Eden might compare. 

You went the church>way walk, yon reach'd the farm, 

And gave the grass and babbling ^rings a charm; 

Crop, whom you rodo, — sad rider though yoa be,— 

Thenceforth was more than Pegasus to me : 

Have I not woo'd your snariing cur to bend 

To me the paw and greeting of a friend? 

And all his surly ugliness fbiigave. 

Because, like me, he was my Emma's slave? 

Think you, thus charm'd, I would the spell revoke 1 

Alas! my love, we married, and it broke! 

Yet no deceit or falsehood suin'd my breast, 

What I asserted might a saint attest; 

Fair, dear, and good thou wert, nay, fairest, deanel^ best ; 

Nor sliame, Dor guilt, nor falsehood I avow, 

But 't is by heaven's own liglit I see thee now ; 

And if that light will all those glories chase, 

'T is not my wish that will the good replace^ 



B. O! sir, this boyish tale is mighty well, 
But 't was your falsehood that destroy'd the spell : 
Speak not of nature, 't is an evil mind 
That makes you to accustom'd beauties blind ; 
Tou seek tlie fsults yoursdf, and then complain you find. 

H. I sought them not; but, madam, *t is in Tain 
The course of love and nature to restraiif; 
Lo ! when the buds expand, the leaves are green. 
Then the first opening of the flower is sesu ; 
Then comes the honied breath and rosy smile, 
That with their sweets the willing sense begnile; 
But, as we look, and love, and taste, and praise. 
And the fruit grows, the charming flower decays; 
Till all is gatber'd, and the wintry blast 
Moans o'er the place of love arid pleasure past. 

So 't is with beauty, — each the opening grace 
And dawn of glory in the youthful face; 
Then are the charms unfolded to the sight. 
Then all is loveliness and all delight; 
'The nuptial tie succeeds, the genial hour. 
And, lo! the falling off of beauty's flower; 
So, tlirough all nature is the progress made. — 
The bud, the bloom, the fruit, — and then we fade. 

Then sigh no more, — we might as well retain 
The yearns gay prime as bid that love remain. 
That fond, delusive, happy, transient spell. 
That hides us from a world wherein we dwell, 
And forms and fits us for that fairy ground. 
Where charming dreanM and gey conceitr abound ; 
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Till comes at length th* awakening strife and care, 
That we, as tried and toiling men, must share. 

E. O! sir, I most not think that hearen approres 
Ungrateful man or unrequited loves ; 
Nor that we less are fitted for our parts 
By having tender soub and feeling hearts. 

B, Come, my dear friend, and let us not refuse 
The good we have, by grief for that we lose; 
But let ns both the very truth confess; 
This most reltere the ill, and may redress. 

B. O! much I fear! I practised no deceit, 
Such as I am 1 saw you at my feet; 
If for a goddess you a girl would take, 
.T is you yourself the disappointment make. 

H. And I alone?— 01 Emma, when I pray'd 
For grace from thee, transported and afraid,^ 
Now raised to rapture, now to terror doom'd. 
Was not the goddess by the girl assumed ? 
Did not my Emma use her skill to hide- 
Let us be ^nk — her Weakness and her pride ? 
Did she not all her sex's arts pursue. 
To bring the angel forward to my view? 
Was not the rising anger oft suppress'd ? 
Was not the waking passion husli'd to rest? 
And when so mildly sweet you look'd and spoke, 
Did not the woman deign to wear a cloak? 
A cloak she wore, or, though not clear my sight, 
I might hare seen her— Think you not I might? 

E. 0! this is glorious! — while your passion lives. 
To the loved maid a robe of grace it gives; 
And then, unjust ! beholds her with surprise, 
Unrobed, ungracious, when the passion dies. 

H, For this, my Emma, I to Heaven appeal, 
I felt entirely what I seem'd to feel ; 
Thou wert all precious in my sight, to mc 
The being angels are supposed to be ; 
And am I now of my deception told. 
Because I'm doom'd a woman to behold? 

B. Sir 1 in few words I would a question ask — 
Mean these reproaches that 1 wore a mask ? 
Mean yon that I by art or caution tried 
To show a virtue, or a fault to hide? 

H. I will obey you— When you seem'd to ^t 
Those books we read, and praised tliem with such seal, 
Approring all that certain friends approved. 
Was it the pages, or the praise you loved ! 
Nay, do not frown — I much rejoiced to find 
Such early judgment in such gentle mind; 
But, since we married, have you deign'd to look 
On the graire subjects of one favourite book ? 
Or have the once-applauded pages power 
T* engage their warm approver for an hour! 

Nay, hear me further— -When we vicw'd that dell, 
Where lie those ruins— you must know it well- 
When that worn pedioienc your walk delay'd. 
And the stream gushing through the arch decay'd ; 



When at the venerable pile you stood, 

Till the docs ventured on our solitude, 

We were so still ! before the growing day 

Gall'd us reluctant from our seat away — 

Tell me, was all the feeling you express'd 

The genuine feeling of my Emma's breast? 

Or was it borrow'd, that her faithful slave 

The higher notion of her taste might have? 

So nuiy I judge, for of that lovely scene 

Tlie married Emma has no witness been ; 

No more beheld that vrater, foiling, flow 

Through the green fern that there delights to grow. 

Once more permit me — Well, I know, you feel 
For suffering men, and would their sufferings heal. 
But when at certain huts you chose to call. 
At certain seasons, was compassion ail ? 
I there beheld thee, to the wretched dear 
As angels to expiring saints appear 
M^en whispering hope — I saw an infant pressed 
And hush'd to slumber on my Emma's breast ! 
Hush'd be each rude suggestion I — Well I know, 
Witli a free hand your bounty yon bestow ; 
And to these objects frequent comforts send, 
But still they see not now their pitying friend. 

A merchant, Emma, when his wealth he states^ 
Though rich, is feiulty if he over-rates 
His real store; and, gaining greater trust 
For the deception, should we deem him just? 

If in your singleness of heart you hide 
No flaw or frailty, when your truth i» tried. 
And time has drawn aside the veil of love. 
We may be sorry, but we must approve ; 
The fancied charms no more our praise compel, 
But doubly shines the worth that stands #0 well. 



E. ! preeiou» are yon all, and prises tooi^ 
Or could we take such guflty pains for you ? 
Believe it not — A» long as passion lasts, 
A charm about the chosen maid it casts; 
And the poor girl has little more to do 
Than just to keep in sight as you pursue : 
Chance to a ruin leads her; you behold. 
And straight the angel of her taste is told ; 
Chance to a cottage leads you, and you trace 
A virmous pity in the angel's face ; 
She reads a work you chance to recommend. 
And likes it well— at least, she likes the friend; 
But when it chances this no more is done. 
She has not left one virtue — No ! not one' 

But be it said, good sir, we use such art. 

Is it not done to hold a fickle heart, 

And fix a roving eye?— Is that design 

Shameful or wicked that would keep you mine ? 

If I confess the art, I would proceed 

To say of such that every maid lias need. 

Then when you flatter — in your language — praise. 

In our own view you must our value raise; 

And must we not, to tliis mistaken man, 

Appear as like his picture as we can 7 

If yon will call — nay, treat us as divine. 

Must we not something to your tlioughis incline I 
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If men of sense will worship whom they lore. 
Think you the idol will the error prove? 
What ! show him all her glory is pi etcnce, 
And make an idiot of this man of sense? 

Then, too, suppose we should his praise refuse. 
And clear his mind, we may our lover lose; 
In fact, you make us more than nature makes, 
And we, no doubt, consent to your mistakes; 
You will, we know, until the frenzy cools. 
Enjoy the transient paradise of fools ; 
But fancy fled, you quit the bli»sful state, 
And truth for ever bars the (joldcn (jate. 

H. True! but how ill each other to upbraid, 
'T is not our fault that wc no longer staid ; 
No sudden fate our lingering love supprcst. 
It died an easy death, and calmly sank to rest: 
To either sex is the dt'lu&ion lent, 
And when it fails us, we should rest content, 
T is cruel to reproach, when bootless to repent. 

E. Then wise the lovers who consent to wait. 
And always lin(;erin([, never try the state ; 
But hurried on, by wliat they call their pain 
And 1 their bliss, no lontjcr they refrain ; 
To ease that pain, to loik: that bliss, they run 
To the church ma(;i, and the thinj; is done; 
A spell is uttcr'd, and a rin^j applied, 
And forth they walk a bridegroom and a bride. 
To find this counter-charm, this marriage rite. 
Has put their pleasant fallacies to flight! 
But tell me, Henry, should we truly strive, 
Hay we not bid the happy dream revive? 

B. Alas ! they say when weakness or when vice 
Expels a foolish pair from Paradise, 
The guardian power to prayer has no regard, 
The knowledge once obtaiu'd, the gate is barr'd; 
Or could we enter we should still repine. 
Unless we could the knowledge too resign. 
Yet let us calmly view our present fate. 
And make a humbler Eden of our state; 
With tliis advantage, that what now we gain, 
Experience gives, and prudence will retain. 

E. Ah ! much I doubt — when you in fury broke 
That lovely vase by one impassion'd stroke. 
And thousand china-fragments met my sight. 
Till rising anger pat my grief to flight; 
As well might you the beauteous jar repicce, 
As joy renew and bid vexation cease. 

H. Why then *t is wisdom, Emma, not to keep 
These grieh in memory ; tliey had better sleep. 

There was a time when this heaven-guarded isle, 
Whose valley^ flourish — nay, whose mountains amile, 
Was stcril, wild, defbrm'd, and beings rude 
Creatures scarce wilder than themselves pursued ; 
The sea was heard around a waste to howl. 
The night-wolf answer'd to the whooting owl, 
And all was wretched — Yet who now surveys 
The land, withholds his wonder and his praise 7 
Come, let us try and make our moral view 
Improve like tliis — this have we power to do. 



E. O ! ri! be all forgetful, deaf and dumb. 
And all you wish, to have theae chan(fN come. 

H. And come they may, if not as hfetoffofe. 

We caunot all the lovely vase restore; 

What we beheld in Love's perspective glaia 

Has pass'd away — one sigh ! and let it past— 

It was a blissful vision, and it fled. 

And we must get some actual good instead : 

Of good and evil that we daily find. 

That we must hoard, this banisli from the mind; 

The food of Love, that food on which he thrivea. 

To find must be the business of our lives; 

And when we know what Love delights to see. 

We must his guardians and providers be. 

As careful peasants, with incessant toil. 
Bring eartli to vines in bare and rocky soil, 
And, as they raise with care each scanty heap. 
Think of the purple clusters they shall reap; 
So those accretions to the mind we '11 bring. 
Whence fond regard and just esteem will spring; 
Then, though we backwani look with some regret 
On those first joys, we shall be happy yet. 

Each on the other must in all depend. 

The kind adviser, the unfailing friend; 

Through the rough world we must each other aid. 

Leading and led, obeying and obey'd ; 

Favoured and favouring, eager to believe 

What should be truth — unwilling to perceiva 

What might offend — determined to remove 

What has offended ; wisely to improve 

What pleases yet, and guard returning love. 

Nor doubt, my Emma, but in many an hour 
Fancy, who sleeps, shall wake witli aU her power ; 
And we shall pass — though not perhaps remain — 
To fairy-land, and feel its charm again. 



BOOK XV. 



GRETNA GREEN. 

R'chard meets an Acquaintance of bis Toulh— The Rind 
of Meeting — His School — The Doctor Sidmere and his 
Family — Belwood, a Pupil — The Doctor's Opinion of 
him — The Opinion of his Wife — and of his Daughter 
— Consultation — The Lovers — Flight to Gretna Green 
— Return no more — The Doctor and his Lady — Bet- 
wood and his Wife — The Doctor reflects— Goes 10 his 
Son-inldw — His Reception and Return. 



■ I MET,* said Richard, when retum'd to dine, 
« In my excursion, with a friend of mine; 
Friend ! I mistake, — but yet I knew him wrell. 
Ours was the village where he came to dwell ; 
He was an orphan bom to wealth, and then 
Placed in tlie guardian-care of cautious men ; 
When our good parent, who was kindness all, 
Fed and caress'd him when he choae to call; 
And tliis he loved, for he was always one 
For whom some pleasant service must be done. 
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Or he was tuUen — He would come and play 
At his own time, and at his pleasure stay; 
But our kind parent soothed him as a boy 
Without a firiend ; she lofed he shoald enjoy 
A day of ease, and strove to give his mind employ : 
She had but seldom the desired success. 
And therefore parting troubled her the less ; 
Two years he there remained, then went his wiy, 
I think to school, and him I met to-diy. 

I heard his name, or he had past unknown. 

And, without scruple, I divulged my own ; 

His words were civil, but not much express'd| 

'Yes! he had heard 1 was my brother's guest;* 

Then would explain, what was not plain to me. 

Why he could not a social neighbour be. 

He envied you, he said, your quiet life, 

And me a loving and contented wife ; 

You, as unfetter'd by domestic bond. 

Me, as a husband and a father fond : 

1 was about to speak, when to the right 

The road then tum'd, and lo ! his house in sight. 

' Adieu r he said, nor gave a word or sign 
Of invitation — * Yonder house is mine ; 
Your brothel's 1 prefer, if 1 might chuse — 
But, my dear sir, you have no time to lose/ 

Say, is he poor? or has he fits of spleen ? 
Or is he melancholy, moped, or mean T 
So cold, so distant^ — I bestow'd some pains 
Upon the fever in my Irish veins, t 

« Well, Richard, let your native wrath be tamed, 
The man has half the evils you have named ; 
He is not poor, indeed, nor is he free 
From all the gloom and care of poverty. » 

t But is he married ?•—« Hush ? the bell, my friend; 
That business done, we will to this attend ; 
And, o'er our wine engaged, and at our ease, 
We may discourse of Belwood's miseries ; 
Not that his sufferings please me — No, indeed ; 
But I from such am happy to be freed.* 

Their speech, of course, to this misfortune led, 
A weak young man improvidently wed. 

■ Weak,* answer'd Richard ; « but we do him wrong 
To say that his affection was not strong.* 

■ That we may doubt,* said George; « in men so weak 
You may in vain the strong affections seek ; 

They have strong nppetites ; a fool will eat 
As long as food is to his palate sweet ; 
Htt rule is not what sober nature needs. 
But what the palate covets as ho feeds : 
He has the passions, anger, envy, fiear. 
As storm is angry, and as frost severe ; 
Uncheck'd, he still retains what nature gave. 
And has what creatures of the forest have. 

Weak boys, indulged by parents just as weak. 
Will with much force of their affection speak ; 
But let mamma the accustom*d sweets withhold, 
And the fond bo]^ grow insolent and cold. 



Weak men profess to love, and while untried 

May woo with warmth, and grieve to be denied; 

But this is selBsh ardour, — all the leal 

Of their pursuit is from the wish they feel 

For self-indulgence — When do they deny 

Themselves? and when the favourite object fly? 

Or, for that object's sake, with her requests comply T 

Their sickly love is fed with hopes of joy, 

Repnl9es damp it, and delay's destroy ; 

Love, that to virtuous acts will some excite. 

In others but provokes an appetite; 

In better minds, when love possession takes 

And meets with peril, he the reason shakes; 

But these weak natures, when tliey love profess, 

Never regard tlieir small concerns the less. 

That true and genuine love has Quixote-flights 
May be allowed — in vision it delights ; 
But in its loftiest flight, its wildest dream. 
Has something in it that commands esteem: 
But this poor love to no such region soars. 
But, Sancho-like, its selflsh loss deplores; 
Of lU own merit and its service speaks. 
And full reward for all its duty seeks.* 

— « When a rich boy, with all the pride of youth, 
Weds a poor beauty, will you doubt his truth ; 
Such love is tried — it indiscreet may be. 
But must be generous*— 

kThat I do not see; 
Just at this time the balance of the mind 
Is this or that way by the weights inclined ; 
In this scale beauty, wealth in that abides. 
In dubious balance, till the last subsides ; 
Things are not poised in just the equal state. 
That the ass stands stock-still in the debate; 
Though when deciding he may slowly pass 
And long for both — the nature of the ass; 
'T is but an impulse that he must obey 
When he resigns one bundle of the hay.* 



Take your friend Belwood, whom his guardians sent 
To Doctor Sidmere — full of dread he went ; 
Doctor they call'd him — he was not of us. 
And where be was—- we need not now di^cnss ' 
He kept a school, he had a daughter fair. 
He said, as angels, — say, as women are. 

Clara, this beauty, had a figure light, 
Her face was handsome, and her eyes were bright; 
Her voice was music, not by anger raised ; 
And sweet her dimple, either pleased or praised; 
All round the village was her fame allow'd. 
She was its pride, and not a little proud. 

The ruling thought that sway'd her filler's mind 

Was this — I am for dignity dcsign'd : 

Riches he rather as a mean approved. 

Yet sought them early, and in seeking loved ; 

For this he early made the marriage vow. 

But fail'd to gain — 1 recollect not how; 

For this his lady had his wrath incurr'd, 

But that her feelings seldom could be stirred; 

To his fair daughter, famed as well as fair, 

He look'd, and found his consolati<Mi there. 
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The Doctor taught of youth some half a tcorc, 
Well-born and wealthy— He would take no more; 
His wife, when peevish, told him, ■ Yet ! and glada- 
It might be so— no more were to be had : 
Belwood, it seems, for college was design'd, 
But for more study he was not inclined t 
He thought of labouring there with much dismay. 
And motives mix'd here urged the long delay. 

He now on manhood verged, at least began 
To talk as he supposed became a man. 

M \\%ether he chose the college or the school 
Was his own act, and that should no man rule ; 
He had his reasons for the step he took. 
Did they suppose he stay'd to read his book?* 

Hopeless, the Doctor said, • This boy is one 
With whom I fear there 's nothing to be done.» 

His wife replied, who more had gueas'd or knew, 
■ You only mean there 's notliing he can do; 
Ev'n there you err, unless you mean indeed 
That the poor lad can neither think nor read.w 

— 'What credit can I by such dunce obtain?*-^ 
« Credit? I know not— you may something gain; 
'T is true he has no passion for his books, 
Dut none can closer study Clara's looks ; 
And who controls him ? now his father '$ gone, 
There 's not a creature cares about tlie son. 
If he be brought to ask your daughter's hand, 
All that he has will be at her command ; 
And who is she? and whom does she obey? 
Where is the wrong, and what the danger, pray? 
Becoming guide to one who guidance needs 
Is merit surely — If the tiling succeeds. 
Cannot you always keep him at your side. 
And be his hooour'd guardian and his guide? 
And cannot 1 my pretty Clara rule ? 
Is not diis better than a noisy school ?» 

The Doctor thought and mused, he felt and fcar'd, 
Wish'd it to be — then wish'd he had not heard; 
But he was angry — that at least was right. 
And gave him credit in his lady's sight; — 
Then, milder grown, yet something still severe, 
He said, « Consider, Madam, think and fear ;» 
But, ere they parted, softening to a smile, 
« Farewell !» said he— mI 'U think myself awhile. » 

James and his Clara had, with many a pause 
And many a doubt, infringed the Doctof's laws; 
At first with terror, and with eyes tum'd round 
On every side for fear they should be found ; 
In the long passage, and without tlie gate, 
They met, and talk'd of love and his estate ; 
Sweet little notes, and full of hope, were laid 
Where they were found by the attentive maid; 
And these she answer'd kindly as she could, 
But still * I dare not* waited on * I would;* 
Her fears and wishes she in part confcss'd, 
Her thoughts and views she carefully suppreas'd; 
Her Jemmy said at length, « He did not heed 
His guardian's angcr^What was he, indoed? 



A tradesman once, and had his fortune (aan'd 
In that low way, — such anger he disdain'd— 
He loved her pretty looks, her eyes of blue, 
Her aiibum-braid, and lips tliat shone like dew; 
And did ^e think her Jemmy stay'd at school 
To study Greek ?— What, take him for a fbolT 
Not he, by Jove ! for what he had to seek 
He would in English ask her, not in Greek ; 
Will you be mine? are all your scruples gone? 
Then let 's be off — I 've that will uke us on.» 
T was true; the clerk of an attorney there 
Had found a Jew,— the Jew supplied the heir. 

Yet had he fears—* My guardians may condemn 
Tlie choice I make — but what is that to them? 
The more they strive my pleasure to restraio 
The less they '11 find they 're likely to obtain; 
For when they work one to a proper cue. 
What they forbid one takes delight to do.* 

Clara exulted — now the day would come 
Belwood must take her in her carriage home ; 

■ Then 1 shall hear what Envy will remark 
When I shall sport the ponies in the park; 
When my friend Jane will meet me at tbe btll. 
And see me taken out the first of all ; 

I sec her looks when she beholds the men 

All crowd about me— she will simper then, 

And cry with her affected air and Toice, 

' O I my sweet Clara, how do 1 rejoice 

At your good fortune !' — * Thank you, dear,* Hy I ; 

' But some there are that could for envy die.'* 

Mamma look'd on with thoughts to these allied. 
She felt the pleasure of reflected pride; 
She should respect in Clara's honour find-i^ 
Uut she to Clara's secret thoughts was blind ; 
O ! when we thus design we do but spread 
Nets for our feet, and to our toils are led : 
Those whom we think we rule their views attain. 
And we partake the guilt without the gain. 

The Doctor long had thought, till he became 
A victim both to avarice and shame; 
From his importance, every eye was placed 
On his designs— How dreadful if disgraced! 

■ O! that unknown to him the pair had flown 
To that same Green, tlie project all their own ! 
And should they now be guilty of the act. 
Am not 1 free from knowledge of the fact? 
wai they not, if they will ?»— T is thus we 
The check of conscience, and oar guide defeat. 

This friend, this spy, this counsellor at rest, 
More pleasing views were to tlie mind addrcM'd. 



The mischief done, he would be much 

For weeks, nay, months, and slowly be appeased ;< 

Yet of this anger if tbey felt the dread, 

Perhaps they dare not steal away to wed; 

And if on hints of mercy they sltould go. 

He stood committed — it must not be so. 

In this dilemma either horn was bard,'- 

Best to seem careless, then, and off one's guard ; 
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And, lest their terror should dicir flight prerent, 
IIU wife might argue — fathers will relent 
On such occasions — and that she should share 
The guilt and censure was her proper care. 

■ Suppose them wed,- said he, ■ and at my feet, 
I must exclaim that instant — Vile deceit! 

Then will my daughter, weeping, while they kneel, 
For its own Clara beg my heart may feel '■ 
At last, hut slowly, 1 may all forgive, 
And their adviser and director live.* 

When wislies only weak the heart surprise, 
Heaven, in its mercy, the fond prayer denies; 
Rut when our wishes are both base and weak. 
Heaven, in its justice, gives us what we seek. 

All pass'd that was expected, all prepared 

To share the comfort — What the comfort shared ? 

The married pair, on their return, a;;reed 
That they from school were now completely freed ; 
Were man and wife, and to their mansion now 
y^hould boldly drive, and their intents avowi 
The acting guardian in the mansion reign'd, 
And, thither driving, they their will explain'd : 
The man awhile discoursed in language high, 
The ward was sullen, and made brief reply ; 
Till, when be saw th' opposing strength declino, 
He bravely utter'd — kSir, the house is mine!" 
And, like a lion, lash'd by self-rebuke. 
His own defence he bravely undertook. 

■ Well ! be it right or wrong, the thing is past : 
You cannot hinder what is tight and fast: 
The church has tied us; wc are hither come 

To our own place, and you must make us room. • 

The man reflected — ■ You deserve, I know, 
Foolish young man ! what fortune will bestow : 
No punishment from me your actions need, 
Whoso pains will shortly to your fault succeed.* 

James was quite angry, wondering what was meant 
By such expressions — Why should he repent ? 

New trial came — The wifie conceived it right 

To see her parents; • So,« he said, ■ she might, 

If she liad any fancy for a jail. 

Rut upon him no creature should prevail; 

No ! he would never be again the fool 

To go and starve, or study at a school ! • 

■ O! but to sec her parents!* — ■ Weill the sight 
Might give her pleasure— very like it might. 
And she might go; but to his house restored, 
He would not now be catechised and bored.* 

It was her duty; — ■ Well !■ said he again, 

M There you may go — and there you may remain!" 

Already this? — Even so: he heard it said 
How rash and heedless was the part he playM ; 
For love of money in his spirit dwelt, 
And there repentance was intensely felt: 



I. 



His guardian told him he had bought a toy 
At tenfold price, and bargain'd like a boy: 
Angry at truth, and wrought to fierce disdain, 
He swore his loss should be no woman's gain ; 
His table she might share, his name she must. 
Out if aught more — she gels it upon trusts 

For a few weeks his pride her face display'd — 

He then began to thwart her, and upbraid; 

He grew imperious, insolent, and loud — 

His blinded weakness made his folly proud ; 

He would be master,— she had no pretence 

To counsel him, as if he wanted sense ; 

He must inform her, she already cost 

Itfore than her worth, and more should not be lost ; 

But still concluding, ■ if your will be so 

That you must «ce the old ones, do it— go !• 

Some weeks the Doctor waited, and the while 

His lady preach'd in no consoling style : 

At last she fear'd that rustic had convey*d 

Their child to prison— yes, she was afraid,— 

There to remain in that old hall alone 

With the vile heads of stags, and floors of stone. 

■ Why did you, sir, who know such things so well, 
And teach us good, permit them to rebel 7 

Had you o'crawed and check'd them when in sight. 
They would not then have ventured upon flight — 

Had you* « Out, serpent ! did not you begin ? 

What! introduce, and then upbraid the sin I 
For sin it is, as I too well perceive : 
But leave me, woman, to reflection Icaro ; 
Then to your closet fly, and on your knees 
Beg for forgiveness for such sins as these.* 

■ A moody morning !» with a careless air 
Replied the wife— • Why counsel me to prayer ? 
I think the lord and teacher of a school 
Should pray himself, and keep his temper cool.. 

Calm grew the husband when the wife was gone— 

• The game,* said he, • is never lost till won: 

'T is true, the rebels fly their proper home. 

They come not nigh, because they fear to come; 

And for my purpose fear will doubtlen prove 

Of more importance and effect tlian love ;— 

Suppose mc there — suppose the carriage stops, 

Down on her knees my trembling daughter drops; 

Slowly I raise her, in my arms to fail, 

And call for mercy as she used to call ; 

And shall that boy, who dreaded to appear 

Before mc, cast away at once his fear ! 

'T is not in nature ! He who once would cower 

Beneath my frown, and sob for half an hour; 

Ho who would kneel with motion prompt and quick 

If 1 but look'd — as dogs that do a trick ; 

He still his knee-joints flexible must feel, 

.\nd have a slavish promptitude to kneel ' 

Soon as he sees me lie will drop his lip, 
And bend like one made ready for the whip : 

O! come, I trifle, let me haste away 

What ! throw it up, when I have cards to play ?» 

The Doctor went, a self-invited guest; 
He met his pupil, and hisfrowu repressed, 

i6 




CRABBERS POETICAL WORKS. 



For in those lowering looks lie could discern 

Resistance sullen and defiance stern ; 

Yet was it painful to put ofF his style 

Of awful distance, and assume a smile : 

So between these, the (pracious and the grand, 

Succeeded nothing that the Doctor plann'd. 

The sullen youth, with some reviving dread, 
Bow'd and then hang'd disconsolate his head ; 
And, muttering welcome in a muffled tone, 
Stalk'd cross the park to meditate alone, 
Saying, or rather seeming to have said, 

■ Go! seek your daughter, and be there obcy'd.s 

He went — The daughter her distresses told, 

But found her father to her interests cold ; 

He kindness and compl.tcency advised; 

She answer'd, • these were sure to be despiiied { 

That of the love lier husband once possess'd 

Not the least spark was living in his breast; 

The boy repented, and grew savage soon ; 

There never slione for her a honey-moon. 

Soon as he came, his cares all fix'd on one, 

Himself, and all his passion was a gun ; 

And though he shot as he did all beside. 

It still remain'd his only joy and pride: 

He left her there, — she knew not where he went, — 

But knew full well he should the slight repent ; 

She was not one his daily taunts to bear. 

He made the house a hell tliat he should share ; 

For, till he gave her power herself to please. 

Never for him should be a moment's ease. ■ 

■ He loves you, child !• the softening father cried : 
— •He loves himself, and not a soul beside: 
Loves me ! why, yes, and so he did the pears 

You caught him stealing — would he had the fears ! 
Would you could make him tremble for his life, 
And tlien to you return the stolen wife, 
Richly endow'd — but, O ! the idiot knows 
The worth of every penny he bestows. 

Were he but fool alone, I *d find a way 
To govern him, at least to have my day ; 
Or were he only brute, I 'd watch the hour, 
And make the brute-affection yield me power ; 
But silly both and savage — O! my heart; 
It is too great a trial ! — we must part." 

• Oblige the savage by sqme act !• — ■ The debt, 
You find, the fool will instantly forget ; 
Oblige the fool with kindness or with praise. 
And you the pasMons of the savage raise. ■ 

• Time will do much.* — «Gan time my name restore N 

• Have patience, child.* — • I am a child no more, 
Nor more dependent; but, at woman's age, 

I feel that wrongs provoke me and enrage : 
Sir, could you bring me comfort, I were cool ; 
But keep your counsel for yoar boys at school.* 

The Doctor then departed — Why remain 

To hear complaints, who could liimaclf complain, 

Who felt his actions wrong, and knew his efforts vain? 

The snlien youth, contending with his fate, 
Began the darling of his heart to hate; 



Her pretty looks, her auburn braid, her face, 
AH now remain'd the proofs of his disgrace ; 
While, more than hateful in his vixen's eyes. 
He saw her comforts from his griefs arise; 
Who felt a joy she strove not to conceal, 
When their expenses made her miser feel. 

War was perpetual : on a first attack 

She gain'd advantage, he would turn his back; 

And when her small-shot whistled in bis ears. 

He felt a portion of his early fears; 

But if he turn'd him in the battle's heat, 

And fought in earnest, hers was then defeat ; 

His strength of oath and curse brought little harm. 

But there was no resisting strength of arm. 

Yet wearied both with war, and vex'd at heart. 
The slaves of passion judged it best to part : 
Long tliey debated, nor could fix a rate 
For a man's peace with his contending mate; 
But mutual hatred, scorn, and fear, assign'd 
That price — that peace it was not theirs to find. 

The watchful husband lived in constant hope 
To hear the wife had ventured to elope; 
But though not virtuous, nor in much discreet. 
He found her coldness would such views defieat; 
And thus, by sclf-rcproof and avarice scourged. 
He wore the galling chains his folly forged. 

The wife her pleasures, few and humble, sought. 
And with anticipated stipend bought; 
Without a home, at fashion's call she fled 
To a hired lodging and a widow'd bed ; 
Husband and parents banish'd from her mind, 
She seeks for pleasures that she cannot find ; 
And grieves that so much treachery was employ**! 
To gain a man who has her peace dcstroy'd. 

Yet more the grieving father feels distress, 
His error greater, and his motives less; 
He finds too late, by stooping to deceit. 
It is ourselves and not the world we cheat ; 
For, though we blind it, yet we can but feel 
That we have something evil to conceal ; 
Nor can we by our utmost care be sure 
That we can hide the sufferings we endure. 
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Thb Brothers apoke of Giioclt,— a favourite theme 
With those who lore to reason or to dream ; 
And they, as greater men were wont to do, 
Felt strong desire to think the stories true; 
Stories of spirits freed, who came to prove 
To spirits bound in flesh that yet they love, 
To give them notice of the things below. 
Which we must wonder how they came to know, 
Or known, would think of coming to relate 
To creatures who are tried by auknown fate. 

• Warning,* said Richard, • seems the only thing 
That would a spirit on an errand bring; 
To turn a guilty mind from wrong lo right 
A ghost might come, at least 1 think it might.- 

« But,* said the Brother, > if we here are tried, 
A spirit sent would put that law aside ; 
It gives to some advantage others need, 
Or hurts the sinner should it not succeed : 
If from the dead, said Dives, one were sent 
To warn my brethren, sure they would repent; 
But Abraliam answered, if they now reject 
The guides they have, no more would that effect; 
Their doubts too obstinate for grace would prove, 
For wonder hardens hearts it fails to move. 

Suppose a sinner in an hour of gloom, 
And let a ghost with all its horrors come; 
From lips unmoved let solemn accents flow, 
Solemn his gesture be, his motion slow; 
Let the wav«l hand and threatening look impart 
Truth to the mind and terror to the heart; 
And, when the form is fading to the view, 
Let the convicted man cry, ' this is true !' 

Alas! liow soon would doubts again invade 
The willing mind, and sins again persuade! 
I saw it — What? — I was avrake, but how? 
Not as I am, or I should see it now : 
It spoke, I think,— I thought, at least, it spoke, — 
And look'd alarming — yes, I felt the look. 

But then in sleep those horrid forms arise, 

That the soul sees, — and, we suppose, the eyes, — 

And the soul hears, — the senses then thrown by, 

Slie is herself the ear, henelf the eye ; 

A mistress so will free her servile race 

For their own tasks, and take herself the place : 

In sleep what forms will ductile fancy take, 

And what so common as to dream awake? 

On others thus do ghostly guests intrude? 

Or why am I by such advice pursued ? 

One out of millions who exist, and why 

They know not — cannot know — and such am I ; 

And shall two beings of two worlds, to meet. 

The laws of one, perhaps of both, defeat ? 

It cannot be— But if some being lives 

Who such kind warning to a fisvourilc gives. 

Let him these doubts from my dull spirit clear. 

And onoe again, expected guest! appear. 

And if a second time the power complied, 
Why is a third, and why a fourth denied 1 
Why not a warning ghost for ever at our side? 






Ah, foolish being ! thou hast truth enough. 
Augmented guilt would rise on greater proof; 
Blind and imperious paasi<Mi disbelieves. 
Or madly scorns the warning it receives, 
Or looks for pardon ere the ill be done. 
Because 't is vain to strive our fate to shun ; 
In spite of ghosts, predestined woes would come. 
And warning add new terrors to our doom. 

Yet there are tales that would remove our doubt. 
The whispered tales that circulate about. 
That in some noble mansion take their rise. 
And told with secresy and awe, surprise : 
It seems not likely people should advance. 
For fakehood's sake, such train of circumstance ; 
Then ilie ghosts bear them with a ghost-like grace. 
That suits the person, character, and place. 

But let us something of the kind recite : 

What think you, now, of Lady Barbara's spright?> 

■ 1 know not what to think; but I have heard 
A ghost, to warn her or advise, appear d ; 
And that she sought a friend before she died 
To whom she might the awful fact confide. 
Who seal'd and secret should the story keep 
Till Lady Barbara slept her final sleep. 
In that close bed, that never spirit shakes. 
Nor ghostly visitor the sleeper wakes.» 

«Yes, I can give that story, not so well 
As your old woman would the legend tell , 
But as the facts are stated ; and now hear 
Uow ghosts advise, and widows persevere. ■ 



When her lord died, who had so kind a heart, 
That any woman would have grieved to part, 
It had such influence on his widow's mind. 
That she the pleasures of the world res^n'd, 
Toung as she was, and from the busy town 
Came to the quiet of a village down ; 
Not as insensible to joys, but still 
Willi a subdued but half-rebellious will ; 
For she had passions warm, and feeling strong, 
With a right mind,-tluit dreaded lo be wrong;— 
Yet she had wealth to tie her to the place 
Where it procures delight and veils disgrace ; 
Yet slie had beauty to engage the eye, 
A widow still in her minority; 
Yet slic had merit worthy men to gain, 
And yet her hand no merit could obtain ; 
For, though secluded, there were trials made, 
When he who soften'd most could not persuade; 
Awhile she hearken'd as her swain proposed. 
And then his suit with strong refusal closed. 

« Thanks, and farewell! — give credit to my word, 
That I shall die the widow of my lord ; 
T is my own will, 1 now prefer the state, — 
If mine should change, it is tlic will of falc.>» 

Such things were spoken, and the hearers crieil, 
• 'T is very strange,— perhaps she may be tried.* 
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The lady past her time in taking air, 

In working, reading, charities, and prayer; 

In the last duties slic recciye<l the aid 

Of an old friend, a priest, with whom she pray'd ; 

And to his mansion with a purpose went, 

That there should life l>e innocently spent; 

Yet no cold vot'ress of the cloister she, 

"Warm her devotion, warm her ch.irily ; 

The face the index of a feeling mind, 

And her whole conduct rational and kind. 

Though rich and noble, she was pleased to slide 

Into the habits of her reverend guide, 

And so attended to his girls and boys. 

She seem'd a mother in her fears and joys; 

On her they look'd with fondness, something ohcck'd 

By her appearance, that engaged rasjvict; 

For still she dress'd as one of liigher race, 

And her sweet smiles had dignity and grace. 

George was her favourite, and it gave her joy 

To indulge and to instruct the darling hoy ; 

To watch, to soothe, to check tlie forward child, 

Who was at once affectionate an^wild ; 

Happy and grateful for her tender care, 

And pleased her thoughts and company (o share. 

Ceoi^ge was a boy with spirit strong and high, 

With handsome face, and penetrating eye; 

O'er his broad forehead hung his locks of brown, 

That gave a spirit to his boyish frown; 

• My little man,* were words that she applied 

To him, and he received with growing pride; 

Her darling, even from his infant years. 

Had something touching in his smiles and tears; 

And in his boyish manners he began 

To show the pride that was not made for man; 

But it became the child, the mother cried, 

And the kind lady said it was not pride. 

George, to his cost, though sometimes to his praise, 
Was quite a hero in these early days, 
And would return from heroes just as stont, 
Blood in his crimson cheek, and blood without. 

« What 1 he submit to vulgar boys and low, 

He bear an insult, he forget a blow! 

They call'd him Parson — let his (either bear 

His own reproach, it was his proper care; 

He was no parson, but he still would teach 

The boys their manners, and yet would not preach. » 

The father, thoughtful of the time foregone, 
Was loth tn damp the spirit of his son ; 
Rememb'ring he himself had early laurels won; 
The mother, fnghtcn'd, hcg{;'d him to refrain, 
And not his credit or his linen stain : 
While the kind friend so gently blamed the <leed, 
He smiled in tears, and wish'd her to proceed; 
For the boy pleased her, and that roguish eye 
And daring look were cause of many a sigh, 
When she had thought how much would such quick tem- 
per try : 
And oft she felt a kind of gathering gloom, 
Sad, and prophetic of the ills to come. 



Years tied unmark'd ; the lady taught no more 

Th' adopted tribe, as she was wont before; 

But by her help the school the la«es sought, 

And by the vicar's self the boy .was taught; 

Xot unresisting when that cursed Greek 

Ask'd so much time for words that none will speak. 



■ What can men worse for mortal brain contrire 
Than thus a hard dead language to revive ! 
Heav'ns, if a language once be fairly dead. 
Let it be buried, not preserved and read. 
The banc of every bov to decent station bred. 
If any good these crabbed books contain. 
Translate them well, and let them tlien remain; 
To one huge vault convey the useless store. 
Then lose the key, and never find it more.» 

Something like this the lively boy express'd. 
When Homer was bis torment and his jesL 

« George, « said the father, ■ can at pleasure sdae 
The point he wishes, and with too much ease ; 
And hcnre, depending on his powers and vain, 
He wastes the time that he will sigh to gain. ■ 

The partial widow thought the wasted days 
Ho would recover, urged by love and praise; 
And thus absolved, the Itoy, with grateful miDd, 
Repaid a love so useful and so blind; 
Her angry words he loved, altliough he fcar'd. 
And words not angry doubly kind appear'd. 

George, then on manhood verging, felt the ckanns 

Of war, and kindled at tlie world's alarms; 

Yet war was then, though spreading wide and far, 

A state of peace to what has since been war: 

T was then some dubious claim at sea or land. 

That placed a weapon in a warrior's hand ; 

But in these times the causes of our strife 

Are hearth and altar, liberty and life. 

Geoi^e, when from college he retum'd, and heard 
His father's questions, cold and shy appear'd. 

• Who had the honours?* — • Honours !>» said the youth, 
« Honour at college! — very good, in truth !• 

■ What hours to study did he give 7 > — He gave 
Enough to feel they made him like a slave — 
And the good vicar found, if George should rise. 
It would not be by college exercise. 

• At least tlie time for your degree abide. 
And be ordain'd,* the man of peace replied ; 

« Then you may come and aid me w^hile I keep. 

And watch, and shear the hereditary sheep ; 

Chuse then your spouse.* — That heard the youth and 

sigh'd. 
Nor to aught else attended or replied. 

George had of late indulged unusual fears 

And dangerous hopes : he wept unconscious tears; — 

Whether for camp or college, well he knew 

He must at present bid his friends adieu ; 

His father, motiicr, sisters, — could he part 

With these, and fe<;l no sorrow at his heart ? 
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But from Uiat lovely lady could he go? 

That fonder, fairer, dearer mother ? — No ! 

For while his father spoke, he.fiz'd his eyes 

On tliat dear face, and felt-a warmth arise, 

A trcmblini; (lush of joy, that he could ill dis^ise — 

Then ask'd himst^lf from whence this growin(; blits. 

This new-found joy, and all that waits on this? 

Why sinks that voice so sweetly in mine ear? 

What makes it now a livelier joy to hear? 

Why gives that touch — Still, still do I retain 

The fierce delight that tingled through each vein — 

Why at her presence with such quickness flows 

The vital current ? — Well a lover knows. 

O ! tell me not of years, — can she he old ? 

Those eyes, those lips, can man unmoved behold? 

Mas time that bosom chill'd? are cheeks so rosy cold? 

No, she is young, or I her love t' engage 

Will grow discreet, and that will stx'm like age : 

But speak it not ; Death's equalising arm 

Levels not surer than Love's stronger charm, 

That bids all inequaiilias be gone. 

That laugtis at rank, tliat mocks comparison. 

There is not young or old, if Love decrees, 
He levels' orders, he confounds degrees ; 
There is not fair, or dark, or short, or tall, 
Or grave, or sprightly — Love reduces all ; 
From each abundant good a portion takes, 
And for each want a compensation makes ; 
Then tell me not of years — Love, power divine. 
Takes, as he wills, from hers, and gives to mine. 

And she, in truth, was lovely — Time had strown 
No snows on her, though he so long had flown ; 
The purest damask blossom'd in her check, 
The eyes said all that eyes are wont to sp<:ak ; 
Her pleasing person she with care adom'd. 
Nor arts that stay the flying graces scom'd ; 
Nor held it wrong these graces to renew. 
Or give the fading rose its opening hue : 
Yet few there were who needed less the art 
To hide an error, or a grace impart. 

George, yet a child, her faultless form admired, 
And call'd his fondness love, as truth requii-ed ; 
But now, when conscious of the secret flame, 
His bosom's pain, he dared not give the name : 
In her the mother's milder passion grew. 
Tender she was, but slie was placid too ; 
From him the mild and filial love was gone, 
And a strong passion came in triumph on. 

■ Will she,* he cried, « this impious love allow? 

And, once my mother, be my mistress now ? 

The parent-spouse? how far the Uiought from her, 

And how can I tlic daring wish aver? 

W^hen first 1 speak it, how will those dear eyes 

Gleam with awaken'd horror and surprise ; 

Will she not, angry and indignant, fly 

From my imploring call, and bid mc die? 

Will she not shudder at tlie thought, and say. 

My son ! and lift her eyes to heaven and pray? 

Alas ! I fear — and yet my soul she won 

While she with fond endearments call'd me son ! 

Then first I felt — yet knew that 1 was strong — 

This hope, at once so guilty and so strong : 



She gave — I feel it now— a mother's kias. 

And quickly fancy took a liolder bliss ; 

But hid the burning blush, for fear that eye 

Should see the transport, and the bliss deny : 

O ! when she knows the purpos>e I conceal, 

When my fond wishes to lier bosom steal. 

How will the angel fear 7 How will the woman feel ? 

And yet perhaps this instant, while I speak. 

She knows the pain I feel, tlie cure I seek ; 

Better than 1 slie may my feelings know. 

And nurse the passion thai she dares not show : 

She reads tlie look, — and sure my eyes have shown 

To her the power and triumph of her own, — 

And in maternal love she veils tlie flame 

That she will heal with joy, yet hear with shame. 



' ' 



Come, let me then — no more a son — reveal 
The daring hope, and for her favour kneel ; 
Let me in ardent speech my meanings dress. 
And, while I mourn the fault, my love confess ; 
And, once confess'd, no more that hope resign, 
For she or misery henceforth must be mine. 

O! what confusion shall I see advance 

On that dear face, responsive to my glance ! 

Sure she can love ! • 

In fact, the youth was right ; 
She could, but love was dreadful in her sight ; 
Love like a spectre in her view appear'd, 
The nearer he approach'd the more she fcar'd. 

But knew she, then, this dreaded love ? She gucss'd 
That he had guilt— she knew he had not rest : 
She saw a fear that she could ill define. 
And nameless terrors in his looks combine ; 
It is a state that cannot long endure, 
Aiid yet both parties dreaded to be sure. 

All views were past of priesthood and a gown, 
George, fii'd on glory, now prepared for town ; 
But first this mighty hazard must be run, 
And more than glory either lost or won : 
Yet, what was glory ? Could he win that heart 
And gain that hand, what cause was there to part? 
Her love afforded all that life affords — 
Honour and fame were phantasies and words! 

But he must see her — She alone was seen 
In the still evening of a day serene : 
In the deep shade beyond the garden walk 
They met, and talking, ceased and fear d to talk ; 
At lengtli she spoke of parent's love, — and now 
He hazards all — « No parent, lady, thoul 
None, none to me 1 but looks so fond and mild 
Would well become the parent of my child.* 

She gasp'd for breath — then sat as one resolved 
On some high act, and then the means revolved. 

• It cannot be, my George, my child, my son! 

The thought is misery! — Guilt and misei^ shun : 

Far from us both be such design, O, far! 

Let it not pain us at the awful bar, 

Where souls are tried, where known the mother's part 

That I sustain, and all of either heart. 
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To wed with thee I must all shame efface, 
And part with female dignity and grace : 
Was I not told, by one who knew so welt 
This rebel heart, that it must not rebel? 
Were I not wam'd, yet Reason's voice wonid cry, 
' Retreat, resolve, and from the danger fly!' 
If ReaM>n spoke not, yet would woman's pride 
A woman's will by better counsel guide; 
And should both Pride and Prudence plead in vain, 
There is a warning that must still remain, 
And, though the heart rebell'd, would ever cry ' Refrain.' • 

lie heard, he grieved — so check'd, the eager youth 
Dared not again repeat ih' offensive truth, 
But stopp'd and fix'd on that loved face an eye 
Of pleading passion, trembling to reply; 
And that reply w^as hurried, w^as cxpress'd 
With bursts of sorrow from a troubled breast; 
He could not yet forbear the tender suit. 
Yet dared not speak — his eloquence was mute. 
But though awhile in silence he supprest 
The pleading voice, and bade his passion rest, 
Yet in each motion, in each varying look. 
In every tender glance, that passion spoke. — 
Words find, ere long, a passage; and once more 
He warmly urges what he urged before ; 
He feels acutely* and he thinks, of course, 
That what he feels his language will enforce; 
Flame will to flame give birth, and fire to fire, 
And so from heart to heart is caught desire; 
He wonders how a gentle mind so long 
Resists the pleading of a love so strong — 
And can that heart,» he cries, ■ that face belie. 
And know no softness? Will it yet deny?* — 

■> I tell thee, George, as I have told before, 

I feel a mother's love, and feel no more ; 

A child I bore thee in my arms, and how 

Gould I — did prudence yield — receive thee now7> 

At her remonstrance hope revived, for oft 

He found her words severe, her accents soft; 

In eyes that tbreaten'd tears of pity stood, 

And truth she made as gracious as she could ; — 

But, when she found the dangerous youth would seek 

His peace alone, and still his wishes speak, 

Fearful she grew, that, opening thus his heart. 

He might to hers a dangerous warmth impart : 

All her objections slight to him appeared,— 

But one she had, and now it must be heard. 

• Yes, it must be ! and he tball understand 

What powers, that are not of the world, command ; 

So shall he cease, and 1 in peace shall live — » 

Sighing she spoke — ■ that widowhood can give!* 

Then to her lover tum'd, and gravely said, 

« Let due attention to my words be paid : 

Meet me to-morrow, and resolve t' obey;* 

Then named the hour and phice, and went her way. 

Before that hour, or moved by spirit vain 
Of woman's wish to triumph and complain, 
She had liis parents summon'd, and had shown 
Their ton's strong wishes, nor conccal'd her own : 



« And do you give,* she said, ■ a parent's aid 
To make the youth of his strange love afiraid ; 
And, be it sin or not, be all the shame display*d.» 

The good old pastor wondei'd, seem'd to gn«nre. 
And look'd suspicious on this child of Eve: 
He judged his boy, though wild, had never dared 
To talk of love, had not rebuke been spared ; 
But he replied, in mild and tender tone, 

■ It is not sin, and therefore shame has Dooe.a 
The different ages of the pair he knew. 

And quite as well their different fortunes too : 
A meek, just man ; but difference in his sight 
That made the match unequal made it right: 
• His son, his friend united, and become 
Of his own hearth — the comforts of his home — 
Was it so wrong ? Perhaps it was her pride 
That felt the distance, itnd the youth denied ?» 

The blushing widow heard, and she retired, 
Musing on what her ancient friend desired; 
She could not, therefore, to the youth complain. 
That his good father wish'd him to refrahr; 
She could not add, your parents, George, obey, 
They will your absence — no such will had they. 

Now, in tir appointed minute met the pair, 
Foredoom'd to meet: George made the lover's prayer,- 
That was heard kindly; then the lady tried 
For a calm spirit, felt it, and replied. 

■ George, that I love thee why should I suppms ? 
For 't is a love that virtue may profess — 
Parental, — frown not, — tender, fix'd, sincots; 
Thou art for dearer ties by much too dear, 

And nearer must not be, thou art so very near: 
Nay, do not reason, prudence, pride agree, 
Our very feelings, that it must not be. 
Nay, look not so, I shun the task no more. 
But will to thee thy better self restore. 

Then hear, and hope not; to the tale I tell 
Attend ! obey me, and let all be well. 
Love is forbad to me, and thou wilt find 
All thy too ardent views must be resign'd ; 
Then from thy boaom all such thoughts remove, 
And spare the curse of interdicted love. 

If doubts at first asaail thee, wait awhile, 
'Nor mock my sadness with satiric smile; 
For, if not much of other worlds we know. 
Nor how a spirit speaks in this below. 
Still there is speech and intercourse; and now 
The truth of what I tell I first avow. 
True will I be in all, and be attentive thou. 



K I was a Ratcliffe, tanght and train'd to live 
In all the pride that ancestry can give; 
My only brother, when our mother died, 
Fill'd the dear offices of friend and guide; 
My father early taught us all he dared. 
And for his bolder flights our minds prepared : 
He read the works of deists, every book 
From cRiblied Qobbes to courtly Bolingbrokc ; 
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And when we undentood not, he would cry, 
Let the expressions in your memory lie, 
The liijht will soon break in, and you will find 
Rest for your spirits, and be strong of mind ! 

Alas ! however strong, however weak, 

The rest was something we had still to seek ! 

He taught us duties of no arduous kind. 

The easy morals of the doubtful mind ; 

He hade us all our childish fears control. 

And drive the nurse and grandam from the soul ; 

Told us the word of God was all we saw, 

And that the law of nature was his law ; 

This law of nature we might find abstruse. 

But gain sufficient for our common use. 

Thus, by persuasion, we our duties leam'd. 
And were but little in the cause concem'd. 
We lived in peace, in intellectual ease. 
And thought that virtue was the way to please. 
And pure morality the keeping free 
From all the stains of vulgar villany. 

But Richard, dear enthusiast! shunn'd reproach. 
He let no stain upon his name encroach ; 
But fled the hated vice, was kind and just. 
That all must love him, and that all might trust. 

Free, sad discourse was ours ; we often sigh'd 
To think we could not in some truths confide : 
Our father's final words gave no content. 
We found not what his self-reliance meant: 
To fix our faith some grave relations sought. 
Doctrines and creeds of various kind they brought. 
And we as children heard what they as doctors taught. 

Some to the priest referr'd us, in whose book 

No unbeliever could resisting look ; 

Others to some great preacher's, who could tame 

The fiercest mind, and set the cold on 6ame; 

For him no rival in dispute was found 

Whom he could not confute or not confound. 

Some mystics told us of the sign and sea), 

And what the spirit would in time reveal. 

If we had grace to wait, if we had hearts to feel : 

Others, to reason trusting, said, believe 

As she directs, and what she proves receive ; 

While many told us, it is all but guess, 

Stick to your church, and calmly acquiesce. 

Thus, doubting, wearied, hurried, and perplcx'd. 
This world was lost in thinking of the next : 
When spoke my brother^' From my soul I hate 
This clash of thought, thu ever^loubting state ; 
For ever socking certainty, yet blind 
In our research, and puxzled when we find. 

Gould not some spirit, in its kindness, steal 
Back to our world, and some dear truth reveal? 
Say there is danger, — if it could be done. 
Sure one would venture, — I would be the one ; 
And when a spirit — much as spirits might— 
1 would to thee communicate my light!' 



I sought my daring brother to oppose. 
But awful gladness in my bosom rose : 
I fcar'd my wishes; but through all my frame 
A bold and elevating terror came : 
Yet with dissembling prudence I replied, 
' Know we the laws that may be thus defied ? 
Should the free spirit to th' embodied tell 
The precious secret, would it not rebel t 
Yet while I spoke I fell a pleasing glow 
Suffuse my cheek at what I long'd to know ; 
And I, like Eve transgressing, grew more bold. 
And wish'd to hear a spirit and behold. 

' I have no friend,' said he, ' to not one man 
Can I appear; but, love! to thee I can : 

Who first shall die' 1 wept, but— 'I agree 

To all thou say'st, dear Richard! and would be 

The first to wing my way, and bring my news to thee.* 

Long we conversed, but not till we perceived 

A gathering gloom — Our freedom gain'd, we grieved; 

Above the vulgar, as we judged, in mind, 

Below in peace, more sad as more refined ; 

*T was joy, 't was sin — Offenders at the time, 

We felt the hurried pleasure of our crime 

With pain that crime creates, and this in both — 

Our mind united as the strongest oatli. 

O, my dear George ! in ceasing to obey. 

Misery and trouble meet us in our way ! 

I felt as one intruding in a scene 

Where none should be, where none had ever been ; 

Like our first parent, I was new to sin. 

But pbiniy felt its sufferings begin : 

In nightly dreams 1 walk'd on soil unsonnd. 

And in my day-dreams endless error found. 

With this dear brother I was doom'd to part, 
Who, with a husband, shared a troubled heart : 
My lord I honour'd ; but I never proved 
The madd'ning joy, the boast of some who loved : 
It was a marriage tliat our friends profess'd 
Would be most happy, and I acquiesced ; 
And we were happy, for our love was calm, 
Not life's delicious essence, but its balm. 

My brother left us,— dear, unhappy boy! 
He never secm'd to taste of earthly joy. 
Never to live on earth, but ever strove 
To gain some tidings of a world above. 

Parted from him, I found no more to please, 
Ease was my object, and I dwelt in case ; 
And thus in quiet, not perhaps content, 
A year in wedlock, lingering time ! was spent. 

One night I slept not, but 1 courted sleep, 
I And forced my thoughts on tracks they could not keep; 
' Till nature, wearied in the strife, reposed, 

And deep forgetfulness my wanderings closed. 

My lord was absent— distant from the bed 
A pendent lamp its soften'd lustre shed; 
But there vras light that chased away the gloom, 
And brought to view each object in the room : 
These I observed ere yet 1 sunk in sleep, 
That, if disturb'd not, had been long and deep. 



n88 



CRABBE'S POETICAL WORKS. 



I was awakcn'd by some bein^j nigh, 

It sec'in'd some voice, and gave a timid cry, — 

Wlien sounds, that I describe not, slowly broko 

On my attention *Be composed, and lookl'— 

I strove, and I succeeded ; look'd with awe, 
But yet with firmness, and my brother saw. 

Gcor|>e, why that smile ! — Dy all that God has done, 

By the great Spirit, by the bk*sod Son, 

By the one holy Three, by the thrice holy One, 

I siivr my brother, — saw him by my bed, 

And every doubt in full convinion fled! — 

It was his own mild spirit — lie awhile 

Waited my calmness with benignant smile ; 

So softly shines the veiled sun, till past 

The cloud, and light upon the world is cas(< 

That look composed and softon'd I survcy'd, 

And met the glance fraternal less afraid; 

Though in those looks was something of command, 

And traits of what I fear'd to undersUinrl. 

Then spoke the spirit — George, I pray, allcnd— 
• First let all doubts of thy religion end — 
The word reveal'd is true: inquire no more. 
Believe in meekness, and with thanks adore: 
Thy priest attend, but not in all rely, 
And to objectors seek for no reply: 
Truth, doubt, and error, will lie mix'd below — 
Be thou content the greater truths to know, 

And in obedience rest thee For thy life 

Thou needest counsel — now a happy wife, 

A widow soon ! and then, my sister, then 

Think not of marriage, think no more of men ; — 

Life will have comforts ; tliou wilt much enjoy 

Of moderate good, then do not this destroy ; 

Fear much, and wed no more ; by passion led, 

Shouldst thou again' — Art tliou attending? — * wed, 

Care in thy ways will growl, and anguish haunt thy 

bed; 
A brother's warning on thy heart engrave: 
Thou art a mistress — then be not a slave! 
Shouldst thou again that hand in fondness give, 
What life of misery art thou doom'd to live ! 
How wilt thou weep, lament, implore, complain ! 
How will thou meet derision and disdain ! 
And pray to heaven in doubt, and kneel to man in 
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Thou read'st of woes to tender bosoms sent—. 
Thine shall with tenfold agony be rent; 
Increase of anguish shall new years bestow, 
Pain shall on thought and grief on reason grow. 
And this th' advice I give increase the ill I show.' 

'A second marriage! — No! — by all that 's dear!" 
I cried aloud — The spirit bade me hear. 

' There will be trial, — how I must not say. 

Perhaps I cannot — listen, and obey I — 

Free is thy will — ih' event I cannot sec, 

Distinctly cannot, but thy will is free : 

Come, weep not, sister — spirits can but guess, 

And not ordain — but do not wed distress; 

For who would rashly venture on a snare?' 

' I swear !* I answer'd. — ' No, thou must not swear/ 

lie said, or 1 had sworn ; but still the vow 

Was past, was in mv mind, and lliere is now : 



Never ! O, never ! — Why that sullen air? 

Think'st thou — ungenerous ! — I would wed despAir ? 

Was it not told me thus ? — and then I criedy 

* Art thou in bliss?' — but nothing he replied. 
Save of my f.ite, for tliat he came to show. 
Nor of aught else permitted me to know. 

'Forewam'd, forearm thee, and thy way pursue, 
Safe, if thou wilt, not flow'ry — now, adieu I* 

' Nay, go not thus,* I cried, ' for this will seem 
The work of sleep, a mere impressive dream; 
Give me some token, that I may indeed 
From the suggestions of my doubts be freed T 

' Be this a token — ere the week be fled 

Shall tidings greet thee from t}ie newly dead.' 

' Nay, but,' I s;iid, with courage not my own, 

• O! be some signal of thy presence shown ; 
Let not this visit with the rising day 

Pass, and be melted like a dream away.* 

'O, woman! woman! ever anxious still 
To gain the knowledge, not to curb the will ! 
Have I not promised? — Child of sin, attend — 
Make not a lying spirit of thy friend : 

Give me thy baud !" 1 gave it, for my soul 

Was now grown ardent, and above control ; 

Eager I stretch'd it forth, and felt the hold 

Of shadowy fingers, more than icy cold : 

A nameless pressure on my wrist was made. 

And instant vanis^i'd the beloved shade ! 

Strange it will seem, but, ere the moming canoe, 

I slept, nor felt disorder in my frame : 

Then came a dream — I saw my father's shade. 

But not with awe like tliat my brother's noade; 

And he began — ' What! made a convert, child? 

Have they my favourite by tlieir creed beguiled ? 

Thy brother's weakness I could well forecee. 

But had, my girl, more confidence in tbee : 

Art thou, indeed, before tlicir ark to bow ? 

1 smiled before, but I am angry now : 

Thee will they bind by threats, and thou wilt shake 

At tales of terror that tlie miscreants make : 

Between the bigot and enthusiast led, 

Thou hast a world of miseries to dread; 

Think for thyself, nor let the knaves or fooU 

Hob thee of reason, and prescribe thae rules.' 

Soon as I woke, and could my thoughts collect 
What can I think, I cried, or what reject? 
Was it my brother? Aid me, power divine! 
Have I not seen liim, left he not a sign 1 
Did I not then the placid features trace 
That now remain — the air, the eye, the face? 
And then my father— but how different seem 
These visitations — this, indeed, a dream! 

Then for that token on my wrist — 't is here. 
And very sli]',ht to you it must appear; 
Here, 1 '11 withdraw the bracelet — "t is a speck! 
No more ! but 't is upon my life a check.* 
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O ! lovely all, and like its tiiCer ann! 
Call this a check, dear lady? 't is a charm-~- 
A slight, an accidental mark— no more*— — 
Slight as it is, it was not there before: 
Then was there weakness, and 1 bound it—- 
This is infringement— take those lips away! 



-Nay! 



On the fourth day came letters, and I cried, 

Richard is dead, and named the day he died: 

A proof of knowledge, true! but one, alas! of pride. 

The signs to me were brought, and not my lord, 

But I impatient wailed not the word ; 

And much he manrell'd, reading of the night 

In which th' immortal spirit took its flight 

Yes! I beheld my brother at my bed. 

The hour he died ! the mstant he was dead— 

His presence now I see ! now trace him at he fled. 

Ah ! fly me, George, in Tery pity, fly; 
Thee I reject, but yield thee reasons why; 
Our fote forbids, — the counsel heaven has sent 
We must adopt, or grievously repent ; 
And I adopt— — George humbly bow'd, and sigh'd. 
But, lost in thought, he look'd not nor replied ; 
Yet feebly uttcr'd in bis sad adieu, 
■ I must not doubt thy truth, but perish if ihou 
true.* 

But when he thought alone, his terror gone 
Of the strange story, better views canoe on. 

• Nay, my enfeebled heart, be not dismay'd ! 
A boy again, am I of ghosts afraid ! 

Does she believe it? Say she does belierc, 

Is she not bom of error and of Eve ? 

! there is lively hope I may the cause retrieve. • 

• * If you re-wod,' czclaim'd the Ghost — For what 
Puis he the case, if marry she will not I 

He knows her fate — but what am I about? 

Do I beKeve? — 't is certain I have doubt, 

Aud so has she,-~what therefore wilt slie do T 

She the predicted fortune will pursue, 

And by th' ereot will judge if her strange dream 

true; 
The strong temptation, to her thought applied 
Will gain new strength, and will not be denied ; 
The very threat against the thing we love 
Will the vex'd spirit to resistance move ; 
With vows to virtue weakness will b^n. 
And fears of sinning let in thoughts of sin.» 



Strong in her sense of weakness, now withdrew 
The cautions lady from the lover's view ; 
But she perceived the looks of all were changed,- 
Uer kind old friends grew peevish and estranged ; 
A fretful spirit reign'd, and discontent 
From room to room in sullen silence went ; 
And the kind widow was distress'd at heart 
To think that she no comfort could impart : 
■ But he will go,« she said, ■ and he will strive 
In fields of glorious energy to drive 
Love from his bosom— Yes, ! then may stay, 
And all will thank me on a future day.- 



'rt 



So judged Uie lady, nor appeared to grieve. 
Till ihe young soldier came to take his leave; 
But not of all assembled — No! he found 
His gentle sisters all in sorrow drown'd ; 
With many a shaken hand, and many a kiss, 
He cried, • Farewell ! a solemn business this; 
Nay, Susan, Sophie ! — heaven and earth, my dears! 
I am a soldier — What do I with tears ? 

He sought his parents; — they together walk'd, 
And of their son, his views and dangers, talk'd ; 
They knew not how to blame their friend, but still 
They murmur'd, • She may save us if she will : 
Were not these visions working in her mind 
Strange things — 't is in her nature to be kind.* 

Their son appeared— He soothed them, and was bless'd, 
But still the fondness of liis soul confess'd- 
And where the lady ? — To her room retired ! 
Now show, dear son, the courage she required. 

George bow'd in silence, trying for assent 
To his hard fate, and to his trial went: 
Fond, but yet fix'd, he found her in her room ; 
Firm, and yet fearful, she beheld him come: 
Nor sought he ^vour now — No ! he would meet his 
doom. 

« Farewell! and, Madam, I beseech you pray 
That this siid spirit soon may pass away ; , 

That sword or ball would to the dust restore 
This body, that the soul may grieve no more 

For love rejected O ! that I could quit 

The life I loathe, who am for nothing fit , 

No, not to die!* • Unhappy, wilt thou make 

The house all wretched for ihy passion's sake ? 
And most its grieving object ?* 

» Grieving? — No I 
Or as a conqueror mourns a dying foe, 

That makes his triumph sure Couldst thou deplure 

The evil done, the pain would be no more ; 
But an accursed dream has steel'd thy breast. 
And all the woman in thy soul supprcss'U.n — 



was mO ! it was vbion, George; a vision true 
As ever seer or holy prophet knew.» — 



« Can spirits, lady, tliough they might alarm. 
Make an impression on that lovely arm? 
A little cold the cause, a little heat, 
Or vein minute, or artery's nnorfoid beat. 
Even beauty these admit » — 

* 1 did behold 
My brother's form.* — 

« Yes, so thy Fancy tuld. 
When in the morning she her work survey'd. 
And call'd the doubtful memory to her aid.n — 

« Nay, think ! the night he died — the very night !»>- 
« — 'T is very true, and so perchance he might. 
But in thy mind — not, lady, in thy sight ! 
Thou wert not well ; forms delicately made 
These dreams and fancies easily invade ; 
The mind and body feel the slow disease, 
And dreams are what the troubled fancy sees.* — 

37 
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« O ! but how ttna^e that all should be combined !• — 

• True ; but such combtnations we may fiud ; 
A dream's predicted number ^n'd a priie. 
Yet dreams make no impression on the wise, 
Though some chance good, some lucky gain may rise.* 

I O ! but those words, that voice so truly known !■ 

No doubt, dear lady, they were all thine own; 
Memory for thee thy brother's form portray'd ; 
It was thy fear the awful warning made : 
Thy former doubts of a religious kind 
Account for all these wanderings of the mind.* 

■ But then, how different when my father came. 
These could not in their nature be the same !■ — 

■ Yes, all arc dreams ; but some as we awake 
Fly off at once, and no impression make : 
Others arc felt, and ere they quit the brain 
Make such impression that they come again ; 
As half familiar thoughts, and half unknown. 
And scarcely recollected as our own ; 

For half a day abide some vulgar dreams. 
And give our grandams and our nurses themes; 
Others, more strong, abiding figures draw 
Upon the brain, and we assert * I saw ;' 
And tlien the fancy on the organs place 
A powerful likeness of a form and face. 

Yet more — in some strong passion's troubled reign, 
Or when the fevei^d blood inflames the brain. 
At once the outward and tlie inward eye 
The real object and the fancied spy; 
The eye is open, and the sense is true. 
And therefore they the outward object view; 
But while the real sense is fix'd on these, . 
The power within its own creation sees; 
And the«c, when mingled in the mind, create 
Those fttriking visions v^hich our dreamers state; 
For knowing that is true that met the sight. 
They think the judgment of the fancy right; — — 
Your frequent talk of dreams has made me turn 
My mind on tlicm, and these the Facts 1 learn. 
Or should you say, 't is not in us to take 
Heed in both ways, to sleep and be awake. 
Perhaps the things by eye and mind surveyed 
Are in (heir quick alternate efforts made; 
For by this mixture of the truth, the dream 
Will in the morning fresh and vivid seem. 

Dreams are like portraits, and/we find they please 

Because they are confess'd resemblances; 

But those strange nighi-mare visions we compare 

To waxen figures — they too real are. 

Too much a very truth, and are so just 

To life and death, they pain us or disgust. 

Hence from your mind these idle visions shake, 
And O! my love, to happiness awake !•— 

■ It was a warning, tempter! from the dead; 
And, wedding thee, I should to misery wed!« — 

• False and injurioiu! What! unjust to thee? 
O ! hear the vows of Love — it cannot be ; 
What, I forbear to bless thee?— I forego 
That first great bletsing of existence? No! 



Did every ghost that terror saw arise 
With such prediction, 1 should say it Uet; 
But none there are — a mighty gulf between 
Hides the ideal world from objects seen ; 
We know not where unbodied spirits dwell. 
But this we know, they are invisible; — 
Yet I have one that fain would dwell with thee. 
And always with thy purer spirit be.» — 

• O ! leave me, George!* 

« To take the field, and die. 
So leave thee, lady? Yes, I will comply; 
Thou art too for above me — Ghosts withatand 
My hopes in vain, but riches guard thy hand. 
For I am poor — affection and a heart 
To thee devoted, I but these impart: 
Then bid me go, I will thy words obey. 
But let not visions drive thy friend away.a— > 

« Hear me, Oh ! hear me — Shall I wed my won ?•— 

• I am in fondness and obedience one ; 
And I will reverence, honour, love, adore. 
Be all that fondest sons can be — and more ; 
And shall thy son, if such he be, proceed 
To fierce encounters, and in battle bleed? 
No ; thou canst weep !•— 

■ O ! leave me, I entreat ; 
Leave me a moment— we shall quickly meet.* — 

I No! here I kneel, a beggar at thy feet.* — 

lie said, and knelt — with accents, softer sCaU, 

He woo'd the weakness of a failing will. 

And erring judgment — took her hand, and cried, 

« Withdraw it not! — O ! let it thus abide. 

Pledge of thy love — upon thy act depend 

My joy, my hope, — thus they begin or end ! 

Withdraw it not.« He saw her looks expreaa'd 

Favour and grace — the hand was firmer press'd ; — 
Signs of opposing fear no more were shown. 
And, as he press'd, he felt it was his own. 



Soon through the house was known the glad 
The night so dreaded was in comfort spent; 
War was no more, the destined knot was tied. 
And the fond widow made a fearful bride. 



Let mortal frailty judge how mortals frail 
Thus in their strongest resolutions £sil. 
And though we blame, our pity will prevaiL 

Yet, with that Ghost — for so she thought — in 

When she believed that all he told was true ; 

When every tlireat was to her mind recall'd. 

Till it became affrighten'd and appall'd ; 

When Reason pleaded, think! forbear! refrain! 

And when, though trifling, stood that mystic stain* 

Predictions, warnings, threats, were present all in Taia. 

Th* exulting youth a mighty conqueror rose. 
And who hereafter shall his will oppose ? 

Such is our tale ; but we must yet attend 
Our weak, kind widow to her journey's endj 
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Upon her death-bed laid, confeeung to a friend 
Her full belief, for to the hour she died 

This she profess'd « The truth I must not hide. 

It was my brother's form, and in the night he died : 

In sorrow and in shame has pass'd my time. 

All I hare suffered follow from my crime; 

I sinn'd with warning — when I gave my hand 

A power within said, uiigently,— Withstand ! 

And I resisted— O [ my God, what shame. 

What years of torment from that frailty came ; 

That husband-son !— 1 will my liiult review; 

What did he not that men or monsters do? 

His day of love, a brief autumnal day, 

Ev'n in its- dawning haslen'4 to decay; 

Doom'd from our odious union to behold 

How cold he grew, and then how worse than cold ; 

Eager he sought me, eagerly to shun. 

Kneeling he woo'd me, but he scom'd me, won ; 

The tears he caused served only to provoke 

His wicked insult o'er the heart he broke; 

My fond compliance served him for a jest. 

And sharpen'd scorn— — ' I ought to be distrese'd ; 

Why did I not with my chaste ghost comply V 

And with upbraiding scorn he told me why; — 

! there was grossness in bis soul ; his mind 
Gould not be raised, nor soften'd, nor refined. 

Twice he departed in his rage, and went 

1 know not where, nor how his days were spent ; 
Twice he retum'd a suppliant wretch, and craved, 
Mean as profuse, the trifle I had saved. 

I have had wounds, and some that never heal, 
What bodies suffer, and what spirits feel; 
But he is gone who gave them, he is fled 
To his account ! and my revenge is dead- 
Yet b it duty, though with shame, to givo 
My sex a lesson — let my story live; 
For if no ghost the promised visit paid» 
Still was a deep and strong impression made, 
That wisdom had approved, and prudence had obey'd ; 
But from another world tliat warning came, 
And O ! in this be ended all my shame ! 

Like the first being of my sex I fell, 

Tempted, and with the tempter doom'd to dwell — 

Ha was the master-fiend, and where he reign'd was bell.* 



This was her last, for she described no more 
The rankling feelings of a mind so sore, 
But died in peace. — One moral let us draw — 
Be it a ghost or not the lady saw — 

If our discretion tells us how to live, 

We need no ghost a helping hand to give; 

But if discretion cannot us restrain. 

It then appears a ghoat would come in vain. 
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THE WIDOW. 



Bis InduIgencc^-Its Consequence — Dies — ^The second 
—His Authority— Its Effects— His Deatli — A third 
Husband — Determinately indulgent- He dies also— 
The Widow's Retirement. 



The Morning Walk — Village Scenery — Tlie Widows 
Dwelling — Her Story related — The first Husband — 



RiciAED one morning — it was ciutom now — 
Walk'd and conversed with labourers at the plough. 
With thrashers hastening to their daily task, 
With woodmen resting o'er the enlivening flask, 
And wiUi the shepherd, viratchful of his fold 
Beneath the hill, and pacing in the cold : 
Further afield he sometimes would proceed. 
And take a path wherever it might lead. 

It led him Hr about to Wickham Green, 
Where stood the mansion of the village queen ; 
Her garden yet its wintry blossoms bore, 
And roses graced the windows and the door — 
That lasting kind that through the varying year 
Or in the bud or in the bloom appear ; 
All flowers that now the gloomy days adorn 
Rose on the view, and smiled upon that mom : 
Richard a damsel at the window spied, 
Who kindly drew a useless veil aside, 
And show'd a lady who was silting by, 
So pensive, that he almost heard her sigh : 
Full many years she could, no question, tell, 
But in her mourning look'd extremely well. 

■ In truth,! said Richard, when he told at night 
His tale to George, « it was a pleasant sight; 
She look'd like one who could, in tender tone. 
Say, ' Will you let a lady sigh alone? 

See ! Time has touch'd me gently in his race, 
And left no odious furrows in my fece : 
See, too, this house and garden, neat and trim. 
Kept for its master Will you stand for himf 

Say this is vain and foolish if you please, 

But 1 believe her thoughts resembled these : 

' Come !' said her looks, *and we will kindly take 

The visit kindness prompted you to make.' 

And I was sorry that so much good play 

Of eye and attitude was thrown away 

On one who has his lot, on one who had his day.i 

■ Your pity, brother,* George, with smile, replied, 
« You may dismiss, and with it send your pride : 
No need of pity, when the gentle dame 

Has thrice resign'd and reassumed her name; 
And be not proud — for, though it might be thine, 
She would that hand to humbler men resign. 

Young she is not, — it would be passing strange 
If a young beauty thrice her name should change ; 
Yes! she has years beyond your reckoning seen — 
Smiles and a window years and wrinkles screen ; 
But she, in fact, has that which may command 
The warm admirer and the willing hand : 
What is her fortune we are left to guess. 
But good the sign — she does not much profess ; 
Poor she is not, — and there is that in her 
That easy men to strength of mind preft:r ; 
She may be made, with little care and skill, 
Yielding her own, t' adopt a husband's will : 
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Women there are, who of a man will take 
The hdm, and Meer— will no resisCance make: 
Who, if neglected, will the power annme, 
And then what wonder if the shipwreck conn ? 

Queens they will he if man allow the means, 
i\nd o^ive the power to these domestic queens; 
Whom, if he rightly trains he may create 
And make ohedient members of his slate. • 



Harriet at sirhool was very much the same 
As other misses, and %o home she came, 
Like other ladies, there to live and learn, 
To wait her season, and to take her turn. 

Their husbands maids as priests their livings gain, 

The best, they find, are hardest to obtain ; 

On those that offer both awhile debate — 

■ I ncetl not take it, it is not so late ; 

Rctler will come if we will lonj^er stay, 

And strive to put ourselves in fortune's way :■ 

And thus they wait, till many years arc past, 

For what comes slowly — Iwt it comes at last. 

Harriet was wedded, — but it must be said, 
The vow'd obedience was not duly paid : 
Hers was an easy man, — it {{ave him pain 
To hear a lady murmur and complain : 
He w^as a merchant, whom his father made 
Rich in the gains of a successful trade : 
A lot more pleasant, or a view more fair, 
Has seldom fallen to a youthful pair. 

But what is faultless in a world like this? 

In every station something seems amiss : 

The lady, married, found the house too small — 

* Two »Ii.ibby parlours, and that ugly hall ! 
Hail we a cottage somewhere, and could meet 
One's friends and favourites in one's snug retreat; 
Or only join a single room to these, 

It would be living something at our ease, 

And have one's self, at home, the comfort tliat one sees.* 

Such powers of reason, and of mind such strength. 

Fought with man's fear, and they prevail'd at length: 

The room was boilt, — and Harriet did not know 

A prettier dwelling, either high or low; 

But Harriet loved sucii conquests, loved to plead 

With her reluctant man, and to succeed; 

It was such pleasure to prevail o'er one 

Who would oppose the thing that still was done. 

Who never gain'd the race, but yet would groan and run. 

But there were times when love and pity gave 
Whatever thoughtless vanity could crave : 
She now the carriage chose with freshest name. 
And was in quite a fever till it came; 
But can a carriage he alone enjoy'd 7 
The pleasure not partaken is destroy'd; 

• I must have some good creature to attend 
On morning visits as a kind of friend.* 

A courteous maiden then was foood to sil 
Beside the lady, for her purpota fit. 



Who had been train'd in all the soothiDg wa^ 

And servile duties from her early days; 

One who had never from her childhood known 

A wish fulfiU'd, a purpose of her own : 

Her part it was to sit beside the dame, 

And give relief iu every want that came; 

To sootlic the pride, to watch the varying look. 

And bow in silence to the dimb rebuke. 

This supple being strove with all her diill 
To draw her master's to her lady's will; 
For they were like the magnet and the steri. 
At times so distant that they could not fed; 
Then would she gently move them, till she saw 
That to each other they began to draw; 
And then would leave them, sure on her retnm 
In Harriet's joy her conquest to discern. 

She was a mother now, and grieved to find 
The nursery window caught the eastern wind; 
What could she do with fears like these oppress'dT 
She built a room all window'd to the west; 
For sure in one so dull, so bleak, so old. 
She and her children must expire with cold : 
Meantime the husband murmur'd — "So he mi^ht; 
She wouJd be judged by Cousins — Was it right 7» 

Water was near Uiem, and, lier mind afloat. 

The lady saw a cottage and a boat. 

And thought what sweet excursions they might make. 

How they might sail, what neighbours tliey might tak/c. 

And nicely would she deck the lodge upon the lake. 

She now prevail'd by habit ; had her will. 

And found her patient husband sad and sliH : 

Yet this displeased ; site gain'd, indeed, the priae. 

But not the pleasure of her victories; 

Was she a child to be indulged? He knew 

She would have right, but would have reaaiKi loo. 

Now came the time, when in her husband's faoe 
Care, and concern, and caution she could trace; 
His troubled features gloom and sadness bore. 
Less he resisted, bnt he suffer'd more ; 
His nerves were shook like here ; in him her grief 
Had much of sympathy, but no relief. 

She could no longer read, and therefore kept 

A girl to give her stories while she wept; 

Better for Lady Julia's woes to cry. 

Than have her own for ever in her eye : 

Her husband grieved, and o'er his spirits came 

Gloom, and disease attaek'd his slender frame; 

He felt a loathing for the wretched slAie 

Of his concerns, so sad, so complicate; 

Grief and confusion seised him in the day. 

And the night pass'd in agony away : 

■ My ruin comes!* was his awakening thought. 

And vainly through the day was comfort sought; 

« There, lake my all!* lie said, and in his dream 

Heard the door boiled, and his children scream. 

And he was right, for not a day arose 

That he exclaim'd not, i Will it never dose?* 

I Would it were come !• — but soil he shifted on. 

Till liealth, and hope, and lilie's fair views were gone 
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Fretful herself, he of hk wife in vain 

For comfort sought— -~« He would be well again; 

Time would disorders of such nature heal 1 

O! if he felt what she was doom'd to foci. 

Such sleepless nights ! such broken rest! her frame 

Rack'd with diseases that she could not name ! 

With pangs like hers no other was oppress'd !» 

Weeping, she said, and sigh'd herself to rest. 

The suffering husband look'd the world around, 
And saw no friend : on him misfortune frown'd; 
Uim self-reproach tormented ; sorely tried, 
By threats he mourn'd, and by disease he died. 

As weak as wailing infoncy or age, 
How could the widow with the world engage? 
Fortune not now the means of comfort gave, 
Yet all her comforts Harriet wept to have. 

• Hy helpless babes, • she said, « will nothing know,i» 
Yet not a single lesson would bestow ; 

Her debts would overwhelm her, that was sure, 
But one privation would she not endure ; 

* We shall want bread ! the thing is past a doubt. »— 

* Then part with Cousins !» — « Can I do withoutT* — 

• Dismiss your servants!* — • Sparc me them, I pray!*- 
« At least your carriage!* — i What will people say?i- 
« That useless boat, that folly on the lake ! ■ — 

■ O ! but what cry and scandal will it make!* 
It was so hard on her, wlio not a thing 
Had done such mischief on their heads to bring ; 
This was her comfort, this she would declare. 
And tben slept soundly on her pillow'd chair : 
When not asleep, how restless was the soul 
Above advice, exempted from control ! 
For ever begging all to be sincere, 
And never willing any trutli to hear; 
A yellow paleness o cr her visage spread. 
Her fears augmented as lier comforts fled ; 
Views dark and dismal to her mind appear'd. 
And death she sometimes woo'd, and always fear'd. 

Among the clerks there was a thoughtful one. 
Who still believed that something might be done; 
All in his view was not so sunk and lost. 
But of a trial things would pay the cost : 
He judged the widow, and he saw the way 
In which her husband suffer'd her to stray; 
He saw entangled and perplex'd affairs, 
And Time's sure hand at work on tlieir repairs; 
Children he saw, but nothing could he see 
Why he might not their careful father be ; 
And looking keenly round him, he believed 
That what was loai might quickly be retrieved. 

Now thought our clerk — • I most not mention love, 

That she at least must seem to disapprove; 

But I must fear of poverty enforce, 

And then consent will be a thing of course. 

« Madam !> said he, « with sorrow I relate, 
That our affairs are in a dreadful state ; 
I caird on all our friends, and they declared 
They dared not nieddle~-not a creature dared; 
But still our perseverance chance may aid, 
And though 1 'm pouted, I amoot afraid ; 



If you, dear lady, will attention give 
To me, the credit of the house shall live ; 
Do not, I pray you, my proposal blame. 
It is my wish lo guard your husband's fame, 
And ease your trouble : tlien your cares resign 
To my discretion — and, in sliort, bo miae.» 

« Yours! O ! my stars! — Your goodness, sir, deserves 

My grateful thanks— take pity on ray nerves; 

I shake and tremble at a thing so new. 

And fear 't is whaU a lady should not do ; 

And then to marry upon ruin's briilk 

In all this hurry^-What will people think T« 

• Nay, there 's against us neither rule nor law, 
And people's thinking is not worth a straw : 
Those who are prudent have too much to do 
With their own cares to think of me and you ; 
And those who are not are so poor a race. 
That what they utter can be no disgrace :— 
Come ! let us now embark, when time and tide 
Invite to sea, in happy hour decide ; 
If yet we linger, both are sure to foil. 
The turning waters and the varying gale ; 
Trust me, our vessel shall be ably stocr'd. 
Nor will 1 quit her, till tlie rocks are clear'd.* 

Allured and frighten'd, soften'd and afraid. 
The widow doubted, ponder d, and obcy'd : 
So were they wedded, and the careful man 
His reformation instantly began ; 
Began his state with vigour to reform, 
And made a calm by laughing at the storm. 

Th' attendant-maiden he dismiss'd — for why? 
She might on him and love like his rely; 
She needed none to form her children's mind. 
That duty nature to her care assign'd; 
In vain she mourn'd, it was her health he prised. 
And hence enforced the measures he advised : 
She wanted air ; and walking, she was lold. 
Was safe, was pleasant! — he the carriage sold; 
He found a tenant who agreed to take 
The boat and cottage on the useless lake; 
The house itself had now superfluous room. 
And a rich lodger was induced lo come. 

The lady wondcr'd at the sudden change, 
That yet was pleasant, that was very strange; 
When every deed by her desire was done, 
She had no day of comfort — no, not one ; 
When nothing moved or stopp'd at her request, 
Her heart had comfort, and her temper rest ; 
For all was done with kindness, — most polite 
Was her new lord, and she confess'd it right; 
For now she found that she could gaily live 
On what the chance of common life could give : 
And her sick mind was cured of every ill, 
By finding no compliance with her will ; 
For when she saw that her desires were vain. 
She wisely thought it foolish to complain. 

Bom for her man, she gave a gentle sigh 
To her lost power, and grieved not to comply; 
Within, without, the face of things improved, 
And all in order and subjection moved. 
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As wealth increased, ambition now began 

To swell the soul of the aspiring man ; 

In some few years he thought to purchase land. 

And build a seat that Hope and Fancy plann'd ; 

To this a name his youthful bride should give! 

Harriet, of course, not many years would live; 

Then he would farm, and every soil should show 

The tree that best upon the place would grow : 

He would, moreover, on the bench debate 

On sundry questions—when a magistrate; 

Would talk of all that to the state belongs, 

The rich man's duties, and the poor man's wrongs; 

He would with favourites of the people rank, 

And him the weak and the opprcss'd should thank. 

T is true those children, orphans then ! would need 
Help in a world of trouble to succeed ! 
And they should have it — He sliould then possess 
All that man needs for earthly happiness. 

• Proud words, and vain !» said Doctor Young ; and proud 
They are; and vain, were by our clerk allow'd; 

For, while he dream'd, there came both pain and cough, 

Aad fever never tamed, and bore him off; 

Young as he was, and planning schemes to live 

With more delight than man's success can give; 

Building a mansion in his fancy vast. 

Beyond the Gothic pride of ages past ! 

While this was plann'd, but ere a pl.ice was sought, 

The timber scason'd, or the quarry wrought. 

Came Death's dread summons, and the man was laid 

In the poor house the isimple sexton made. 

But he had time for thought when he was ill, 
And made his lady an indulgent will : 
'Tis said he gave, in parting, his advice, 
« It is sufficient to be married twice ;» 
To which she answer'd, as 'l is said, again, 

• There 's none will have you if you *re poor and plain. 
And if you 're rich and handsome there is none 

Will take refusal let the point alone. > 

Be this or true or false, it is her praise 
She moum'd correctly all the mourning days; 
But grieve she did not, for the canker grief 
Soils the complexion, and is beauty's thief; 
Nothing, indeed, so much will discompose 
Our public mourning as our private woes ; 
When tender thoughts a widow's bosom probe, 
She thinks not then how graceful sits the robe ; 
But our nice widow look'd to every fold. 
And every eye its beauty might behold! 
It was becoming; she composed her face. 
She look'd serenely, and she mourn'd with grace. 

Some months were pass'd, but yet there wanted three 
Of the full time when widows wives may be; 
One trying year, and then the mind is freed, 
And man may to the vacant throne succeed. 

There was a tenant — he, to wit, who hired 
That cot and lake, that were so much admired ; 
A man of spirit, one who doubtless meant. 
Though he delay d awhile, to pay his rent; 
The widow's riches gave her much delight. 
And some her claims, and slie resolved to write. 



« He knew her grievous 1«>sb^ bow every care 
Devolved on her, who had indeed her share ; 
She had no doubt of him, — but was assure 
As that she breathed* her money was secure; 
But she had made a rash and idle vow 
To claim her dues, and the must keep it aoiw : 

So, if it suited • 

And for this there cam« 
A civil answer to the gentle dame : 
Within the letter were excuses, tlianks. 
And clean Bank paper from the best of banks; 
There were condolence, consolation, praise. 
With some slight hints of danger in delays; 
With these good things were others from the lake. 
Perch that were wish'd to salmon for her take. 
And compliment as sweet as u«w-boni hope could 

This led to friendly visits, social calls. 
And much discourse of races, rambles, balls; 
But all in proper bounds, and not a word 
Before its time, — the man was not absurd. 
Nor was he cold; but when she might expect 
A letter came, and one to this effect. 

■ That if his eyes had not his love convey'd. 
They had their master shamefully betray'd ; 
But she must know the flame, that be was sure. 
Nor she could doubt, would long as life endure : 
Both were in widow'd state, and both possess'd 
Of ample means to make their union bless'd; 
That she had been confined he knew for truth. 
And bcgg'd her to have pity on her youth; 
Youth, he would say, and he desired his wife 

To have the comforts of an easy life : 
She loved a carriage, loved a decent seat 
To which they might at certain times retreat; 
Servants indeed were sorrows, — yet a few 
They still must add, and do as others do : 
She too would some attendant damsel need. 
To hear, to speak, to travel, or to read:* 
In short, the man his remedies assign'd 
For his foreknown diseases in the mipd : — 

■ First, n he presumed, ■ that in a nervous case 
Nothing was better than a change of place :• 

He added, too, « T was well that he could prove 

That his was pure, disinterested love; 

Not as when lawyers couple house and land 

In such a way as none can understand; 

No ! thanks to Him that every good supplied. 

He had enough, and wanted nought beside! 

Merit was all.* 

« Well ! now, she would protest, 
Thu was a letter prettily express'd.* 
To every female friend away she flew 
To ask advice, and say, « What shall I do?* 
She kiss'd her children,— and she said, widi tears, 
« I wonder what is best for you, my dears? 
How can I, darlings, to your good attend 
Without the help of some experienced friend. 
Who will protect us all, or, injured, will defend 7 • 

The widow then ask'd counsel of her heart. 
In vain, fer that had nothing to impart; 
But yet with that, or something for her gui<fe^ 
She to her swain thus guardedly replied. 
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a She must beliere he wu aineere, for ^iHiy 
Should one who needed nothing deign to lie? 
But though »he could and did his truth admit, » 
She could not praise him for his taste a bit; 
And yet men's tastes were various, she confess'd, 
And none could prove his own to be the best; 
It was a vast concern, including all 
That we can happiness or comfort call; 
And yet she found that those who waited long 
Before their choice, had often chosen wrong; 
Nothing, indeed, could for her loss atone, 
But 't was the greater that she lived alone; 
She, too, had means, and therefore what the use 
Of more, that still more trouble would produce? 
And pleasure too she own'd, as well as care. 
Of which, at present, she had not her share. 

The things he offer'd, she must needs confess. 
They were all women's wishes, more or less; 
But were expensive ; though a man of sense 
Would by his prudence lighten the expense : 
Prudent he was, but made a sad mistake 
When he proposed her faded face to take ; 
And yet 't is said there 's beauty that will last 
When the rose withers and the bloom be past. 

One thing displeased her, — that he could Mippose 

He might so soon his purposes disclose ; 

Yet had she hints of such intent before. 

And would excuse him if he wrote no more ; 

What would the world ? — and yet she judged them fools 

Who let the world's suggestions be their rules ; 

What would her friends? — Yet in her own affairs 

It was her business to decide, not theirs : 

Adieu ! then, sir,> she added ; m thus you find 

The changeless purpose of a steady mind. 

In one now left alone, but to her ftite resign'd.» 

The marriage foUow'd ; and th' experienced dame 
Gonsider'd what the conduct that became 
A thrice-devoted lady — She confess'd 
That when indulged she was but more distressed ; 
And by her second husband when controll'd, 
Her life was pleasant, though her love was cold ; 
• Then let me yield,* she said, and %vith a sigh, 
« Let me to wrong submit, with right comply.* 

Alas! obedience may mbtake, and they 
Who reason not will err when they obey ; 
And fated was the gentle dame to find 
Her duty wrong, and her obedience blind. 

The man was kind, but would have no dispute, 

His love and kindness both were absolute ; 

She needed not her wishes to express 

To one who urged lier on> to happiness ; 

For this he took her to the lakes and seas, 

To mines and mountains, nor allow'd her ease. 

She must he pleased, he sai<f, and he must live to please. 

He hurried north and south, and east and west; 
W^hen age required, they would have time to rest : 
He in the richest dress her form arrayed, 
And cared not what he promised, what he paid ; 
She should share all his pleasures as her own, 
And see whatever could be sought or shown. 



This run of pleasure for a time she bore, 
And then affirm'd that she could taste no mora ; 
She loved it while its nature it retain'd, 
But made a duty, it displeased and pain'd : 
« Have we not means ?• the joyous husband cried ; 
« But I am wearied out,* the wife replied ; 
• Wearied with pleasure! Thing till now unheard- 
Are all that sweeten trouble to be fear'd? 
'T is but the sameness tires you,— <<rots the seas. 
And let us taste the worid's varieties. 

'T is said, in Paris that a man may live 

In all the luxuries a worid can give. 

And in a space confined to narrow bound 

All the enjoyments of our life are found ; 

There we may eat and drink, may dance and dress. 

And in its very essence joy possess ; 

May see a moving crowd of lovely dames. 

May win a fortune at your fovourite games ; 

May hear the sounds that ravish human sense. 

And all without receding foot from thence. • 

The conquer'd wife, resistless and afraid. 
To the strong call a sad obedience paid. 

As we an infoint in its pain, with sweets 

Loved once, now loaih'd, torment him till he eats. 

Who on the authors of his new distress 

Looks trembling with disgusted weariness, 

So Harriet felt, so look'd, and seem'd to say, 

« O I for a day of rc«t, a holiday !• 

At length her courage rising with her fear 

She said, « Our pleasures may be bought too dear!* 

To this he answered — « Dearest! from thy heart 

Bid every fear of evil times depart ; 

I ever trusted in the trying hour 

To my good stars, and felt the ruling power ; 

When want drew nigh, his threat'ning speed was stopp'd. 

Some virgin aunt, some childless uncle dropp'd ; 

In all his threats I sought expedients new. 

And my last, best resource was found in you.> 

Silent and sad the wife beheld her doom. 
And sat her down to sec the ruin come ; 
And meet the ills tliat rise where money fails, 
Debts, threats and duns, bills, bailifs, writs and jails. 

These was she spared ; ere yet by want oppress'd. 
Game one more fierce than bailiff in arrest; 
Amid a scene where Pleasure never came. 
Though never ceased the mention of his name. 
The husband's heated blood received the breath 
Of strong disease, that bore him to his death. 

Her all collected, — whether great or small 

The sum, I know not, but collected all ; — 

The widow'd lady to her cot retired, 

And there she lives delighted and admired : 

Civil to all, compliant and polite, 

Disposed to think • whatever is, is right ;» 

She wears the widow's weeds, she gives the widow's mite. 

At home awhile, she in the autumn finds 

The sea an object for reflecting minds. 

And change for tender spirits ; there she reads, 

Aad weeps in comfort in her graceful weeds. 
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What gives our tale its mormlT Here we find 
That wives like this are not for rule design'df 
Nor yet for blind submiMioii ; happy tfaey, 
Who while they feet it pleasant to obey, 
Have yet a kind companion at their side 
Who in their journey will hb power divide, 
Or yield the reins, and bid the lady ^ide; 
Then points the wonders of tlie way, and makes 
The duty pleasant that she underukes; 
He shows her objects as they move along, 
And gently rules the movements that are wrong : 
He tells her all tlie skilful driver's art, 
And smiles to see how well she acts her part ; 
Nor praise denies to courage or to skill, 
In using power that he resumes at will. 
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Return — Inquiries respecting a Lady whom he had 
seen — ller History related — Her Attachment to a 
Tutor — They are parted — Impediments removed 
— How removed in vain— Fate of the Lover — Of 
Ellen. 



Bleak was the mom — said Richard, with a sigh, 

u I must depart!* — «i That, Brother, I deny,* 

Said George — m You may; but 1 perceive not why.> 

This point before had been discuss'd, but still 
The guest submitted to the ruling will; 
But every day gave rise to doubt and fear,— 
He heard not now, as he was wont to hear. 
That all was well ! — tliough little was exprcss'd. 
It secm'd to him the writer was distress'd; 
Restrain'd ! there was attempt and strife to please. 
Pains and endeavour — not Matilda's ease; — 
Not the pure lines of love ! the guileless friend 
In all her freedom — What could this portend ! 

« Fancy!* said George, ■ the self-tormentor's pain* — 
And Richard still consented to remain. 

• Ride you this fair cool morning ?• said the squire: 

• Do — for a purchase I have made inquire, 

And with you take a will complacently t" admire: 

Soutliward at first, dear Richard, make your way, 

Cross Hilton Bridge, move on through Breken Clay, 

At Dunham wood turn duly to the east. 

And there your eyes upon the ocean feast ; 

Then ride above the cliff, or ride below, 

You'll be enraptured, for your taste I know; 

It is a prospect that a man might stay 

To his bride hastening on his wedding-day; 

At Tilburn Sluice once more ascend and view 

A decent house; an ample garden too. 

And planted well behind — a lively scene, and new; 

A little taste, a little pomp displayed. 

By a dull man, who had retired from trade 

To enjoy his leisure~-Uere he came prepared 

To farm, nor co«t in preparation ^»airod; 



But many works he purchased, tome be ratd. 

And often rote with projects in his head, 

Of crops in courses raind, of herds by matchiag 



We had just found these little hnmoare oat. 
Just saw — he saw not — tsfaat he was d>oat; 
Just met as neighbours, still disposed to neeC, 
Just learn'd the current tales of Dowling Street, 
And were just thinking of onr female friends, 
Saying — * Yon know not what the man inCenda, 
A rich, kind, liearty'->and it mi^t be trae 
Something he wish'd, but had not time to do ; 
A cold ere yet the falltng leaf I of smaU 
Effect till then, was fatal in the fsU ; 
And of that house was his possession brief- 
Go; and guaid well against the falling leaf. 



But hear me, Eichard, looking to my 
Try if you can find something that will please ; 
Faults if you see, and sach as mnst abide. 
Say they are small, or say that I can hide ; 
But faults that 1 can change, remove, or mend. 
These like a foe detect— or like a fnend. 



Mark well die rooms, and their proporciofis 
In each some use, some elegance discern ; 
Observe the garden, its productive wall. 
And find a something to commend in all; 
Then should you praise them in a knowing way, 
I'll take it kindly^-that is well— be gay. 

Nor pass the pebbled cottage as you rise 
Above the sluice, till you have fix'd your eyes 
On the low woodbined window, and have seen. 
So fortune favour you, the ghost within; 
Take but one look, and then your way pursne. 
It flies all strangers, and it knows not yon.« 

Richard retum'd, and by his Brother stood, 
Not in a pensive, not in pleasant mood; 
But by strong feeling into stillness wroiigbt. 
As nothing thinking, or with too much ibeagfat; 
Or like a man who means indeed to qwak. 
But would his hearer should his purpose 



When George— • What is it, Brother, you would bidcl 
Or what confessTn — » Who issheT* he replied, 
•That angel whom 1 saw, to whom is she allied? 
Of this fair being let me understand. 
And I will praise your purchase, bouse and land. 

Hers was that cottage on tlie rising ground. 
West of the waves, and just beyond their sound; 
T is larger than the rest, and whence, indeed. 
You might expect a lady to proceed; 
But O ! this creature, far as I could traoe. 
Will soon be carried to another plaoe. 

Fair, fragile thing ! I said, when first my eye 
Caught hers, wilt thou expand thy wings and fly! 
Or wilt thou vanish? beauteous spirit, stay !— 
For will it not (1 question'd) melt away 1 
No ! it was mortal— I unseen was near. 
And saw the bosom's sigh, the standing tear! 
She thought profoundly, for I stay'd to look. 
And first she rsad, dien laid aside bar book; 
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Then on her hand recliiMd her lov^ head. 
And seem'd unconKckMis of the iMtf she ihed. 

* Art thou ao mnch/ I eaid, < to iprief a pieyf 
Till pity pain'd me^ and I rode away. 

Tell me, my Brother, ia that sorrow dread 
For the great cliange that bears her to the de^dT 
Has she connexions? does she love!— I leel 
Pity and grief; wilt thou her woes reveal?* 

• They are not lasting, Richard, they are woes 
Chastised and meek! she sings them to repose; 
If not, she reasons; if they still remain, 

She finds resource, that none shall find in Tain. 

Whether disease^fil«t grew upon regret, 

Or nature gave it, is uncertain yet. 

And must remain ; the frame was slightly made, 

Tliat grief aasail'd, and all is now decay'dl 

But though so willing from the world to part, 
I must not call her case a broken heart; 
Nor dare I take upon me to maintain 
That hearts once broken nerer heal again.* 



She was an only daughter, one whose sire 
Loved not that girls to knowledge should aspire; 
But he had sons, and Ellen quickly caught 
Whatever they were by their masters Uughi; 
This, when the fether saw—-* It is the turn 
Of her strange mind,- said he, • but let her learn; 
'T b almost pity with that shape and face— 
But is a fashion, and brings no disgrace; 
Women of old wrote verse, or for the stage 
Brought forth their works! they now axe 

sage, 
And with severe pursuits dare grapple and enga^. 
If such her mind, I shall in vain oppose, 
)f not, her labours of themselves will close. • 

Ellen, 't was found, had skill without pretence. 
And silenced envy by her meek good seme; 
That Ellen learnt, her various knowledge proved ; 
Soft 'words and tender looks, that Ellen loved; 
For he who taught ho* brothers found in her 
A constant, ready, eager auditor ; 
Thb he perceived, nor could hie joy disguise, 
It tuned his voice, it sparkled in his eyes. 

Not very young, nor very handsome he. 
But very fit an Abelard to be; 
His manner and his meekness hush'd alarm 
In all but Ellen — Ellen felt the charm; 
Hers was fond « filial love,» she found delight 
To have her mind's dear father in her sight ; 
But soon the borrowed notion she resign'd I 
He was no father — even to the mind. 

But Ellen had her comforts — « He will speak, m 
She said, • for he beholds me fond and weak ; 
Fond, and he therefore may securely plead,— 
Weak, I have therefore of his firmness need ; 
With whom my father will his Ellen trust, 
Because he knows him to be kind and just. • 



Alas! too well the eonseions lover icnew 

The parenf s mind, and well the daug^tel'a too; 

He felt of duty the imperious caH, 

Beheld his danger, and must fly or fall. 

What would the parent, what his pupils think? 

O! he was standing on perdition's brink: 

In his dilemma flight alone remain'd, 

And could he fly whose very soul was chain'dT 

He knew she loved ; she tried not to conceal 

A hope she thought that virtue's self might fed. 

Ever of her and her firank heart afraid. 

Doubting himself, he sought in absence, aid. 

And had resolved on flight, but still the act delayed; 

At last so high his apprehension rose, 

That he would both his love and labour close. 

« While undisclosed my fear each instant grows. 
And I lament the guilt that no one knows, 
Success undoes mc, and the view that cheers 
All other men, all dark to me appears!* 

Thus as he thought, his Ellen at his sido 

Her sootliing softness to his grief applied { 

With like effect as water cast on flame, 

For he more heated and confused became. 

And broke in sorrow from the woifdering nsaid. 

Who was at once offended and afraid ; 

Tet « Do Hot go!i abe cried, and was awhile obo/d. 

• Art thou then ill, dear friend ?> she aak'd, and took 
His passive hand— « How very pale thy look! 

And thou art eold, and tremblesC^-pray thee tell 
Thy friend, thy Ellen, is her master well? 
And let her with her loving care attend 
To all that vezet and disturbs her friend.* 

• Nay, my dear lady! we have all our cares, 
And I am troubled with my poor affairs : 
Thou canst not aid me, Ellen ; could it ha 
And might it, doubtless, 1 would fly to thee; 
But we have sundry duties, and must all, 
flard as it may be, go where dutaca call- 
Suppose the trial were this instant thine, 
Gouldst thou the happiest of thy views resign 

At duty^s strong command ?n — « If thou wert by,> 
Said the unconscious maiden, «cl would try !»— • 
And as she sigh'd she heard the soft responsive sigh. 

And then assuming steadiness, « Adieu !» 
He cried, and from the grieving Ellen flew ; 
And to her father with a bleeding heart 
He went, his grief and purpose to impart; 
Told of his health, and did in part confess 
That he should love the noble maiden lesa. 

The parent's pride to sudden rage gave way — 

< And the girl loves! that plainly you would say — 

And you with honour, in your pride, retire! — 

Sir, I your prudence envy and admire.* 

But here the father saw the rising frown, 

And quickly let his lofty spirit down. 

• Forgive a parent! — I may well excuse 

A girl who could perceive such worth and chuA 

38 
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To make it hers; wc must not look to meet 

All we might wish ;— Is age itself discreet? 

Where conquest may not be, 't is prudence to retreat.' 

Then with the kindness worldly minds assume 

He praised the self-pronounced and rigorous doom; 

He wondur'd not that one so young should love, 

And much he wish'd he could the choice approve ; 

Much he lamented such a mind to lose, 

And hegg'd to learn if he could aid his views. 

If such were form'd— then closed the short account. 

And to a shilling paid the full amount. 

So Cecil left the mansion, and so flew 

To foreign shores, without an interview; 

He must not say, 1 love — he could not say, Adinu ! 

Long was he absent ; as a guide to youth, 
With grief contending, and in search of truth, 
In courting peace, and trying to forget 
What was so deeply interesting yet. 

A friend in England gave him all the news, 

A sad indulgence that he would not lose ; 

He told how Elleo suffcr'd, how they sent 

The maid from home in sullen discontent, 

With some relation on the Lakes to live, 

In all the sorrow such retirements give; 

And there she roved among tlie rocks, and took 

Moss from the stone, and pebbles from the brook ; 

Gazed on the flies that settled on the flowers, 

And so consumed her melancholy hours. 

Again he wrote — The fother then was dead, 

And Ellen to her native village fled, 

With native feeling — there she oped her door, 

Her heart, her purse, and comforted the poor. 

The sick, the sad, — and there she pass'd her days. 

Deserving much, but never seeking praise. 

Her task to guide herself, her joy the fallen to raise. 

Nor would she nicely faults and merits weigh, 

But loved the impulse of her soul t' obey ; 

The prayers of all she heard, their sufferings view'd, 

Nor turn'd from any, save when Love pursued ; 

For though to love disposed, to kindness prone, 

Slie thought of Cecil, and she lived alone. 

Thus heard the lover of the life she past 
Till his return, — and he return'd at last; 
For he had saved, and was a richer man 
Than when to teach and study he began ; 
Something his father left, and he could fly 
To the loved country where he wish'd to die. 

■ And now,* he said, • this maid with gentle mind 
May I not hope to meet, as good, as kind, 
As in the days when first her friend she knew 
And then could trust — and he indeed is true ? 
She knew my motives, and she must approve 
The man who dared to sacrifice his love 
And fondest hopes to virtue : virtuous she, 
Nor can resent that sacrifice in mc.» 

He reason'd thus, but fear'd, and sought the friend 
In his own country, \vhere his doubts must end ; 
They then together to her dwelling came, 
And by a KTviint sent her lover's name, 



A modest youth, whom she before had known, 
His favourite then, and doubtless tfcen her own. 

They in the carriage heard the servants speak 

At Ellen's door—* A maid so heavenly meek. 

Who would all pain extinguish! Yet will she 

Pronounce my doom, I feel the certainty !i»-^ 

• Courage !• the friend exclaim'd, « tlie lover's fear 

Grows vkithout ground ;• but Cecil would not bear : 

He sccm'd some dreadful object to explore. 

And Hx'd his fearful eye upon the door, 

Intensely longing for reply — the thing 

That must to him his future fortune bring; 

And now it brought! like Death's cold hand it came — 

M The lady was a stranger to the name !» 

Backward tlie lover in tlie carriage fell. 

Weak, but not fainting— All,- said be, • is well! 

Return with me — I have no more to seek !• 

And tliis was all tlie woful man would speak. 

Quickly he settled all his worldly views. 

And sail'd from home, his fiercer pains to lose 

And nurse the milder — now with laboar less 

He might his solitary world possess. 

And taste the bitter-sweet of love in idleness. 

Greece was the land he chose ; a mind decay'd 

And ruin'd there through glorious ruin stray'd ; 

There read, and walk'd, and mused,— there loTcd, am' 

wept, and pray'd. 
Nor would he write, nor suffer hope to live. 
But gave to study all his mind could gite i 
Till, with tlie dead conversing, lie began 
To lose the habits of a living man. 
Save that he saw some wretched, them he tried 
To soothe, — some doubtful, them he strove to ^ide; 
Nor did he lose the mind's ennobling joy 
Of that new stale that death must not destroy; 
What Time had done we know not, — Death -was nigli. 
To his first hopes the lover gave a sigh. 
But hopes more new and strong confirm'd his wish to die 

Meantime poor Ellen in her cottage thought 

■ That he would seek her — sure she should be sought 

She did not mean — It was an evil hour. 

Her thoughts were guardless, and beyond her power ; 

And for one speech, and that in rashness made ! 

Have I no friend to soothe him and persuade 1 

He must not leave me — He again will come. 

And we shall have one hope, one heart, one home !• 

But when she heard that he on foreign ground 
Sought his lost peace, hers never more was found ; 
But still she felt a varying hope that love 
Would all these slight impediments remove; — 
« Has he no friend io tell him that our pride 
Resents a moment and is satisfied ? 
Soon as the hasty sacrifice is made, 
A look will soothe us, and a tear persuade ; 
Have I no friend to say ' Return again. 
Reveal your wishes, and relieve her pain T ■ 

With suffering mind the maid her prospects view'd. 
That hourly varied with the varying mood ; 
As past the day, the week, the month, the year. 
The faint Iiope liickeii'd, and gave place to fear. 
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No Cecil came! — • Come, peevish and unjust!* 
Sad Ellen cried, • why cherish this disgust? 
Thy Ellen's voice could charm thee once, but thou 
Canst nothing see or hear of Ellen now !• 

Yes ! she was right ; the grave on him was closed. 
And there the lover and the friend reposed. 
The news soon reach'd her, and she then replied 
In his own manner — « I am satisfied !• 

To her a lovers legacy is paid, 

The darling wealth of tlie devoted- maid ; 

From this her best and hivourite books she buys. 

From this are doled the fovourite charities; 

And when a talc or face affects her heart, 

This is the fund -that must relief impart. 

Such h^ve the ten last years of Ellen been ! * 
Uer very last that sunken eye has seen I 
That half angelic being still must fdde 
Till all the angel in the mind be made ; — 
And now the closing scene will shortly come — 
She cannot visit sorrow at her home; 
But still she feeds the hungry, still prepares 
The usual softeners .of the peasant's cares. 
And though she prays not with the dying now, 
She teaches them to die, and shows them how. 



« Such is my tale, dear Richard, but that told 

I must all comments on the text withhold ; 

What is the sin of grief I cannot (ell, 

Nor of the sinners who have loved too well ; 

But to the cause of mercy 1 incline. 

Or, O ! my Brother, what a fate is mine! > 



BOOR XIX. 



WILLIAM BAILEY. 

Discourse on Jealousy — Of unsuspicious Men — Visit 
William and his Wife — His Dwelling — Story of Wil- 
liam and Fanny — Character of both — Their Contract 
—Fanny's Visit to an Aunt— Its Consequences— Her 
Father's Expectation— His Death- William a Wan- 
derer — His Mode of Living — The Acquaintance he 
forms — Travels across the Kingdom — ^Whom he finds 
—The Event of their Meeting. 



Thb letters Richard in a morning read 

To quiet and domestic comforts led ; 

And George, who thought the world could not supply 

Comfort so pure, reflected witli a sigh ; 

Then would pursue the subject half in play, 

Half earnest, till the sadness wore away. 

They spoke of Passion's errors, Love's disease. 
His pains, afflictions, wrongs, and jealousies ; 
Of Herod's vile commandment — that his wife 
Should live no more, when he no more had life ; 
He could not bear that royal Herod's spouse 
Should, as a widow, make her second vows; 



Or that a mortal with his queen should wed, 
Or be the rival of the mighty dead. 

I Herods, ■ said Richacd, • doubtless may bo found, 
But haply do not in the world abound : 
Indies, indeed, a dreadful lot would have, 
If jealousy could act beyond the grave: 
No doubt Othellos every, place supply, 
Though every Desdemona does not die ; 
But there are lovers in the world, who live 
Slaves to the sex, and every fault forgive.* 

■ I know,* said George, ■ a happy man and kind. 

Who finds his wife is all he wish'd to find, 

A mild, good man, who, ^f he nothing sees. 

Will suffer nothing to disturb bis ease; 

Who, ever yielding both to smiles and sighs. 

Admits no story that a wife denies,— r 

She guides his mind, and she directs his eyes. 

Richard, there dwells within a m>l« apair- 
Of good examples,— I will guide you there : 
Such man is William Bailey,— but his spouse 
Is virtue's self since she had made her vows : 
I speak of ancient stories, long worn out. 
That honest William would not talk about; 
But he will sometimes check her starling tear, 
And call her self-correction too severe. 

In their own inn the gentle pair are placed, 

Where you behold the marks of William's tastos 

They dwell in plenty, in respect, and peace, 

Landlord and lady of the Golden Fleece : 

Public indeed their calling, — but there come 

No brawl, no revel to that decent room ; 

All there is still, and comely to behold, 

Mild as the fleece, and pleasant as the gold; 

But mild and pleasant as they now appear, 

They first experienced many a troubled year; 

And that, if known, might not command our praise. 

Like the smooth tenor of their present days. 

Our hostess, now so grave and steady grown, 
Has had some awkward trials of her own : 
She was not always so resign'd and meek, — 
Yet can I little of her failings speak ; 
Those she herself will her misfortunes deem. 
And slides discreetly from the dubious theme ; 
But you shall hear the tale that I will tell. 
When we have seen the mansion where tliey dwell.- 

They saw the mansion, — and tlie couple made 
Obeisance due, and not without parade: 
« His honour, still obliging, took delight 
To make them pleasant in each other s sight ; 
It was their duty— they were very sure 
It was their pleasure. > 

This they could endure, 

Nor tum'd impatient In the room around 

Were care and neatness : instruments were found 
For sacred music, books with prints and notes 
By learned men and good, whom William quotes 
In mode familiar — Beveridge, Dodderidge, Hall, 
Pyle, Whitby, Hammond — he refers to all. 

Next they beheld liis garden, fruitful, nice. 
And, ns he said, his httle paradise. 
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In man and wifo appear'd aome signs of pride, 
Which (hey perceived not, or they would not hide,— 
N Their honeat saving, their good name, their skill, 
Uis honour's land, which they had grace to till; 
And more his fayour shown, with oil their friends good 
will.i 

This past, the visit was witli kindness closed, 
And George was ask'd to do as be proposed. 

I Richard, » said he^ « though I myself explore 
With no distaste the annals of the poor, 
And may with safety to a brotlier show 
What of my humble friends I chance to know, 
Richard, there are who call the subjects low. 



The host and hostess of the Fleece — 't is base — 
Would I could cast some glory round the place ! 

Tlie lively heroine once adom'd a farm,— 
And William's virtue has a kind of charm : 
Nor shall we, in our apprehension, need 

Riches or rank 1 think I may oroceed : 

Virtue and worth there are who will not sec 
In humble dress, but low they cannot be. • 



The youth's addresses pleased his favourite maid, — 

Tliey wish'd for union, but were both afraid ; 

They saw the wedded poor, — and fear the bliss delayed : 

Yet they appear'd a happier lass and swain 

Than those who will not reason or refrain. 

William was honest, simple, gentle, kind; 
Laborious, studious, and to thrift inclined ; 
More neat than youthful peasant ia his dress^ 
And yet so careful, that it cost him less : 
He kept from inns, though doom'd an inn fo keep, 
And all his pleasures and pursuits were cheap : 
Yet would the youth perform a generous deed,. 
When reason saw or pity felt the need ; 
He of his labour and his skill would lend, 
Nay, of hb money, to a suffering friend. 

William had m a n ual arts,— his room wms graced^ 
With carving quaint, that spoke the miMer's taslo ; 
But if that taste admitted some dfspufe, 
He charm'd the nymphs with flageolet and flute. 

Constant at church, and tliere a little proud^ 
He sang with boldness, and he road alond ; 
Self-taught to write, he his example look 
And fbrm'd his letters from a printed book. 

I 've heard of ladies who profess'd to see 
In a man's writing what his mind must be ; 
As Doctor Spunlieim's pupils, when they look 
Upon a skull, will read it as a book — 
Our talents, tendencies, and likings trace. 
And find for ail the measure and the place : 
Strange times! when thus we are completely read 
By man or woman, by the hand or head ! 
Believe who can, — but William's even mind 
All who beheld might in his writing find ; 
His not the scratches where we try in vain 
Meanings and words to construe or explain. 



But with our village Ueyo to proceed, — 
He read as learned clerks are wimt to read ; 
Solemn he was in tone, and slow in pace. 
By nature gifted both with strength and graoa. 

Black parted locks his polish'd forehead press'd; 

His placid looks an easy mind confess'd ; 

His smile content, and seldom more, ccmvey'd; 

Not like the smilo of fair illusive maid. 

When what she feels is hid, and what she wilUbetray'd. 

The lighter damsels call'd his nunner prim. 

And laugh'd at virtue so arra^d in him ; 

But they were wanton, as he well replied. 

And hoped their own would not be strong tried : 

Yet was he full of glee, and had his strokes 

Of rustic wit, his ropartees and jokes ; 

Nor was averse, ere yet he pledged his love, 

To stray with damsels in the shady grove ; 

When he would tell them, as they walk'd along. 

How the birds sang, and imitate their song : 

In fact, our rustic had his proper taste, 

Was with peculiar arts and manners graced— 

And Absolon had been, had Absolon been chaste. 



Frances, like William, felt her heart incli 
To neat attire— but Frances would be fine; 
Though small the farm, the farmer's daughter kni 
Her rank in life, and she would have it too : 
This, and this only, gave the lover pain. 
He thought it needless, and he judged it Tah» 
Advice in hints he to the fault applied. 
And talk'd of sin, of vanity, and pride. 



•t And what is proud, • said Prances, • bttC to atnadl 
Singing at church, and sawing thus yoilr han<t1 
Looking at heaven above, as if to bring 
The holy angels down to hear you sing? 
And when you write, you try with all your skill. 
And cry, no wonder that you wrote eo ill! 
For you were ever to yourself a rule, 
And humbly add, you never were «t school- 
Is that not proud 7->And I have heird beside. 
The proudest creatures have the-humblest pride : 
If you had read the volumes I have hired, 
You 'd see your fault, nor try to be admired ; 
For they who read such books can always tell 
The fault within, and read the mind as well.* 

William had heard of hiring books before. 
He knew she read, and he inquired no more; 
On him the subject was completely lost. 
What he regarded wai the time and cost : 
Yet that was trifling— just a present whim, 
■ Novels and stories! what were they to himT* 

With such slight quarrels, or with those as t1i|;hc. 

They lived in love, and dream'd of its delight. 

Her duties Fanny knew, both great and small. 

And she with diligence observed them aH ; 

If e'er she fail'd a duty to fulfil, 

'T was childish error, not rebellions will; 

For her much reading, though it tonch'd her iMatT, 

Could neitlier vice nor indolence impart. 

Yet, when from William and her friends retired, 
She found her nsading had her mind ins pir e d 
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With hopes and th«ii0hu of high myttMrioiu thin^ 

Such as the early tdnam of kindMM brings ; 

And tlien she wept, and wonder'd as she read, 

And new emotioBS In her heart were bred : 

She sometimes fooeied that when low was true 

T was more than she and Wiltiani ever knew ; 

More than the shady lane in summep«ve, 

More than the sighing when he took his leave ; 

More tlian his preference when the lads advance 

And chuse their partners for the evening dance : 

Nay, more than midnight thoughts and morning dreams, 

Or talk when love and marriage are the themes; 

In fact, a something not to he defined, 

Of all subduing, all commanding kind. 

That fills the fondett heart, that rules the proudest mind. 

But on her lover Fanny still relied, 

Her best companion, her sincerest guide, 

On whom she could rely, on whom she would confide. 

All jealous fits were past ; in either now 
Were tender wishes for the binding vow; 
There was no secret one alone poasess'd. 
There was no hope that warm'd a single breast ; 
Both felt the same concerns their thoughts employ. 
And neither knew one solitary joy. 

Then why so easy, William? why eonsenc 

To wait so long 7 thou wilt at last repent ; 

« Within a month,* does Care and Prudence say. 

If all be ready, linger not a day; 

Ere yet the choice be made, on choice debate, 

But having chosen, dally not with fate. 

While yet to wait the- pair were half content, 

And half disposed their purpose to repent, 

A spinsler-^unt, in some great baron's place, 

Would see a damsel, pride of all her race : 

And Fanny, flatler'd by the matron's call, 

Obey'd her aunt, and long'd to see the HaJI ) 

For halls and castles in her fancy wrought, 

And she accounts of love and wonder sought { 

There she expected strange events to learn. 

And take in tender secrets fond concern ; 

There she expected lovely nymphs to view. 

Perhaps to hear and meet their lovers too; 

The Julias, tender souls! the Henrys kind and tr«e: 

There she expected {Jottings to delect. 

And — ^bnt I know not what sh« might expect — 

All slie was taught in books to be her guide. 

And all that nature taught the nymph beside. 

Now that good dame had in the casda^ dwelt 
So long that she for all its people felt ; 
She kept her sundry keys, and ruled o'er all. 
Female and male, domestics in the hall ; 
By her lord trvsted, wordiy of her tmst. 
Proud but obedient, bountiful but just. 

She praised her lucky stars, that in her place 
She never found neglect, nor felt disgrace ; 
To do her duty was her soul's deNght, 
This her inferiors would to theirs excite. 
This her superiors notice and requite ; 
To either class she gave the praises due, 
And still more grateful as more favoured grew: 



Her lord and lady were of peerless worth, 

In power unmatch'd, in glory and in birth ; 

And such the yirtue of the noble race, 

It reach*d the meanest servant in the place ; 

All, from the chief attendant on my lord 

To the groom's helper, had her civil word ; 

From Miss Montregor, who the ladies taught. 

To the rude lad who in the garden wrought ; 

From the first ftivourite to the meanest drudge. 

Were no such womoi, heaven should be her judge; 

Whatever stains were theirs, let them reside 

In that pure place, and they were mundified ; 

The sun of fevour on their vileness shone, 

And all their faults like morning mists were gone. 

There was Lord Robert! could she have her choice. 
From the world's masters he should have her voice ; 
So kind and gracious in his noble ways, 
It was a pleasure speaking in his praise : 
And Lady Catharine, — U ! a princess pride 
Might by one smile of hers be gratified; 
With her would monarchs all their glory share. 
And in her presence banish all their care. 

Such was the matron, and to her the maid 
Was by her lover carefully convey'd. 

When William first the invitation read 
It some displeasure in his spirit bred, 
Not tftat one jealous thought the man poesets'd, 
He was by fondness, not by fear dislress'd ; 
But when his Fanny to his mind convey'd 
The growing treasures of the ancient maid, 
The thirty years, come June, of service past. 
Her lasting love, her life that would not last; 
Her power ! her place I what interest 1 what respect 
She had acquired— and shall we her n^lect? 

• No, Frances, no !» he answei'd, • yon are right } 
But things appear in such a different light !• 

• 

Her parents blest her, and as well became 
Their love, advised her, that they might not blame; 
They said, • If she should earl or countess meet 
She should be humble, cautious, and discreet : 
Humble, but not abased, remembering ail 
Are kindred sinners,— children of the flail ; 
That from the earth our being we receive, 
And all are equal when the earth we leave.- 

They then advised her in a modest way 
To make replies to what the lord might say ; 
Her aunt would aid her, who was now become 
With nobles noble, and with lords at home. 

So went die pair; and Wiltiam told at night 

Of a reception gracious and polite ; 

He spake of galleries long and pictures tall. 

The handsome parlours, the prodigious hall ; 

The busts, flie statues, and the floors of stone. 

The storied arras, and the vast saloon. 

In which was placed an Indian chest and screen, 

With figures such as he had never seen : 

He told of these as men enraptured tell, 

And gave to all their praise, and all was well. 
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LeFt by the lover, the desponding maid 

Was of the matron's ridicule afraid; 

But when she heard a welcome frank and kind. 

The wonted firmness repoftse»'d her mind; 

Pleased by the looks of love her aunt display'd. 

Her fond professions, and her kind parade. 

In her own room, and with her niece apart. 
She gave up all the secrets of her lieari; 
And, grown foraiiiar, bid her Fanny come, 
Partake iter cheer, and make herself at home. 

Shut in that room, upon its cheerful board 
She laid tlie comforts of no vulgar hoard ; 
Then press'd the damsel both with love and pride. 
For both she felt — and would not be denied. 

Grace she pronounced before and after meat. 
And blcss'd her Cod that she could talk and eat ; 

Then with new glee she sang her patron's praise 

u He had no paltry arts, no pimping ways; 
She had the roast and boil'd of every day. 
That sent the poor with grateful hearts away; 
And she was grateful — Come, my darling, think 
Of them you love the best, and let us drink. ■ 

And now she drank the healths of those above. 
Her noble friends, whom she must ever love; 
Rut not together, not the young and old. 
Rut one by one, the number duly told ; 
And told their merits too — there was not one 
Who had not said a gracious thing or done; 
Nor could she praise alone, but she would lake 
A cheerful glass for every favourite's sake, 
And all were favourites — till the rosy cheek 
Spoke for the tongue that nearly ceased to speak ; 
That rosy cheek that now began to shine. 
And show the progress of the rosy wine : 
But there she cndctl — felt the sin{;ing head. 
Then pray'd as custom will'd, and so to bed. 

The morn was pleasant, and the ancient maid 
With her fair niece about the mansion strayed ; 
There was no room without th' appropriate tale 
Of blood and murder, female sprite or male; 
There was no picture that th' historic dame 
Pass'd by and gave not its peculiar fame; 
The births, the visits, weddings, burials, all 
That chanced for ages at the noble Hall. 

These and each revolution she could state. 
And give strange anecdotes of love and hate ; 
This was her first deli4;ht, her pride, her boast, 
She told of many an heiress, many a toast. 
Of Lady Ellen's flight, of Lord Orlando's ghost; 
The maid turn'd pale, and what should then ensue 
But wine and cake — then dame was frighten'd loo. 

The aunt and niece now walk'd about the grounds, 
And sometimes met the gentry in their rounds ; 
> Do let us turn !• the timid girl exclaim'd— 
■ Turn ! • said the aunt, « of what are you ashamed ? 
What is there frightful in such looks as those? 
What is it, child, you fancy or suppose? 
Look at Lord Robert, sec if you can trace 
More than trae honour in that handsome face ! 



What! you must think, by blushing in that way« 
My lord has something about love to say; 
But 1 assure you that he never spoke 
Such thiugs to me in earnest or in joke. 
And yet I meet him in all sorts of timeSi 
When wicked men are thinking of their crimes. 

There ! let them pass— —Why, yes, indeed 't is true 
That was a look, and was design'd for you ; 
But what tlie wonder when the sight is new? 
For my lord's virtue you may take my word. 
He would not do a thing that was absurd.* 

A month had pass'd ; ■ And when will Fanny cozne?* 
The lover ask'd and found the parents dumb; 
They had not heard for more than half the space. 
And the poor maiden was in much disgrace ; 
Silence so long they could not understand. 
And this of one who wrote so neat a hand ; 
Their sister sure would send were aught amiss. 
But youth is thoughtless — there is hope in this. 

As time elapsed, their wonder changed to wo, 
William would lose another day, and go; 
Yet if she should be wilful and remain, 
He had no power to take her home again : 
But he would go : — He went, and he retum'd, — 
And in his look the pair his talc discem'd; 
Stupid in grief, it secm'd not that he knew 
How he came home, or what lie should pnrsae : 
Fanny was gone ! — her aunt was sick in bed. 
Dying, she said — none carod if she were dead; 
Her charge, his darling, was decoy'd, was fled ! 
But at what time, and whither, and with whom. 
None scem'd to know — all surly, shy, or dumb. 

Each blamed himself, all blamed the erring maid. 
They vow'd revenge ; they cursed their fate, and prav'd. 
Moved by his grief, the father sought the place, 
Ask'd for his girl, and talk'd of her dis^^race; 
Spoke of the villain, on whose cursed head 
He pray'd that vengeance might be amply shed ; 
Then sought his sister, and beheld her grief. 
Her pain, her danger, — this was no relief. 

« Where is my daugther? bring her to my sif>htli> — 

M Brother, I 'm rack'd and tortured day and uighc* — 

«i Talk not to me I What grief have you to teU, 

Is your soul rack'd, or is your bosom hell ? 

Where is my daughter ?i»—«i She would lake her oath 

For their right doing, for she knew them both. 

And my young lord was honour.n — « Woman, cea»« '. 

And give your guilty conscience no such pe^ce — 

You 've sold the wretched girl, you have betray'd your 

niece. » — 
u The Lord be good ! and O ! the pains that come 
In limb and bo<ly — Brother, get you home! 
Your voice runs tlirough me,^ every angry 
If he should hear it, would offend my lord.* 

t Has he a diiugtherT let her run away 
With a poor dog, and hear what he will say! 
No matter what, I 'U ask him for hissonn— 
« And so offend 1 Now, brother, pray be gone ! 

BIy lord appeared, perhaps by pity moved. 
And kindly said he no such things approred ; 
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Nay, be was angry wiih the foolish boy, 

Who mitjht hU pleasures at his ease enjoy; 

The thing was wrong— he hoped the form did well, — 

The angry forher dooin'd the farm to hell ; 

He then desired to see the villain-son, 

Tliougli my lord warn'd him such excess to shun; 

Told him he pardon'd, though he blamed such rage, 

And bade him think upon his state and age. 

« Think ! yes, my lord ! but thinking drives me mad*— 
Give me my child! — Where is she to be had? 
I 'm old and poor, but I with both can feel, 
And so shall he that could a daughter steal ! 
Think you, my lord, I can be so bereft 
And feci no vengeance for the villain's theft? 
Old if I am, could I the robber meet 
1 'd lay his breathless body at my feet- 
Was that a smile, my lord? think you your boy 
Will both the fatlier and the child destroy ?• 

My lord replied — « I 'm sorry from my soul ! 
But boys are boys, and tliere is no control. » 

* So, for your great ones Justice slumbers then ! 
If men arc poor they must not feel as men- 
Will your son marry ?■ — « Marry !» said my lord. 
Your daughter? — marry — do, upon my word !« 

« What then, our stations differ ! — but your son 
Thought not of that — his crime has made them one. 
In guilt united — She shall be his wife. 
Or I th' avenger that will take his Life !» 

• Old man, I pity and forgive you; rest 

In hope and comfort, — be not so distress'd. 

Things that seem bad oft happen for the best; 

The girl has done no more than thousands do. 

Nor has the boy — they laugh at me and you.» — 

« And this my vengeance — curse him !« — « Nay, forbear; 

I spare your frenzy; in compassion spare.* 

« Spare me, my lord ! and what have I to dread ! 
O! spare not, heaven, the thunder o'er his head — 

The bolt he merits ! • 

Such was his redress; 
And he retum'd to brood upon distress. 

And what of William?— William from the time 
Appear'd partaker both of grief and crime; 
He cared for nothing, nothing he pursued. 
But walk'd about in melancholy mood ; 
He ceased to labour, — all he loved before 
lie now neglected, and would see no more; 
He said his flute brought only to his mind 
When he was happy, and his Fanny kind; 
And his loved walks, and every object near, 
And every evening-sound she loved to hear. 
The shady lane, broad heath, and starry sky, 
Brought home reflections, and he wish'd to die : 
Yet there he stray'd, because he wish'd to shun 
The world he liated, where his part was done ; 
As if, though lingering on tlie earth, he there 
Had neither hope nor calling, tie nor care. 

At length a letter from the daughter came, 
*■ Frances' subscribed, and that tlie only name; 



She • pitied much her parents, spoke of fate. 

And bcgg'd them to forget her, not to hate ; 

Said she had with her ail the world could give, 

And only pray'd that they in peace should live,— 

That which is done, is that we 're bom to do. 

This she was taught, and she believed it true; 

True, that she lived in pleasure and delight. 

But often dream'd and saw the farm by night; 

The boarded room that she had kept so neat. 

And all her roses in the window<seat; 

The pear-tree shade, the jasmine's lovely gloom, 

With its long twigs that blossom'd in the room ; 

But she was happy, and the tears that fell 

As she was writing had no grief to tell ; 

We weep when we are glad, we sigh when we are well. « 

A bill inclosed, that they beheld with pain 
And indignation, they retum'd again ; 
There was no mention made of William's name, 
Chcck'd as she was by pity, love, and shame, 

William, who wrought for bread and never sought 
More than the day demanded when he wrought. 
Was to a sister call'd, of all his race 
The last, and dying in a distant place; 
In tender terror he approach'd her bod. 
Beheld her sick, and buried her when dead : 
He was her heir, and what she left was more 
Tfian he required, who was content before. 

With their minds' sufferings, age, and growing pain, 
That ancient couple could not long remain. 
Nor long remain'd ; and in their dying groan 
The suffering youth perceived himself alone; 
For of his health or sickness, peace or care. 
He knew not one in all the world to share; 
Now every scene would sad reflections give. 
And most his home, and there he could not live; 
There every walk would now distressing prove. 
And of his loss remind him, and his love. 

With the small portion by his sister left 
He roved about as one of peace bereft. 
And by the body's movements hoped to find 
A kind of wearied stillness in tlie mind. 
And sooner bring it to a sleepy state. 
As rocking infants will tlieir pains abate. 

Thus careless, lost, unheeding where he went. 
Nine weary years the wandering lover spent. 

His sole employment, all that could amuse, 
Was his companions on the road to chusc ; 
With such he travell'd through the passing day. 
Friends of the hour, and walkers by the way , 
And from the sick, the poor, the halt, the blind. 
He leam'd the sorrows of bis suffering kind. 

He leam'd of many how unjust their fate, 

For their connexions dwelt in better slate ; 

They had relations famous, great or rich. 

Learned or wise, they never scrupled which ; 

But while they cursed these kindred churls, would try 

To build their fame, and for their glory lie. 



Others delighted in misfortunes strange, 
Tlie sports of fortune in her love for change. 
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Some spoke of wonders they before had seen, 
When on their travels tliey had wandering been ; 
How they had sail'd the world about, and found 
The sailing plain, although tlie world was round; 
How they liehcld for montlis th' unsetting tuO) 
What deeds lliey saw ! what they themselves had done !- 
What leaps at Rhodes!— wliat glory then tbey won! 

There were who spoke in terms of high disdain 
Of their contending against power in vain, 
Suffering from tyranny of law long borne. 
And life's best spirits in contentions worn: 
Happy in this, th' oppressors soon will die, 
Each with the vex'd and suffering man to lie— 
And thus consoled exclaim, * And is not sorrow dry ?• 

But vice offended : when he met with those 
Who could a deed of violence propose. 
And cry, ■ Should they what we desire possess T 
Should they deprive us, and their laws oppress?* 
William would answer, • Ours is not redress:* — 

■ W^ould you oppression then for ever feel!* 

u T is not my choice; but yet I must not steal :» — 
« So, first they cheat us, and then make their laws 
To guard their treasures and to back their cause : 
What call you then, my friend, the rights of roan?*— 
« To get his bread,* said William, « if he can; 
And if he cannot, he must then depend 
Upon a Being he may make his friend :»~» 
« Make!» they replied; and conference had end. 

But female vagrants would at times express 
A new-born pleasure at the mild address ; 
His modest wish, clothed in accent meek. 
That they would comfort in religion seek. 

■ I am a sinful being!* William rned; 

■ Then, what am I?* the conscious heart replied: 
And oft-times ponder d in a pensive way, 

u He is not happy, yet he loves to pray. * 

But some would freely on his thoughts intrude. 
And thrust themselves 'twixt him and solitude : 
They would his faith and of its strength demand, 
And all his souls prime motions understand : 
How! they would say, such wo and such belief, 
Such trust in heaven, and yet on earth such grief! 
Thou art almost, my friend, — thou art not all, 
Thou hast not yet the self-destroying call ; 
Thou hast a carnal wi&h, perhaps a will 
Not yet subdued, — the root is growing still: 
There is the strong man yet that keeps his own. 
Who by a stronger must be overthrown ; 
There is the burden that must yet be gone, 
And then the pilgrim may go singing on. 

William to this would seriously incline, 

And to their comforts would his heart resign ; 

It soothed, it raised him, — he began to feel 

Th' enlivening warmth of methodistic zeal; 

He learn'd to know the brethren by their looks — 

lie sought their meetings, he perused their books { 

i>ut yet was not within tiie pale and yoke, 

And as a novice of experience spoke; 

Hut felt the comfort, and began to pray 

For such companion! on the king's highway. 



William had now acrow the kingdom qMd, 
To di' Eastern ocean from St David's bead ; 
And wandering late, with various thoughts oppi 
"Twas midnight ere he rearh'd his place of rest,^ 
A village inn, that one way-faring friend 
Gould from experience safely recommend. 
Where the kind hostess would be more inleiit 
On what he needed than on what be spent; 
Her husband, once a heathen, she subdued. 
And with religious fear his mind imbued; 
Though his conviction came too late to saw 
An erring creature froB an early grave. 

Since that event, the cheerfnl widow grew 
In size and substance,— her the brethren knew — 
And many friends were hers, and lovers not a few; 
But either love no more conid warm her hearty 
Or no man came who conld the warmth impart. 

William drew near, and saw the comely look 
Of the good lady, bending o'er her book; 
Hymns it appear'd — for now a pleasing sonad 
Seem'd as a welcome in his wanderings found. 
He enter'd softly, not as tbey who think 
That they may act the ruffian if they drinky 
And who conceive, that for their paltry pence 
They may with rules of decency dispense: 
Far unlike these was William, — he was kind. 
Exacting nothing, and to all resign'd. 

He saw the hostess reading,— and their eyea 

Met in good will, and something like turprice: 

It was not beauty William saw, but more. 

Something like that which he had loved before— » 

Something that brought his Fanny to bis riew. 

In the dear time when she was good and true; 

And his, it seem'd, were features that were aeeo 

With some emotion — she was not serene : 

And both were moved Co ask wliat looka like tboac couU 

mean. 
At first she colour d to the deepest red. 
That hurried off, till all the rote was fled; 
She <-aird a servant, whom she sent to rest. 
Then made excuse Co her attentive guest ; 
She own'd the thoughts confused, — 't was Tery true. 
He brought a dear departed friend in view : 
Then, as he listen'd, bade him welcome there 
With livelier looks and more engaging air. 
And stirr'd the fire of ling, and brusli'd the wicker chair. 
Waiting his order with the cheerful look. 
That proved how pleasant were the pains she took. 



He was rcfresh'd— — They spake on various th« 
Our early pleasures, Reason's first-drawn schcsaea. 
Youth's strong illusions, Love's delirious dreams i 
Then from her book he would presume to ask. 
A song of praise, and she perform'd the task : 
The clock struck twelve — He started — * must I ^ T 
His looks spoke plainly, and the lady's * No :* 
So down he sat, — and when the clock struck o«« 
There was no start, no effort to be gone: 

Nor stay'd discourse 

• And so your loves were croa^'d 
And the loved object to your wishes lost? 
But was she faithless, or were you to blame? 
I wish I knew her- Will you tell her name?* 
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« Excuse me — that woald hart her if alire; 
And, if no more, why should her fsult surTiveT* 

k But love you still?* — 

■ Alas! I feel I do, 
When I behold her very looks in you ! • 

« Yet, if the frail one's name must not be known, 
My friendly ^est may trust me with hb own.n 

This done, the lady pansed, and then replied — 
■ It grieres me mueh to see your spirit tried; — 
But she was like me, — how I came to know 
The lamb that stray'd I will hereafter show* — 

We were indeed as sisters Should I state 

Her quiet end, you would no longer hate: 
1 see your heart,— and I shall quickly prore. 
Though she deserved not, yet she prized your love : 
Long as she breathed was heard her William's name — 
And such affection half absolves her shame. 

Weep not, but hear me, how 1 came to know 
Thee and thy Frances^-thb to heaven I owe; 
And thou shalt view the pledge, the very ring. 
The birth-day token — well yon know the thmg ; 
* This,' if I ever — thus I was to speak. 
As she had qpoken— -but I see you weak : 
She was not worthy— ~» 

« O ! yoa cannot tell 
By what accursed meant my Fanny fell ! 
What bane, compulsion, threats—for sho was pure; 
But from such toils what being is secure? 
Force, not persuasion, robb'd me——* 

• Ton are right; 
So has she told me, in her Makei's sight : 
She loved not vic e - ■■ 

« O! no, — her heart approved 
All that her God commanded to be loved; 
And she is gone-~ — » 

• Conuder! death alone 
Could for the errors of her life atone.* 

•> Speak not of them ; I would she knew how dear 
I hold her yet !— But dost thou give the tear 
To my luvol Frances?— No! 1 cannot part 
With one who has her iac^ who has iMr heart; 
With looks so pleasing, when I thee behold. 
She lives — that bosom is no longer cold- 
Then tell me Art thou not— in pity speak— 
One whom I sought, while living meant to seek— 
Art thou my FannyT— Let me not offend — 
Be something to me— be a soffarei's friend — 
Be more — be all I- — The precious truth confess — 
Art thoa not Franees?*— »— 

«0, my WUliamlyes! 
But spare me, spare th3fself, and suffer leas: 
In my best days, the spring-time of my life, 
I was not worthy to be William's wife; 
A viridow now— not poor, indeed— not cast 
In outer darkness — sorrowing for the past. 
And for the future hoping— but no more: 
Let me the pledges of thy love restore, 
And give the ring thou gavest— let it be 
A token still of my regard for thee,— 
But only that, — and to a vronhier now 
Consign the gifL»— 

« The only worthy tbov !» 



Replied the lover; and what more cxprcas'd 
May be omitted — here our tale shall rest. 

This pair, our host and hostess of the Fleece, 
Command some wealth, and smile at its increase; 
Saving and civil, cautious and discreet, 
All sects and parties in their mansion meet ; 
Tliere from their chapels teachers go to share 
The creature-comforts, — mockery grins not there; 
There meet the wardens at their annual feast, 
With annual pun — ■ the parish must be fleeced ;• 
There tradere find a parlour cleanly swept 
For tlieir reception, and in order kept; 
And there the sons of labour, poor, but freey 
Sit and enjoy their hour of liberty. 



So live the pair,— and life's disasters i 
In their unruffled calm a troubled dream; 
In comfort runs the remnant of their Hfe— 
He the fond husband, she the faithful wife. 




BOOR XX. 

THE CATHEDRAL-WALK. 

George in his hypochondriac Slate— A Family Mansion 
now a FaruHhouse — The Company there — Tlieir Con- 
rersation — Subjects afforded by the Pictures — Doubts 
if Spirits can appear — ^Arguments — Facto- The Rela- 
tion of an old Lady — Her Walks in a Cathedral — Ap- 
pearance Ihete. 



la their discourse again the Brothers dwelt 

On eariy sahjecl»— what diey once bod felt. 

Once thought of things mysterious;— themes that all 

With some d^ree of reverence recall. 

Geoige then reverted to the days of old. 

When his heart feinted, and his hope was cold; 

When by the power of fancy ha was sway'd, 

And every impulse of the n^nsd obey'd. 

■ Then, my dear Richard,* said the 'Squire, • my case' 

Was call'd consumptive— I must seek a place 

And soil salubrious, thither must repair 

And live on asies* milk and milder air. 

My uncle bought a ferm, and on the land 

The fine old mansion yet was left to stand. 

Not in this state, but old and much deca^d; 

Of this a part was habitable made; 

The rest — who doubts?— was by the q>irito seiaed. 

Ghosts of all kinds, who used it as they pleased. 

The worthy fermer tenant yet remain'd. 
Of good report — he had a fortune gain'd ; 
And his three daughters at their school acquired 
The air and manner that their swains admired ; 
The mother-gossip and diese daughters Uiree 
Talk'd of genteel and social company. 
And while the days were fine, and walks' were clean, 
A fresh assemblage day by day were 



There were the cnrate's gentle maids, and aooM 
From all die oeigfaboiiring villages wouki 
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There, as I stole the yew-tree shades among, 

I saw the parties walking, old and young, 

Where I was nothing — if perceived, they said, 

' The man is harmless, be not you afraid ; 

A poor young creature, who, they say, is cross'd 

In love, and has in part his senses lost; 

His health for certain, and he comes to spend 

His time with us; we hope our air will mend 

A frame so weaken'd, for the learned tribe 

A change of air for stubborn ills prescribe ; 

And doing nothing often has prevail'd 

When ten physicians have prescribed and fail'd; 

Not that for uir or change there 's much to say, 

But nature then has time to take her way; 

And so we hope our village will restore 

This man to health that he possess'd before. 

lie loves the garden avenues, the gloom 

Of the old chambers, of the tap'stried room, 

And wc no notice take, we let him go and come.' 

So spake a gay young damsel ; but she knew 
Xot all the truth, — in part her tale was true. 
Much it amused me in the place to be 
This harmless cipher, seeming not to see, 
Yet seeing all, — unnoticed to appear, 
Yet noting all ; and not disposed to hear, 
Rut to go forth, — break in on no one's plan, 
.\nd hear them speak of the forsaken man. 

In scenes like these, a mansion so decay'd. 

With blighted trees in hoary moss array'd, 

And ivied walls around, for many an hour 

I walk'd alone, and felt their witching power; 

So others felt; — the young of either sex 

Would in these walks their timid minds perplex 

By meeting terrors, and the old appear'd, 

Tlieir fears upbraiding, like the young who fear'd ; 

Among them all some sad discourse at night 

Was sure to breed a terrified delight: 

Some luckless one of the attentive dames 

Had figures seen like those w^ithin the frames, 

Figures of lords who once the land possess'd, 

And who could never in their coffins rest; 

Unhappy spirits! who could not abide 

The loss of all their consequence and pride, 

'T was death in all his power, their very names had died. 

These tales of terror views terrific bred. 
And sent the bearers trembling to their bed.< 



In an autumnal evening, cool and still, 
The sun just dropp'd beneath a distant hill, 
The children gazing on the quiet scene, 
Then rose in glory Night's majestic queen ; 
And pleasant was the chequer'd light and shade 
Her golden beams and maple shadows made; 
An ancient tree that in the garden grew, 
And that fair picture on the gravel threw. 

Then all was silent, save the sounds that make 
Silence more awful, while they faintly break ; 
The frighten'd bafs low shriek, the beetle's hum, 
With nameless sounds we know not whence they come. 



Such was the evening; and that ancient seat 

The scene where then some neighbours chanced to meet . 

Up to the door led broken steps of stone. 

Whose dewy surface in the moonlight shone; 

On vegetation, that with progress slow 

Where man forbears to fix his foot, will grow; 

The window's depth and dust repell'd the ray 

Of the moon's light and of the setting day ; 

Pictures there were, and each display'd a face 

And form that gave their sadness to the place; 

The frame and canvass show'd that worms unseen. 

Save in their works, for years had working been; 

A fire of brushwood on tlie irons laid 

All the dull room in fitful views display'd. 

And with its own wild light in fearful forms array'd. 

In this old Hall, in this departing day, 

Assembled friends and neighbours, grave and gay. 

When one good lady at a picture threw 

A glance that caused inquiry — ■Tell us who7« 

■ That was a fomous warrior ; one they laid. 

That by a spirit was awhile obeyed; 

In all his dreadful battles he would say, 

* Or win or lose, I shall escape to-day ;' 

And though the shot as thick as liail came round. 

On no occasion he received a wound ; 

He stood in safety, free from all alarm. 

Protected, heaven forgive him, by his charm : 

But he forgot the date, till came the hour 

When he no more had the protecting power; 

And then he bade his friends around foreweU ! 

' 1 fall !' he cried, and in the instant fell. 

I 

Behold tliosa infants in the frame beneath. I 
A witch offended wrought their early death ; 
She form'd an image, made as wax to melt. 
And each the wasting of the figure felt; 
The hag confcss'd it when she came to die. 
And no one living can the truUi deny. 

But see a beauty in King William's daysi. 

With that long waist, and those enormoui stays; 

She had three lovers, and no creature knew 

The one preferr'd, or the discarded two; 

None could the secret of her boaom see; 

Loving, poor maid, th' attention of the threes 

She kept such equal weight in either scale, 

'T was hard to say who would at last prevail; 

Thus you may think in either heart arose 

A jealous anger, and the men were foes; 

Each witli himself concluded, two aside, 

The tliird may make the lovely maid his bride : 

This caused their fate— It was on Thursday night 

The deed was done, and bloody was the fight; 

Just as she went, poor thoughtless girl ! lo prayers. 

Ran wild the maid with horror up the stairs; 

Pale as a ghost, but not a word she said. 

And then the lady utter'd, < Goales is dead.' 

Then the poor damsel found her voice and cried, 

' Ran through the body, and tliat instant died ! 

But he pronounced your name, and so was satialicd/ 

A second fell, and he who did survive 

Was kept by skill and sovereign drugs alive; 

'O! would she see me!' he was heard to say, 

'No! 1 11 torment him to his dying day I' 
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The maid exclaim'd, and every Thursday night 
Her spirit came his wretched soul to fright; 
Once as she came he cried aloud ' Forgive !' 
' Never !' she answer'd, * never while you live, 
Nor when you die, as long as time endures; 
You have my torment been, and I 'U be yonrs !" 
That is the lady, and the man confess'd 
Her vengeful spirit would not let him rest. • 

« But are there ghosts I • exclaim'd a timid maid ; 
• My father tells me not to be afraid ; 
He cric» when buried we are safe enough, 
And calls Ruch stories execrable stuff.* 

t Your ^ther, child,* the former lady cried, 

« Has learning much, but he has too much pride ;- 

It is impossible for him to tell 

What things in nature are impossible. 

Or out of nature, or to prove to whom 

Or Cor what purposes a ghost may come; 

It may not be intelligence to bring. 

But to keep up a notion of the thing; 

And though from one such fact there may arise 

An hundred wild improbabilitica. 

Yet had there never been the truth, I say. 

The very lies, themselves had died away.» 

■ True,* said a friend ; • Heaven doubtless may dispense 
A kind of dark and clouded evidence; 

God has not promised tliat he will not send 
A spirit freed to either foe or friend ; 
He may such proof, and only such bestow, 
Though we the certain truth can never know; 
And therefore though such floating stories bring 
No strong or certain vouchers of the thing. 
Still would I not, presuming, pass my word 
That all such tales were groundless and absurd.* 

■ But you will grant,* said one who sate beside, 
•That all appear so when with judgment tried?* 

> For that concession, madam, you may call, 
When we have sate in judgment upon all.* 

An ancient lady, who with pensive smile 

Had heard the stories, and been mute the while, 

Now said, • Our prudence had been better shown 

By leaving uncontested things unknown ; 

Yet if our children must such stories hear, 

Let us provide some antidotes to fear ; 

For all such errors in the minds of youth, 

In any mind, the only cure is truth ; 

And truths collected may in time decide 

Upon such fticts, or prove, at least, a guide : 

If then permitted I will fairly state 

One fact, nor doubt the story I relate ; 

I for your perftxt acquiescence call, 

'T is of myself I lell.* >0!tcll usall!» 

Said every being there : then silent was the HaU. 



My father hAYd in trade, and sorrowing died, 

When all our loss a generous youth supplied ; 

And soon the time drew on when he could say, 

' O ! fix the happy, fix the early day V 

Nor meant I to oppose his wishes, or delay : 

But then came fever, slight at firet indeed. 

Then hastening on and threatening in its speed : 

It mock'd the powers of medicine; day by day 

I saw those helpers sadly walk away ; 

So came the hand-like cloud, and with such power 

And with such speed, that brought the mighty shower. 

Him nursed I dying, and we freely spoke 
Of what might follow the expected stroke; 
We talk'd of spirits, of their unknown powers. 
And dared to dwell on what the fste of ours; 
But the dread promise, to appear again, 
Could it be done, I sought not to obtain; 
But yet we were presuming — 'Gould it be,* 
He said, * O Emma ! I would come to thee !' 

At his last hour his reason, late astray, 
Again retnm'd C illuminate his way. 

In the last night my motlier long had kept 
Unwearied watch, and now reclined and slept; 
The nurse was dreaming in a distant chair, 
And I had knelt to soothe him with a prayer ; 
When, with a look of that peculiar kind 
That gives its purpose to the fellow mind. 
His manner spoke — 'Confide — be not afraid — 
I shall remember,' — this was all conveyed, — 
' I know not what awaits departed man, 
But tliis believe — I meet thee if I can.* 



« Early in life, beneath my parent's roof. 
Of- man's true honour 1 hod noble proof; 
A generous lover who was worthy found, 
Where half his sex are hollow and unsound. 



I wish'd to die, — and grief, they say. will kill. 
But you perceive 't is slowly, if it will ; 
That I was vrretclied you may well believe — 
I judged it right, and was resolved to grieve : 
I lost my mother when there lived not one, 
Man, woman, child, whom I would seek or shun. 

The Dean, my uncle, with congenial gloom, 
Said, ' Will you share a melancholy home^ 
For he bewail'd a wife, as I deplored 
My fate, and bliss that could not be restored. 

In his cathedral's gloom 1 pass'd my time, 
Much in devotion, much in thought sublime; 
There oft I paced the aisles, and watch'd the glow 
Of the sun setting on the stones below. 
And saw the failing light; that strove to pass 
Through the dim coating of the storied glass, 
Nor fell within, but till the day was gone 
The red faint fire upon the window shone. 
I took the key, and oft-times chose to stay 
Till all was vanish'd of the tedious day, 
Till I perceived no light, nor heard a sound. 
That gave me notice of a world around. 

Then had I gri^s proud thoughts, and said, in tone 

Of exultation, ' World, I am alone! 

I care not for thee, thou art vile and base. 

And I shall leave thee for a nobler place.' 
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So I Che worid abased, — in fact, to rae 

Urbane and citiI as a world could b« : 

Nor shoald romantic grievers thus complain; 

Although but little in the world they gain. 

But let them think if they have nothing done 

To make this odious world so sad a one. 

Or what their worth and virtue that should make 

This graceless world so pleasant for their sake. 

But to my tale : — Behold me as I tread 

The silent mansions of the favour'd dead. 

Who sleep in vaulted chambers, till their clay 

In quiet dissolution melts away 

In this their bodies' home— The spirits, where arc they? 

*■ And where his spirit? — Doors and walls impede 
The embodied spirit, not the spirit freed :' 
And, saying this, 1 at the altar knelt, 
And painful joys and rapturous anguish k\t; 
Till strong, bold hopes posscss'd me, and I cried, 

* Even at this instant is he at my side ;' 
Yes, now, dear spirit! art thou by to prove 
That mine is lasting, mine the loyal love! 

Thus have 1 thought, returning to the Dean, 
As one who had some glorious vision seen : 
He ask'd no question, but would sit and we«p. 
And cry, in doleful tone, ' I cannot sleep T 

In dreams the chosen of my heart I view'd. 

And thus th' impression day by day reoew'd; 

I saw him always, always loved to see, 

For when alone he was my company : 

In company with him alone I seem'd. 

And, if not dreaming, was as one who dream'd. 

Thus, robb'd of sleep, I found, when evening came, 

A pleasing torpor steal upon my frame; 

But still the habit drew my languid feet 

To the loved darkness of the favourite seat; 

And there, by silence and by sadness press'd, 

I felt a world my own, and was at rest. 

One night, when urged with more than uaaal seal, 

And feeling all that such enthusiasts feel, 

I paced the altar by, the pillars round, 

And knew no terror in the sacred ground ; 

For mine were thoughts that banish'd all such fear,— 

I wish'd, I longed to have that form appear ; 

And, as I paced the sacred aisles, I cried, 

* Let not thy Emma's spirit be denied 
The sight of thine ; or, if I may not see, 
Still by some token let her certain be!' 
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At length the anxious thoofhtt my strength sobdoad. 
And sleep o'erpower'd me in my solitude ; 
Then was 1 dreaming of unearthly race, 
The glorious inmates of a blessed place; 
Where lofty minds celestial views explore. 
Heaven's bliss enjoy, and heaven's great King adore; 
Him there I sought whom I had loved so well — 
For sure he dwelt where happy spirits dwell I 

While thus engaged, 1 started at a sound. 
Of what I knew not, but I look'd around ; 



For I was borne on visionary wings, 

And felt no dread of sublunary things ; 

But rising, walk d — A distant window threw 

A weak, soft light, that help'd me in my view ; 

Something with anxious heart I hoped to see. 

And pray'd, * O I God of all things, let it be! 

For all are tliine, were made by thee, and thoss 

Canst both the meeting and the means allofw; 

Thou canst make clear my sight, or ihoa canst make 

More groes the form that his loved mind shall take. 

Canst clothe his spirit for my fleshly sight. 

Or make my earthly sense more pure and brigkL* 

So was I speaking, when without a sound 
Tliere was a movement in the sacred grouad : 
I saw a figure rising, but could trace 
No certain features, no peculiar Hce; 
But I prepared my mind that form to vie 
Nor felt a doubt,— tie promised, and was 
I should embrace his angel, and my day. 
And what was mortal in me, melt away. 

O ! that ecstatic horror in my frame. 
That o'er me thus, a favour'd mortal, came ! 
Bless'd beyond mortals, — and the body now 
I judged would perish, though I knew not haw; 
The gracious power around me could traodaie 
And make me pass to that immortal state: 
Thus shall I pay the debt that must be paid. 
And dying live, nor be by death delayed ; 
And when so changed, I should vrith joy 
The heavenly converse, and with him remain. 

I saw the distant shade, and went with awe. 

But not with terror, to the form I saw; 

Yet slowly went, for he I did believe 

Would meet, and soul to soul hb friend 

So on I drew, concluding in my mind, 

I cannot judge what laws may spirits bind; 

Though I dissolve, and mingle with the blest, 

I am a new and nninstructed guest. 

And ere my love can speak, he should be first addreai'd. 



Thus I began to speak, — my new-bom pride, 
My love, and daring hope, the words supplied. 

* Dear, happy shade ! companion of the goqd. 
The just, the pure, do I on thee intrude? 
Art thou not come my spirit to improve. 
To form, instruct, and fit me for thy love. 
And, as in love we parted, to restore 
The blessing lost, and then to part no more? 
Let me with thee in thy pure essence dwell. 
Nor go to bid them of my house farewell. 

But thine be ever!' How shall I relate 

Th' event that finish'd this ecstatic state? 

Yet let me try.— It tum'd, and I beheld 

An hideous form, that hope and seal expeli'd i 

In a dim light the horrid shape appeared. 

That wisdom would have fled, and courage feair'd. 

Pale, and yet bloated, with distorted eyes 

Distant and deep, a moutli of monstrous sixe. 

That would in day's broad glare a simple maid surprise 

He heard my words, and cried, with savage shout, 

' Bah!— bother!— blarney!— What is this aboatc r 
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Love, loTer, lonipog, in sn insUnt fled,«— 
Now 1 had vice and impodence to dread ; 
And all my high-wrought fancies died away 
To woman's trouble, terror, and dismay, 

' What,* said the wretch, ' what is it yon would have? 
Would'st hang a man for peeping in a gravel 
Search me yourself, and try if you can feel 
Aught I have taken, — there was nought to steal : 
'T was told they buried with the corpse enongfa 
To pay the hoiard, — I have made the proof, 
Nor gain'd a tester — What 1 tell is true ; 
But I 'm no fool, to be betrayed by you,— 
I '11 haiard nothing, curse me if I do !' 

The light increased, and plainly now appear'd 
A knavish fool whom I had often fear'd. 
But hid the dread ; and I resolved at least 
Not to eipose it to the powerful beast. 

' Gome, John,' I said, supprcaung fear and doubt, 

* Walk on before, and let a lady out!' — 

* Lady !' the wretch replied, with savage grin, 
' Apply to him that let the lady in : 

What ! you would go, I take it, to the Dean, 
And lell him what your ladyship has seen T' 

When thus the fool exposed the knave, I saw 
The means of holding such a mind in awe^ 
And gain my safety by his dread of law. 

' Alas !' I cried, ' I fear the Dean like you. 

For I transgress, and am in trouble too : 

If it be known that we are here, as sure 

As here we are we must the law endure : 

Each other's counsel therefore let us keep. 

And each steal homeward to our beds and sleep.* 

' Steal !* said the ruffian's conscience — * Well, agreed ; 
Steal on, and let us to the door proceed :' — 
Yet, ere he moved, he stood awhile, and took 
Of my poor form a most alarming took ; 

* But, hark!* 1 cried, and he to move began,— 
Escape alone engaged the dreadful man : 
With eager hand I oped the ponderous door — 
The wretch rush'd by me, and was heard no more. 

So I escaped,— and when my dreams came on, 
I check'd the madness by the thonghls of John : 
Yet say 1 not what can or cannot be. 
But give the story of my ghost and me.« 
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SMUGGLERS AND POACHERS. 

A Widow at the Hall — Inquiry of Richard— Relation of 
two Brothers— 'Their different Character— Disposition 
— Modes of thinking— James a Servant — Robert joins 
the Smugglers — Rachel at the Hall— James attached 
to her — Trade fails — Robert a Poacher — Is in Danger 
— How released— James and Rachel — Revenge ex- 
cited — Association formed— Attack resolved — Prepa- 
ration made for Resistance— A Night Adventure— Re- 
flections. 



Thibi was a widow in the vilti^e known 

To our good Squire, and he had fovour sbo^n 

By frequent bounty — She as usual came. 

And Richard saw the worn and weary frame, 

Pale cheek, and eye subdued, of her whose mind 

Was grateful still, and glad a friend to find. 

Though to the world long since and all its hopes resigned : 

Her easy form, in rustic neatness clad. 

Was pleasing still ! but she for ever sad. 

• Deep is her grief 1* said Richard— • Truly dee|s 
And very still, and therefore seems to sleep ; 
To borrow simile, to paint her woes. 
Theirs, like the river's motion, seems repose. 
Making no petty murmuring, — settled, slow. 
They never waste, they never overflow. 
Rachel is one of those — for there are some 
Who look for nothing in tlieir days to come. 
No good nor evil, neither hope nor fear, 
Nothing remains or cheerful or severe; 
One day is like the past, tfie year's sweet prime 
Like tlie sad fall, — fbr Rachel heeds n<K time : 
Nothing remains to agitate her breast, 
Spent is the'tempest, and the sky at rest; 
But while it raged her peace its ruin met, 
I And now the sun is on her prospects set ; — 
Leave her, and let us her distress explore. 
She heeds it not — she has been left before.)* 



There were two lads call'd Shelley hither brought, 
But whence we know not — it was never sought; 
Their wandering mother left them, left her name, 
And the boys throve and valiant men became: 
Handsome, of more than common size, and tall. 
And, no one's kindred, seem'd beloved of all j 
AU seem'd alliance by their deeds to prove. 
And loved the youths who could not claim their love. 

Okie was call'd James, the more sedate and grave. 
The other Robert— names their neighbours gave ( 
They both were brave, but Robert loved to ran 
And meet bis danger — James would rather shun 
The dangerous trial, but whenever tried 
He all his spirit to the act applied. 

Robert would aid on any man bestow, 

James would his man and the occasion know ; 

For that was quick and prompt — this temperate and slow. 

Robert would all things he desired pursue, 
James would consider what was best to do ; 
All spoke of Robert as a man they loved. 
And most of Januss as valued and approved. 

Both had some learning : Robert his acquired 
By quicker parts, and was by praise inspired ; 
James, as he was in his acquirements slow. 
Would learn the worth of what he tried to know. 

In fact, this youth was generous— that was just ; 
The one you loved, the other you would trust : 
Yet him you loved you would fbr truth approve. 
And him you trusted you would likewise love. 
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Such were the brothers — James had found his way 

To Nether Hall, and there inclined to stay ; 

He could himself command, and therefore could obey : 

He with the keeper took his daily round, 

A rival grew, and some unkindness found ; 

But his superior farm'd ! the place was void, 

And James guns, dogs, and dignity enjoy'd. 

Robert had scorn of service ; he would be 

A slave to no man — happy were the free. 

And only they; — by such opinions led, 

Robert to sundry kinds of trade was bred ; 

Nor let us wonder if he sometimes made 

An active partner in a lawless trade ; 

Fond of adventure, wanton as the wave, 

He loved the danger and the law to brave ; 

But these were cliance-adventuri», known to few, — 

Not that the hero cared wliat people knew. 

The brothers met not often — When they met 
James talk'd of honest gains and scorn of debt, 
Of virtuous labour, of a sober life. 
And what with credit would support a wife. 

But Robert answcr'd — ■ How can men advise 

Who to a master let their tongue and eyes? 

Whose words are not their own ? whose foot and hand 

Run at a nod, or act upon command? 

Who cannot eat or drink, discourse or play, 

Witliout requesting others that they may. 

Debt you would shun ; but what advice to give 

Who owe your service every hour you live! 

Let a Ik'II sound, and from your friends you run, 

Although the darling of your heart were one ; 

But if the bondage fits you, I resign 

You to your lot — 1 am content with mineln 

Thus would the Inds their Rcnriments express, 
And part in earnest, part in playfulness. 
Till Love, controller of all hearts ancf eves, 
Breaker of bonds, of friendship's holy tics, 
Awakener of new wills and slumbering sympathies, 
Began his reign, — till Rachel, meek-eyed maid, 
That form, those cheeks, that faultless face display'd. 
That child of gracious nature, ever neat 
And never fine ; a flowret simply sweet, 
Seeming at least unconscious she was fair ; 
Meek in her spirit, timid in her air, 
And shrinking from his glance if one presumed 
To come too near the beauty as it bloom'd. 

Robert beheld her in her father's cot 

Day after day. and blest his happy lot ; 

He look'd indeed, but he could not offend 

By gentle looks — he was her father's friend : 

She was accustom'd to that tender look, 

And frankly gave the hand he fondly took ; 

She loved his stories, pleased she heard biro play, 

Pensive herself, she loved to see him gay, 

And if they loved not yet, they were in Love's highway. 

But Rachel now to womanhood was grown. 
And would no more her faith and fondness own ; 
She called her latent prudence to her aid, 
And grew observant, cautious, and afraid ; 



She beard relations of her lover's guile, 

And could believe the danger of his smile : 

With art insidious rival damsels strove 

So show how false his speech, how feign'd hit lore ; 

And though her heart another story told, 

Her speech grew cautious, and her manner cold. 

Rachel had village fame, was fair and tail. 
And gain'd a place of credit at the Hall; 
Where James beheld her sealed in that place. 
With a child's meekness, and an angel's face ; 
Her temper soft, her spirit firm, her words 
Simple and few as simple truth affords. 



James could but love her, — he at church had 
The tall, fair maid, had met her on the green. 
Admiring always, nor surprised to find 
Her figure often present to his mind ; 
But now he saw her daily, and the sight 
Gave him new pleasure and increased delighL 



But James, still prudent and reserved, though sure 

The love he felt was love that would endure. 

Would wait awhile, observing what was fit. 

And meet, and right, nor would himself commit : 

Then was he flattered, — James in time became 

Rich, both as shyer of the Baron's game, 

And as protector, — not a female dwelt 

In that demesne who had not feign'd or felt 

Regard for James ; and he from all had praise 

Enough a young man's vanity to raise ; 

With all these pleasures he of course must part 

When Rachel reign'd sole empress of his heart. 

Robert was now deprived of that delight 
He once experienced in his mistress' sight ; 
For, though he now his frequent visits paid, 
j He saw but little of the cautious maid ; 
The simple common pleasures that he took 
Grew dull, and he the wonted haunts forsook ; 
His flute and song he left, his book and pen. 
And sought the meetings of adventurous men ; 
There w^as a love-boin sadness in his breast. 
That wanted stimulus to bring on rest; 
These simple pleasures were no more of use. 
And danger only could repose produce ; 
He join'd th' associates in their lawless trade. 
And was at length of their profession made. 

He saw connected with th' adventurous crew 

Those whom he judged were sober men and true ; 

He found that some, who should the trade prevent. 

Gave it by purchase their encouragement ; 

He found that contracts could be made with thoae 

Who had their pay these dealers to oppose ; 

And the good ladies whom at church he saw 

With looks devout, of reverence and awe. 

Could change their feelings as they change their place. 

And, whispering, deal for spicery and lace : 

And thus the craft and avarice of these 

Urged on the youth, and gave his conscience 

Him loved the maiden Rachel, fondly loved, 
As many a sigh and tear in absence proved, 
And many a fear for dangers that she knew. 
And many a doubt what one so gay might do 
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Of f^uilt she thought not, — she had often heard 

They bought and sold, and nothing wrong appeared ; 

Her father's maxim this: she understood 

There was some ill, — but he, she knew, was good : 

It was a traffic — but was done by night — 

Ifywrong, how trade? why secrecy, if right? 

But Robert's conscience, she heliered, was pure— 

And that he read hb Bible she was sure. 

James, better taught, in confidence declared 
His grief for what his guilty brother dared : 
He sigh'd to tliiok how near he was akin 
To one reduced by godless men to sin; 
Who, being always of the law in dread, 
To other crimes were by the danger led — 

And crimes with like excuse The smuggler cries, 

« What guilt is his who pays for what he buys?* 

The poacher questions, with perverted mind, 

« Were not the gifts of heaven for all design'd?» 

77u5 cries, «! sin not — take not till I pay;» — 

r/tat, « My own hand brought down my proper prey : • • 

And while to such fond arguments they cling, 

How fear they God? how honour they the king? 

Such men associate, and each other aid. 

Till all are guilty, rash, and desperate made; 

Till to some lawless deed the wretches fly. 

And in the act, or for the acting, die. 

The maid was frighten'd, — but, if this was true, 
Robert for certain no such danger knew, 
He always pray'd ere he a trip began, 
And was too happy for a wicked man : 
How could a creature, who was always gay, 
So kind to all men, so disposed to pray, 
How could he give his heart to sucli an evil way ? 
Yet she had fears, — for she could not believe 
That James could lie, or purpose to deceive ; 
But still she found, though not without respect 
For one so good, she must the man reject • 
For, simple though she was, full well she knew 
What this strong friendship led him to pursue ; 
And, let the ntan be honest as the light. 
Love warps the mind a little from the right; 
And she proposed, against the trying day. 
What in the trial slie should think and say. 

And now, their love avow'd, in both arose 
Fear and disdain — the orphan pair were foes. 

Robert, more generous of the two, avow'd 
His scorn, defiance, and contempt aloud. 

James talk'd of pity in a softer tone, 
To Rachel speaking, and with her alone: 
He knew full well, he said, to what must come 
His wretched brother, what would be his doom : 
Thus he her bosom fenced with dread about ; 
But love he could not with his skill drive out. 
Still he effected something, — and that skill 
Made the love wretched, though it could not kill ; 
Had Robert fail'd, though much he tried, to prove 
He had no guilt— She granted he had love. 

Thus they proceeded, till a winter came, 
When the stem keeper told of stolen game : 
Throughout the woods the poaching dogs had been, 
And from him nothing should the robbers 9crccn, 



From him and law,— he would all hazards run. 
Nor spare a poacher, were his brother one — 
Love, fovour, interest, tie of blood should fail. 
Till vengeance bore him bleeding to the jail. 

Poor Rachel shudder'd, — smuggling she could name 

Without confusion, for she felt not shame ; 

Rut poachers wenc her terror, and a wood 

Which they frequented had been mark'd by blood; 

And though she thought her Robert was secure 

In better thoughts, yet could she not be sure. 

James now was urgent, — it would break his heart 
Willi hope, with her, and with such views to part. 
When one so wicked would her hand possets. 
And he a brother ! — that was his distress, 

And must be hers She heard him, and she sigh'd. 

Looking in doubt,^but nothing she replied. 

There was a generous feeling in her mind, 
That told her this was neither good nor kind : 
James caused her terror, but he did no more — 
Her love was now as it bad been before. 

Their traffic fail'd, — and the adventurous crew 
No more tlieir profitless attempts renew : 
Dig they will not, and beg they might in vain — 
Had tliey not pride, and what can then remain ? 

Now was the game destroy'd, and not a bare 
Escaped at least the danger of the snare; 
Woods of their feather'd beauty were bereft. 
The beauteous victims of the silent theft; 
Tlie well-known shops received a large supply, 
That they who could not kill at least might buy. 

James was enraged, enraged his lord, and both 
Gonfirm'd their threatening with a vengeful oath : 
Fresh aid was sought, — and nightly on the lands 
Walk'd on their watch the strong determined bands : 
Pardon was offer'd, and a promised pay 
To him who would the desperate gang betray. 

Nor fail'd the measure, — on a certain night 
A few were seized— the rest escaped by flight; 
Yet they resisted boldly ere they fled. 
And blows were dealt around, and blood was shed ; 
Two groaning helpers on the earth were laid. 
When more arrived the lawful cause to aid : 
Then four determined men were seized and bound, 
And Robert in this desperate number found : 
In prison felter'd, he deplored hb fate, 
And cursed the folly he perceived too late. 

James was a farourite with his lord, — the zeal 
He show'd was such as masters ever feel : 
If lie for yengcancc on a culprit cried, 
Or if for mercy, still his lord complied : 
And now, 't was said, he will for mercy plead. 
For his own brother's was the guilty deed : 
True, the hurt man is in a mending way, 
But must bo crippled to hb dying day. 

Now James had voVd the law should take its course, 

He would not stay it, if he did not force; 

He could his witness, if he pleased, withdraw, 

Or he could arm with certain dcatlji the law : 
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TliU he attested lo the maid, and true, 

If this he could not, yet he much could do. 

How suffer'd then that maid, — no thought the had, 

No riew of days to come, that was not sad ; 

As sad as life with ail its hopes resig^n'd, 

As sad as aught but guilt can make mankind. 

With bitter grief the pleasures she review'd 
Of early hope, with innocence pursued. 
When she began to love, and he was fond and good : 
He now must die, she heard from every tongue- 
Die, and so thoughtless ! perish, and so young 1 
Urave, kind, and generous, tender, constant, true. 
And he must die — then will I perish too ! 

A thousand acts in every age will prove 

Women are valiant in a cause they love ; 

If fnte the favour d swain in danger place, 

They heed not danger — perils they embrace; 

They dare the world's contempt, they brave their name's 

disgrace ,- 
They on the ocean meet its wild alarms, 
They search the dungeon with extended arms; 
The utmost trial of their faith they prove. 
And yield the lover to assert their love. 

James knew his power^bis feelings were not nice — 
Mercy he sold, and she must pay the price : 
If his good lord forbore to nrge their Hte, 
And he the utmost of their guilt to state, 
The felons might their forfeit lives redeem, 
And in their country's cause regain esteem ; 
I)ut never more that man, whom he had sliame 
To call his brother, must she see or name. 

Rachel was meek, bat she had firmness too. 

And reason'd much on what she ought to do: 

In Robert's place, she knew what she should chiisc — 

But life was not the thing she fear'd to lose : 

She knew that she could not their contract break, 

Nor for her life a new engagement make ; 

But he was man, and guilty, — death so near 

Might not to his as to her mind appear; 

And he might wish, to spare that forfeit life. 

The maid he loved might he his brother's wife, 

Although that brother was his bitter foe, 

And he must all the sweets of life forego. 

This would she try,— Intent on this alone. 
She could assume a calm and settled tone : 
She spake with firmness — « I will Robert see, 
Know what he wishes, and what I must be;» 
For James had now discover'd to the maid 
His inmost heart, and how he must be paid, 
If he his lord would soften, and would hide 
The facts that must the culprit's fate decide, 
t Go not,> he said, — for she her full intent 

Proclaim'd To go she purposed, and she went : 

She took a guide, and went with purpose stem 
The secret wishes of her friend to learn. 

She saw him fettered, full of grief, alone. 
Still as the dead, and he sappress'd a groan 

At her appearance Now she pray'd for strength; 

And the sad couple could convene at length. 



It was a scene that shook her to repeat,— 
Life fought with love, both powerful, and bodi 

• Wilt thon die, Robert, or preserve thy life'. 
Sliall I be thine own maid, or James's wifet* 



• His wife !— No !— Never will I thee 

No, Rachel, no !■ • Then am I ever thine : 

I know thee rash and guilty, — but to thee 

f pledged ray vow, and thine will ever be: 
Yet think again, — the life that God has lent 
}% thine, but not to cast away, — Consent, 
If 't is ihy wish ; for this I made my way 
To thy distren — Command, and I obey.' 

t Perhaps my brother may have gain'd thy hesrt!*— 

• Then why this visit, if I wish'd to parti 
Was it, ah, man ungrateful ! wise to nkake 
Kffort like this, to hazard for tliy sake 

A spotless reputation, and to be 

A suppliant to that stem man for thee? 

But I forgive,— thy spirit has been triad. 

And thou art weak, but still tliou must decide. 

I ask'd thy brother, James, wooldsc thou command. 

Without the loving heart, the obedient handt 

I ask thee, Robert, lover, canst thou part 

With this poor hand, when master of the heartt 

He answered, * Yes?*— I tarry thy reply, 

Rcsign'd with him to live, content wiUi thee lo dic.> 

Assured of this, with spirits low and tame. 

Here life so purchased — there a death of shame ; 

Doath once his merriment, but now his dread. 

And he with terror thought upon the dead : 

> O ! sure 't is better to endure the care 

And pain of life, than go we know not where ! — 

And is there not the dreaded hell for tin. 

Or is it only this I feel within ? 

That, if it lasted, no man would sosuin, 

But would by any change relieve the pain : 

Forgive me, love ! it is a loathsome thing 

To live not thine; but still this dreaded sting 

Of death torments me — I to nature cling 

Go, and be his— but love him not, be sure — 
Go, love him not,— and I will life endure : 

He, too, is mortal !■ Kachel deeply sigh'd. 

But would no more converse: she had complied. 
And was no longer free — she was bis brothef^» bride. 

k Farewell !• she said, with kindness, but not fond. 

Feeling the pressure of the recent bond. 

And put her tenderness apart to give 

Advice to one who so desired to live : 

She then departed, join'd the attending guide. 

Reflected — wept — was sad — was satisfied. 

James on her worth and virtue could depend, — 

He listen'd gUdly to her story's end : 

Again he promised Robert's life to save, 

And claim'd the hand that slie in payment gave. 

Robert, when death no longer was in view, 
Scorn'd what was done, but could not this undo : 
The day appo'mted for the trial near 
He view'd with shame, and not nnmix'd vrith fear, — 
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James might deceive him;, ooil, if not, the schemes 
Of men may fiail—- — Can I depend on James? 

He might; for now the grieyons price was paid — 
James to the altar led the Tietim maid. 
And gave the trembling girl his Ihithfnl word 
For Robert's safety, and so gave my lord. 

But this, and all the promise hope could give. 
Gilded not life, — it was not joy to live; 
There was no smile in Rachel, nothing gay ; 
The hours pass'd off, but never danced away. 

When drew the gloomy day for trial near 
There came a note to Robert — « Banish fear !« 
He knew whence safety came, — his terror fled, 
But rage and vengeance filFd his soul instead. 



A stronger fear in his companions 

The day of trial on their hopes might close : 

They had no brothers, none to intercede 

For them, their friends suspected, and in need ; 

Scatter'd, they judged, and could unite no more, — 

Not so, they dien were at the prison door. 

For some had met who sought the haunts they loved, 
And were to pity and to vengeance moved : 
Their fellows perish ! and they see their fall, — 
Why not attempt the steep but guardlen wall 7 

Attempt was made, his part assigned each man. 
And they succeeded in the desperate plan ; 
In truth, a purposed mercy smoodied their way, 
But that they knew not— all triumphant they. 
Safe in their well-known haunts, they all prepared 
To plan anew, and show how much diey dared. 

With joy the troubled heart of Robert beat. 
For life was his, and liberty was sweet; 

He look'd around in freedom in delight? 

O ! no — his Rachel was another's right ! 

• Right! — has he then preserved me in the day 

Of my distress! — He has the lovely pay! 

But I no freedom at the slave's request, ' 

The price I paid shall then be repossess'd ! 

Alas! her virtue and the law prevent, 

Force cannot be, and she will not consent ; 

But were that brother gone ! — A brother? No ! 

A circnmventor ! — and the wretch shall go! 

Tet not this hand — How shifts about my mind, 

Ungovem'd, guideless, drifting in the wind. 

And I am all a tempest, whirl'd aronnd 

By dreadful thoughts, that fright me and confound ;— 

I would I saw him on the earth laid low ! 

I vrish the ftite, but must not give the blow !* 

So thinks a man when thoughtful ; he prefers 
A life of peace till man his anger stirs, 
Then all the efforts of his reason cease. 
And he forgets how pleasant was that peace ; 
Till the wild passions what they seek obtain. 
And then he sinks into his calm again. 

Now met the lawless clan,— hi lecret met, 
And down at their convivial board were set; 



The plans in view to past adventures led, 

And the past conflicts present anger bred ; 

They sigh'd for pleasures gone, they groan'd for heroes 

dead: 
Their ancient stores were rifled, — strong desires 
Awaked, and wine rekindled latent fires. 

It was a night such bold desires to move 
Strong winds and wintry torrents fill'd the grove ; 
The crackling boughs that in the forest fell, 
The cawing rooks, the cur^s affrighten'd yell; 
The scenes above the wood, the floods below. 
Were mix'd, and none the single sound could know ; 
• Loud blow the blasts,* they cried, • and call us as they 
blow.n 

In such a night — and then the heroes told 
What had been done in better times of old ; 
How they had conquer'd all opposed to them. 
By force in part, in part by stratagem ; 
And as the tales inflamed Uie fiery crew, 
What had been done they then prepared to do; 
« 'T is a last night !> they said — the angry blast 
And roaring floods soem'd answering «'t is a last !» 

James knew they met, for he had spies about. 
Grave, sober men, whom none presumed to doubt ; 
For if suspected, they had soon been tried 
Where fears are evidence, and doubts decide : 

But these escaped Now James companions took, 

Sturdy and bold, with terror-stirring look; 

He had before, by informations led. 

Left the afflicted partner of his bed ; 

Awaked his men, and through plantations wide. 

Deep woods, and trackless ling, had been their guide ; 

And then retum'd to wake the pitying wife. 

And hear her tender terrors for his life. 

But in this night a sure informer came. 

They were assembled who attack'd his game ; 

Who more than once had through the park made way, 

And slain the dappled breed, or vow'd to slay; 

The trembling spy had heard the solemn vow. 

And need and vengeance both inspired them now. 



The keeper eariy had retired to rest 
For brief repose; — sad thoughts his mind 
In his short sleep he started from his bed, 
And ask'd in fancy s terror • Is he dead?» 



There was a call below, when James awoke. 
Rose from his bed, and arms to aid him took, 
Not all defensive!— there his helpers stood, 
Arm'd like himself, and hastening to the wood. 

• Why this?» he said, for Rachel poor'd her tears 
Profuse, that spoke involuntary fears : 
M Sleep, that so early thou for us mayst wake. 
And we our comforts in return may take ; 
Sleep, and farewell !• he said, and took his way, 
And the sad wife in neither could obey ; 
She slept not nor well fared, but restlos dwelt 
On her past life, and past afflictions felt ; 
The man she loved the brother and the foe 
Of him she married !— It had wrought her woe ; 
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Not tliat she loTcd, buc pitied, and that now 
Was, so she fear'd, infrineemeot of her vow: 
James too was civil, tboucrh she must confm 
That his was not her kind of happiness ; 
That he would shoot the man who shot 1 hare 
Was what her timid conscience could not bear- 
But still she loved him— wonder'd where he striy'd 
In this loud night ! and if he were afraid. 

More than one hour she thought, and dropping then 
In sudden sleep, cried loudly -Spare him, men I 
And do no murder !»— then awaked she rose. 
And thought no more of trying for repose. 

;T was past the dead of night, when every sound 

That nature mingles might be heard around : 

But none from man,— man's feeble voice was hush'd 

Where rivers sweUing roar'd, and woods were crush'd • 

Hurried by these, the wife could sit no more. 

But must the terrors of the night explore. 

Softly she left her door, her garden gate, 
And secm'd as then committed to her fate • 
To every horrid thought and doubt a prey,* 
She hurried on, already lost her way; 
Oft as she glided on in that sad night, 
She stopp'd to listen, and she look'd for light; 
An hour she wandered, and was still to learn * 
Aught of her husband's safety or return : 
A sudden break of heavy clouds could show 
A place she knew not, but she strove to know ; 
Still further on she crept with trembling feet, ' 
Willi hope a friend, with fear a foe to meet: 
And there was something fearful in the sight, 
^nd in the sound of what appcar'd to-night;' 
For now, of night and nervous terror bred, ' 
irose a strong and superstitious dread ; 
5he heard strange noises, and the shapes she saw 
)f fancied beings bound her soul in awe. 

Je moon was risen, and she sometimes shone 

through thiik white clouds, that flew tumultuous on. 

•assing beneath her wiih an eagle's speed, 

hat her soft light imprison'd and then fwd ; 

he fitful glimmering through the hedge-row green 

iave a strange beauty to the changing scene ; 

nd roaring winds and rushing waten lent 

heir mingle voice that to the spirit went. 



these she listen'd ; but new sounds were heard ; 
nd sight more startling to her soul appcar'd ; 
here were low lengthened tones with sobs between, 
nd near at hand, but nothing yet was seen ; 
le hurried on, and . Who is there?, she cried, 
^ dying wretch l»— was from the earth replied. 

was her lover, was the man she gave, 

le price she paid, himself from death to save; 

ith whom, expiring, she must kneel and pray 

hilc the soul flitted from the shivering clay 

at prcss'd the dewy ground, and bled itt life away! 

it was the part that duty bad her take, 
ttant and ere her feelings were awake ■ 
t now they waked to anguish ; there came then 
Trying with lights, loud-speaking, eager men. ' 



•And here, my lord, we met-And who is here T 
The keeper's wife— Ah ! woman go not near ! 
There lies the man that was the head of all- 
See, m his temples went the fiital hall ! 
And James that instant, who was ihen'onr gaide. 
Felt m his heart the adverse shot, and died! 
It viras a sudden meeting, and the light 
Of a dull moon made indistinct oor fight • 
He foremost fell !-Bnt see, the woman cr<i^ 
Like a lost thing, Uiat wandere as she sleeps 
fe«c, here her husband's body-but she knows 
That other dead 1 and that her action shows. 
Rachel ! why look you at your mortal foe? 
She does not bear us— Whither wiU she go?. 

Now, more attentive, on the dead they gaied 
And they were brotheni : sorrowing and amased. 
On all a momentary silence came, 
A common softness, and a morml shame. 

. Seized you the poachers?, said my lord— Ther lied. 
And we pursued not,-one of them waa dead ^ 

And one of us; they hurried through the woil. 
Two ivcs were gone, and we no more puraacd. 
Two lives of men, of valiant brothera loet » 
Enough, my lord, do hares and pheasanU cost \m 



St) many thought, and there is found a heart 
To dwell upon the deaths on either part : 
Since this their morals have been more oonwt. 
The cruel spirit in the place U check'd; 
His lordship holds not in such sacred care. 
Nor takes such dreadful vengeance for a hare = 
The smugglers fear, tJie poacher stands in awe 
Of Heaven s o«vn act, and reverences the law - 
There was, there is a terror in the place 
That operates on man's offending race; 
Such acts will stamp ihdr moral on the soul. 
And while the bad they threaten and control. 
Will to the pious and the humble sav 
Yours IS the right, the safe, the certain way. 
T IS wisdom to be good, 't U virtue to obey 



So Rachel thmks, the pure, tliegood, the mce» 
Whose outward acts the inward purpose apeak* 
As men will children at their sports behold, ' 
And smiUj to see them, though unmoved and cold 
Smile at the recollected games, and then 
Depart and mix in the affain of men : 
So Rachel looks upon the worid, and sees 
It cannot longer pain her, longer please. 
But just detain the passing though^ or caitte 
A genUe smile of pity or applause ; 
And then the recollected soul repairs 
Her slumbering hope, and heeds her own affaire 



BOOK XXII. 

THE VISIT CONCLUDED. 
Richard prepares to depart-Visiis the Rector-ffis Re^. 

The Moniiog of the last Day-The Confewnce of the 
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Brothera — Their EzGursion — Richard dimtiafied — 
The Brother expostalates— The End of their Ride, and 
of the Day^s Business— Conclusion. 



«No letters, Torn?* said Richard— « None to-day. • 

■ Excuse me, Brother, I ipuat now away ; 
Matilda never in her life so long 

Deferr'd — Alas ! there must be something wrong !a 

« Comfort !» said George, and all he could he lent ; 

■ Wait till your promised day, and I consent ; ' 

Two days, and those of hope, may cheerfully be spent 

And keep your purpose, to review the place, . 
My choice ; and i beseech you do it grace : 
Mark each apartment, their proportions learn, 
And either use or elegance discern ; 
Look o'er the land, the gardens, and their wall. 
Find out the something to admire in all ; 
And should you praise them in a knowing style, 
I '11 take it kindly — it is well — a smile. » 



Richard must now his morning Tisils pay, 
And bid farewell ! for he must go away. 

He sought the Rector first, not lately seen. 
For he had absent from his parish been ; 

• Farewell !» the yonnger man with feeling cried, 

• Farewell !> the cold but worthy priest replied ; 

■ When do you leave ns?« — « I have days but two :• 

• T is a short time — but, well— Adieu, adieu !• 

«Now here is one,* said Richard, as he went 
To the next friend in pensive discontent, 
a With whom I sate in social, friendly ease, 
Whom I respected, whom I wish'd to please; 
Whose love profess'd, I qnestion'd not was tme, 
And now to hear his heartless, * Well ! adieu!' 

But 't is not well — and he a man of sense, 
Grave, but yet looking strong benevolence ; 
Whose slight acerbity and roughness told 
To his advantage; yet the man is cold ; 
Nor will he know, when rising in the mom. 
That such a being to the world was bom. 

Are such the friendships we contract in life> 
O ! give me then the friendship of a wife \ 
Adieus, nay, parting-pains to us arc sweet, 
They make so glad the moments wlien we meet. 

For thoQgh we look not for regard intense, 
Or warm professions in a man of sense. 
Yet in the daily intercourse of mind 
I thought that found which 1 desired- to find, 
Feeling and frankness— thus it seem'd to me. 
And soch fisicwell!— Well, Rector, let it be!» 

Of the fair sbters then he took his leave. 
Forget he could not, he must think and grieve, 
Must the impression of their wrongs retain. 
Their very patience adding to his pain ; 
And still the better they their sorrows bore. 
His friendly nature nude him feel them more^ 



He judged ihey must have many a heavy hour 
When the mind suffers from a want of power; 
When troubled long we find our strength decay'd. 
And cannot then recal our better aid ; 
For to the mind, ere yet that aid has flown, 
Grief has possess'd, and made it all his own ; 
And patience suffers, till, with gather d mighty 
The scatter'd forces of the soul unite. 

But few and short such times of suffering were 
In Lucy's mind, and brief the reign of care. 

Jane had, indeed, her flights, but had in them 
What we could pity but must not condemn ; 
For they were always pure and oft sublime. 
And such as triumph'd over earth and time. 
Thoughts of eternal love that souls possess, 
Foretaste divine of Heaven's own happiness. 

Oft had he seen them, and esteem liad sprung 
In his free mind for maids so sad and young. 
So good and grieving, and his place was high 
In their esteem, his friendly brother's nigh, 
Dut yet beneath ; and when he said adieu I 
Their tone was kind, and was responsive too. 

Parting was painful ; when adieu he cried, 

« You will return 7 • the gentle girls replied ; 

1 You must return ! yonr Brother knows you now, 

But to exist without you knows not how; 

Has he not told us of the lively joy 

lie takes— forgive us— in the Brother-boy? 

He is alone and pennve ; you can give 

Pleasure to one by whom a number live 

In daily comfort — sure for this you met. 

That for his debtors you might pay a debt— 

The poor are call'd ungrateful, but you still 

Will have their thanks for this— indeed you wilL« 

Richard but little said, for he of late 
Held with himself contention and debate. 

> Hy Brother loves me, his regard I know, 
But will not such affection weary growT 
He kindly says * defer the parting day,* 
But yet may wish me in his heart away ; 
Nothing but kindtiess I in him perceive, 
In me 'tis kindness then to take my leave; 
Why should I grieve if he should weary be 7 
There have been visitors who wearied me ; 
He yet may love, and we may part in peace, 
Nay, in affection — novelty must cease — 
Man is but man; the thing he most desires 
Pleases awhile— then pleases not— then tires; 
George to his former habits and his friends 
Will now return, and'so my visit ends.* 

Thus Richard communed' with his heart ; bat still 
He found opposed his reason and h» will, 
Found that his thoughts were busy in this train, 
And he was striving to be calm in vain. 

These thoughts were passing while he yet forbore 
To leave the friends whom he might see no more. 

Then came a chubby child and sought relief. 
Sobbing in all the impotence of grief; 
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A full fed girl the was, with mddy check, 
And features coarse, that grower feelings speak, 
To whom another miss, with passions strong, 
And slender fist, had'done some baby-wrong. 
On Lucy's gentle mind had Barlow wrought 
To teach this child, whom she had labouring tanght 
With unpaid love — this unproductive brain 
Would little comprehend, and leas retain. 

A farmer's daughter, with redundant health. 
And double Lucy's weight and Lucy's wealth. 
Had won the man's regard, and he with her 
Possess'd the treasure vulgar minds prefer ; 
A man of thrift, and thriving, he possess'd 
What he esteem'd of earthly good the best ; 
And Lucy's well-stored mind had not a charm 
For this true lover of the wcU-stock'd farm. 
This slave to petty wealth and rustic toil, 
This earth-devoted wooer of the soil : — 
But she with meekness took the wayward child, 
And sought to make the savage nature mild. 

But Jane her judgment with decision gave — 
■ Train not an idiot to oblige a slave. • 

And where is Bloomer? Richard would have taid, 
But he was cautious, feeling, and afraid ; 
And little either of the hero knew, 
And little sought — he might be married too. 

9 

Now to his home, the morning visits past, 
Return'd the guest — that evening was his last 

He met his Brother, and they spoke of those 
From whom his comforts in the village rose; 
Spoke of the favourites, whom so good and kind 
It was peculiar happiness to find : 
Then for the sisters in their griefs they felt, 
And, sad themselves, on saddening subjects dwelt. 

But George was willing all this woe to spare. 
And let to-morrow be to-morrow's care : 
He of his purchase talk'd — a thing of course, 
As men will boldly praise a new-bought horse. 

Richard was not to all its beauty blind. 

And promised still to seek, with hope to find : - 

• The price indeed ■ 

• Yes, that,* said George, « is high; 
But if I bought not, one was sure to buy, 
Who might the social comforts we enjoy. 
And every comfort lessen or destroy. 

We must not always reckon what we give, 
But think how precious 't is in peace to live; 
Some neighbour Nimrod might in very pride 
Have sitrr'd my anger, and have then defied ; 
Or worse, have loved, and teased me to excess 
By his kind care to give me happiness; 
Or might his lady and her daughters bring 
To raise my spirits, to converse, and sing : 
T was not the benefit alone I view'd. 
But thought what horrid things I might eiclude. 

Some party man might here have sat him down 
Some country champion, railing at the crown,' 



Or some true courtier, both prepared to prove, 
Who loved not them, could not their coontry kn 
If we have value for our health and ease, 
Should we not buy off enemies like these ?■ 

So pass'd the evening in a quiet way. 
When, lo ! the morning of the parting day. 

Each to the table went with clouded look. 
And George in silence gazed upon a book ; 
Something that chance had offer'd lo his view,— 
He knew not what, or cared not, if he knew. 

Richard his hand upon a paper laid, — 

His vacant eye upon the carpet strayed ; 

His tongue was talking something of the day. 

And his vex'd mind was wandering on his way. 

They spake by fits,— but neither )iad concern 
In the replies,— they nothing wish'd to learn. 
Nor to relatie; each sat as one who tries 
To baffle sadnesses and sympathies : 
Each of his Brother took a steady view, — 
As actor he, and as observer too. 

Richard, whose heart was ever free and frank 
Had now a trial, and before it sank : 
He thought his Brother — parting now so 
Appear'd not as his Brother should appear; 
He could as much of tendemcas remark 
When parting for a ramble in the park. 



« Yet, is it justTw he thought; « and would 1 
My Brother wretched but to part with me? 
What can he further in my mind explore? 
He saw enough, and he wbuld see no mdre : 
Happy himself, he wishes now to slide 

Back to his habits Be is satisfied; 

But I am not — this cannot be denied. . 



He has been kind, — so let me think him still; 
Yet he expresses not a wish, a will 

To meet again !» And thus affection stroTe 

With pride, and petulance made war on love : 

He thought his Brother cool— he knew him kind — 

And there was sore division in his mind. 



■ Hours yet remain, — 't is misery to sit 
With minds for conversation all unfit; 
No evil can from change of place arise, 
And good will spring from air and exercise : 
Suppose 1 take the purposed ride with you, 
And guide your jaded praise to objects new. 
That buyers see!"— — 

And Richard gave asaent 
Without resistance, and without intent: 
He liked not nor declined,— and forth the Brothers 



« Come, my dear Richard ! let ut east away 

All evil thoughts,— let us forget the day, 

And fight like men with grief till we like boya nre fmjj^ 

Thus George, — and even this in Richard's mind 
Was judged an effort rather wise than kind ; 
This flowed from something he observed of late, 
And he could feel it, bat he conld not state : 
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He thou^t acnne dian^ appou'd, — yet hSFd to 
Even as he tried, abatement in tbe lore; 
But in his Brother's manner was restraint 
That he could feel, and yet be could notpaiaL 

That they should part in peace full well be knew. 
But much he fear'd to part with coolness too : 
Georg^e had been peevish when tbe subject rose. 
And never fail'd the parting to oppose ; 
Name it, and straight his features cloudy grew 
To stop tbe journey as the clouds will do; — 
And thus they rode along in pensive mood, 
Their thoughls pursuing, by their cares pursued. 

• Richard,* said George, « I see it is in vain 
By love or prayer my Brother to retain; 
And, truth to tell, it was a fboUsb thing 
A man like thee from thy repose to bring. 

Ours to disturb Say, bow am I to live 

Without the comforts thou art wont to give ? 
How will the heavy hours my mind afflict, — 
No one f agree, no one to contradict. 
None to awake, excite me, or prevent. 
To hear a tale, or hold an argument, 
To help my worship in a case of doubt. 
And bring me in my blunders fairly ouL 

Who now by manners lively or serene 
Gomes between me and sorrow like a screen. 
And giving, what I look'd not to have found, 
A care, an interest in the world around U 



Silent was Richard, striving to adjust 

His though to for speech,— for speak, he thfOught, he must : 

Something like war within his bosom strove—* 

His mild, kind nature, and his proud self-lova : 

Grateful he was, and with his courage meek,-* 

But he was hurt, and he resolved to speak. 

■ Yes, my dear Brother ! from my soul I grieve 

Thee and the proofa of thy regard to leave : 

Thou bast been all that I could wish, — my pride 

Exults to- find that I am thus allied : 

Yet to express a feeling, how it came. 

The pain it gives, its nature and its name, 

I know not,— but of late, I will confess. 

Not that thy love is little, but is less. | 

Hadst thou received me in thy present mood. 
Sure I had held thee to be kind and good; 
But thou wert all the warmest heart could state, 
Affection dream, or hope anticipate; 
I must have wearied thee, yet, day by day, — 
' Stay r said my Brother, and 't wa< good to stay ; 
But now, forgive me, thinking I perceive 
Change undefined, and as I think I grieve. 

Have I offended? — Proud although I be, 
I will be humble, and concede to thee : 
Have I intruded on thee when thy mind 
Was vex'd, and then to solitude inclined? 
O ! there are times when all things will molest 
Minds so disposed, so heavy, so oppressed ; 
And Aine, I know, is delicate and nice, 
Sickening at folly, and at war with vice : 
Then, at a time when tbon wert vex'd with these, 
1 have intruded, let affliction tease, 



pnnra, And so effianded.*- 



■ Ricliavd, if ihoa-faast, 



Tis at Hm instant, nothii^ in the-^st : 

No, thou art all a Brothel's love would choose ; 

And, having lost thee, I shall interest lose 

In all that I possess : I pray thee tell 

Wherein thy host has fail'd to please thee well, — 

Do I neglect thy comforts?*— 

1 1 not thou. 
But art thyself uncomfortable now. 
And 't is from thee and from thy looks 1 gain 
Tbb painful knowledge— 't is my Brothers pain; 
And yet Aat something in my spirit lives. 
Something that spleen excites and sorrow gives, 
I may confess, — for not in thee I trace 
Alone this change, it is in all the place: 
Smile if thou wilt in scorn, for I am gUd 
A smile at any rate is to be had. 

But there is Jacques, who ever seem'd to treat 
Thy Brother kindly as we chanced to meet; 
Nor with thee only pleofed our worthy guide. 
But in the hedge-row path and green-wood side, 
There he would speak with that familiar ease 
That makes a trifle, makes a nothing please. 

But now to my farewell, — ^and that I spoke 

With honest sorrow, — with a careless look. 

Gazing unaltet'd on some stupid prose— 

His sermon for the Sunday I suppose, — 

' Going r said he : ' why then the 'Squire and you 

Will part at last— You 're going ?— Well, adieu I' 

True, we were not in friendship bound like those. 

Who will adopt each othei's friends and foes, 

Without esteem or hatred of their own,— 

But still we were to intimacy grown ; 

And sure of Jacques when I had taken leave 

It would have grieved me,-— and it ought to grieve; 

But I in him could not affection trace,— 

Careless he put his sermons in their place, 

W^ith no more feeling than his sermon-case. 

Not so those generous girls beyond the brook, — 
It quite unmanned me as my leave I look. 

But, my dear Brother! when I take at night. 
In my own home, and in their motlicr*s sight. 
By turns my children, or together see 
A pair contending for the vacant knee. 
When to Matilda 1 begin to tell 
What in my visit first and last befell — 
Of this your village, of her tower and tpite. 
And, above all, her Rector and her 'Squire, 
How will the tale be marr'd when I shall end — 
I left displeased the Brother and die friend ?» 

« Nay, Jacques is honest — Marry, he was then 
Engaged— What ! part an author and his pen ? 
Just in the fit, and when th' inspiring ray 
Shot on his brain, t arrest it in its way! 
Come, thou shalt see him in an easier vein ! 
Nor of his looks nor of his words complain : 
Art thou content 7» — 

If Richard had replied, 
ft I am,* his mfiniyr had his wmds belied : 
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iren from his Brothel's cheerfulness he drew 
wmething to vei him — what, he scarcely knew : 
k> he evadiDif said, ■ My evil folc 
JpoD my comforts Arows a gloom of late : 
tfalilda writes not; and, when last she wrote, 
■ read no letter — 't was a trader's note, — 
Yours I received/ and all that formal prate 
That is so hateful, that she knows I hate. 

Dejection rci(;ns, 1 feel, but cannot tell 
Why upon me the dire infection fell: 
sladmen may say that they alone are sane, 
lind all beside have a dislemper'd brain ; 
Something like this I feel,— and I include 
Myself among the frantic multitude : 
But, come, Matilda writes, although but ill, 
knd home has heallli, and that is comfort still. » 

George stopt his horse, and with the kindest look 
Spoke to his Brother, — earnestly he spoke, 
As on» who to his friend his heart reveals. 
And all the hazard with the comfort fecU. 

« Soon as I loved thee, Richard, — and I loved 
Before my reason had the will approved. 
Who yet right early had her sanction lent. 
And with affection in her verdict went, — 
So soon I felt, that thus a friend to gain. 
And tlien to lose, is but to purchase pain : 
Daily the pleasure grew, then sad the day 
That takes it all in its increase away ! 

Patient thou wert, and kind,— but well I knew 

The husband's wishes, and the Other's too ; 

I saw how check'd they were, and yet in secret grew 

Once and again, I urged thee to delay 

Thy purposed journey, still deferr'd the day, 

And still on its approach the pain increased 

Till my request and thy compliance ceased ; 

I could not further thy affection task. 

Nor more of one so self-resisting ask ; 

But yet to lose thee, Richard, and with tli«fe 

All hope of social joys — it cannot be. 

Nor could I bear to meet thee as a boy 

From school, his parents, to obtain a joy, 

That lessens day by day, and one will soon destroy. 

No ! I would have thee. Brother, all my own, 
To grow beside me as my trees have grown ; 
For ever near me, pleasant in my sight, 
And in my mind, my pride and my delight. 

Yet will I tell thee, Richard ; had I found 

Thy mind dependent and thy heart unsound, 

Hadst thou been poor, obsequious, and disposed 

With any wish or measure to have closed. 

Willing on me and gladly to attend, 

The younger brother, the convenient friend ; 

Thy speculation its reward had made 

Like other ventures — thou hadst gain'd in trade; 

What reasoip urged, or Jacques estcem'd thy due, 

Thine had it been, and I, a trader too. 

Had paid my debt, and home my Brother tent, 

Nor glad nor sorry that he came or went; 

Who to his wife and children would have told, 

They had an uncle, and the man was old ; 



Till every girl and boy had leam'd to prate 
Of uncle George, hb gout, and his estate. 

Thus had we parted; but as now thou art, 
I must not lose thee— No ! I cannot part; 
Is it in human nature to consent. 
To give up all the good that heaven has lent. 
All social ease and comfort to forego. 
And live again the soliury ? No ! 

We part no more, dear Richard ! thoa wilt 
Thy Brotliers help to teach thy boys to read; 
And I should love to hear Matilda's psalm. 
To keep my spirit in a morning calm. 
And feel the soft devotion that prepares 
The soul to rise above its earthly cares; 
Then thou and I, an independent two, 
May have our parties, and defend them too; 
Thy liberal notions, and my loyal fears. 
Will give us subjects for our future years; 
We will for truth alone contend and read. 
And our good Jacques shall oversee our creed. 

Such were my views; and I had qaickly made 

Some bold attempto my Brother to persuade 

To think as I did ; but I knew too well 

Whose now thou wert, with whom thou wert to dwell. 

And why, I said, return him doubtful home. 

Six months to ai^e if he then would come 

Some six months after! and, beside, I know 

That all the happy are of course the alow; 

And thou at home art happy, there wilt stay. 

Dallying 'twixt will and wilUnot many a day, 

And fret the gloss of hope, and hope itself away. 

Jacques is my friend ; to him I gave my heart. 
You see my Brother, see I would not part ; 
Wilt thou an embassy of love disdain? 
Go to this suier, and my views explain ; 
Gloss o'er my failings, paint me with a grace 
That Love beholds, put meaning in my face; 
Describe that dwelling ; talk how well we live. 
And all its glory to our village give ; 
Praise the kind sisters whom we love so much. 
And thine own virtues like an artbt touch. 

Tell her, and here my secret purpose show. 
That no dependence shall my sister know ; 
Hers all the freedom that she loves shall be. 
And mine the debt,— then press her to agree; 
Say, tliat my Brother^s wishes wait on hers, 
And his affection what she wills prefers. 

Forgive me. Brother,'— these my words and tamt 
Our friendly Rector to Matilda bore; 
At large, at length, were all my vicv^-s explained. 
And to my joy my wishes I obtain'd. 

Dwell in that house, and we shall still be near. 
Absence and parting I no more shall fear; 
Dwell in thy home, and at thy will exclude 
All who shall dare upon thee to intrude. 

Again thy pardon, — 't was not my design 
To give surprise; a better view was mine; 
But let it pass-'and yet I wish*d to see 
That meeting too : and happy may it be!» 
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js Geori^e had spoken, and then look'd around,- 

I smiled as one who then his road had found; 
ollo^e !• he cried, and briskly urged his horse: 
:hard 'was pualed, but obey'd of course; 

'Was affected like a man astray, 
St, but yet knowing something of the way; 

II a -wood cleared, that still conceal'd the view, 
chard the purchase of his Brother knew; 

id something flash'd upon his mind not clear. 
It much yviiki pleasure mix'd, in part with fear; 
i one who inrandering through a stormy night 
!es his own home, and gladdens at the si|^t, 
et feels some doubt if fortune had decr^ 
hat lively pleasure in such time of need; 

Richaid felt — but now the numsion came 
a view direct — he knew it for the same; 
'here too the garden walk, the elms design'd 
To guard the peaches from the eastern wind; 
Lnd there the sloping glass, that ^hen he shines 
jives the sun's vigour to the ripening vines. — 

M It is my Brother's!' — 

« No!a he answers, « No! 
T is to thy own possession that we go; 
It is thy wife's, and will thy children's be. 
Earth, wood, and water!— all for thine and thee; 
Bought in thy name— Alight, my friend, and come, 

1 do beseech thee, to thy proper home; 
There wilt thou soon thy own Matilda view. 
She knows our deed, and she approves it too; 
Before her all our views and plans were laid. 
And Jacques was there t' explain and to persuade. 
Here, on this lawn, thy boys and girls shall run. 
And play their gambols when their tasks are done; 



There, from that window, shall their mother view 
The happy tribe, and smile at all they do; 
While thou, more gravely, hiding thy delight, 
Shalt cry * O! childish !' and enjoy the sight. 



Well, my dear Richard, there 's no more to say- 
Stay, as you will — do any thing — but stay; 
Be, I dispute not, steward — what .yon will. 
Take your own name, but be my Brother still. 

And hear me, Richard ! if I should offend, 
Assume the patron, and forget the friend ; 
If aught in word or manner I express 
That only touches on thy happiness; 
If I be peevish, humoursome, unkind, 
Spoil'd as I am by each subservient mind ; 
For I am humonrM by a tribe who make 
Me more capricious for the pains they take 
To make me quiet ; shouldst thou ever feel , 
A wound from this, this leave not time to heal. 
But let thy wife her cheerful smile withhold. 
Let her be civil, distant, cautious, cold; 
Then shall I woo forgiveness, and repent. 
Nor bear to lose the blessings Heaven has lent.» 



But this was needless— there was joy of heart. 
All felt the good that all desired f impart; 
Req>ect, affection, and esteem combined. 
In sundry portions ruled in every mind; 
And o'er the whole an unobtrusive air 
Of pious joy, that urged the silent prayer, 

And bless'd the new-born feelings Here we close 

Our Tale of Tales!— Health, reader, and repose! 
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THE END. 
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